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CHAPTER I. 

MOONLIGtHT. 

How wonderfully similar are all children to one 
another when asleep! The same rounded, half- 
formed features, the same gently closed eyelids, the 
same slightly parted mouth, are common alike to 
high and low, to good and bad, before passion or 
education has begun to draw those harder and more 
decided lines which sleep cannot obliterate, and 
which only pass away when once the first calm look 
of death is gone, and dust returns to dust. No such 
lines mar or alter the face of a sleeping child, or 

E've a clew to the daily history of the soul within. 
Dok from young Seymour the lord to young Dick- 
son the shepherd-boy. Look at the mendacious 
and fierce-tempered Johnny, destined to break your 
heart and ruin you, Iving with his arm round the 
neck of his gentle, nigh-souled brother Georgy, 
They are all very nearly alike. 

But awa^ thum ; see how the soul, still off its guard, 
betrays th^^jdpi in eye, in mouth, nay, even in ges- 
ture. WelBiK the wise Mrs. Chisholm accustomed 
to say that the time to judge of a girl's character 
Lyrhen she was first awake. Cannot we conceive 
I four ideal children, that they would betray 
, Ihing to a close observer as their consciousness 
be reiu world litiEned to them ? Would not the 



little nobleman n^p a calm look upon his face, — 
a look ca^reless, beeause he had never known care ? 
would not some signs of weariness and dissatisfaction 
show themselves on the face of the shepherd-boy, 
when he first found that the pleasant dreams of 
the cake and of the fine new clothes were unreal, 
but that the bleak, wild morning, the hard, cold 
boot to be thrust on stockingless feet, and the 
poor, dry bread, were most unmistakably real; 
while Johnny will wake with' a scowl, and Georgy 
with a smile. 

There lay a boy once in a very poor little bed, 
close under the thatch of a very poor little cottage, 
fast asleep and dreaming. At a certain time ne 
moved slightly; in perhaps less than a second more 
he had raised himself in his bed, and sat there per- 
fectly still, perfectly silent, looking and listening 
with the intenseness of a beautiful, bright-eyea 
fox. 

That is to say, that intense, keen, vivid curiosity 
was the first, instantaneous expression which fixed 
itself on his face at the very moment of his waking. 
In a very few moments more those very facile fea- 
tures were expressive of intelligence and satisfaction 
in the highest degree. A minute had not gone by 
wheof, with all the sabtie dtzterity, t^ie silence, snd 
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the rapid, snake-like motion of that most beautiful 
animal to which we have before compared him, he 
had slid fix)m his bed and stood before the door of 
his room, with half-opened hands, bent head, and 
slightly parted lips, listening with the whole strength 
of his brave little heart and his keen brain. 

There was no need for him to open his crazy old 
door ; the great hole, into which you had to thrust 
your finger when you raise the latch, was quite big 
enough for him not only to hear, but also to see, ' 
everything which went on below. 

His mother stood below at the front door of the 
cottage, in the moonlight, talking with a man he 
knew well, — Somes, the head-keeper. It could not 
be very late, for she had not been up stairs ; nor 
very earl^, for he could hear his father hurriedly 
dressing in the room where he slept, — a room op- 
posite his mother's ; and almost immediately he went 
down and joined the keeper, and the two men 
passed away into the forest, leaving the woman still 
standing at the door. 

Our listener dressed himself with all the rapidity 
possible, for he knew that the moment had come for 
realizing one of the great wishes of his short life. 
His mother still stood in the doorway, and she would 
certainly prevent his going out, while, if he waited 
till she came up stairs again, he might lose his fa- 
ther's tracks. The bavin-pile was close under his 
window; he opened the window, and, dropping on 
the fagots, clambered down, and, listening for one 
instant, with his head near the ground, he sped 
away after the faint rustling footsteps of his fatner 
and the keeper. 

He knew what had happened well enough. The 
poachers from Newley were in the wood again, and 
their good friend, the head-keeper, had aroused his 
father to assist him. The poachers were a very de* 
termined gang, with a most expensive set of nets, 
which some said had cost fifty pounds, and would 
most certainly fight. On the other hand, the gen- 
tlemen, the keepers, and some of the hinds were 
exasperated beyond measure against this very gangw 
The coverts were poor and bare, and the pheasants, 
every one of them, cost ten to fifteen shillings by 
the time they were killed. Eighteen months before 
a keeper had been shot dead. The previous No- 
vember a young watcher had been kicked about the 
head until he was reduced to a state of lifelong im- 
becility, varied by occasional jepileptic fits of the 
most terrible character, for trvmg to follow and 
identify some men who were kiUu\"^^'Kas«>2oJva.\ "^^ssS*^ 
now the aasxii^ \cA,\i'a*i ^ikAx^^o^. ^axva'Ocife't ^\i>\.>'*^fi^ 
\ were n^ma x^OoUXa. ^V^^ -« ja ^^ ^""tSLC^^ 
\wo\iid\>ea|cwv^,^^^^^^^^^^'^'^^^**** • 
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one side the hall party, composed of gentlemen, ser- 
vants, and laborers, armed only with sticks ; on the 
other, a desperate gang of ruffians from the low 
waterside streets ot Newley.* James was deter- 
mined at all hazards to see this battle, and his plan 
was to overtake his father, when it was too late to 
be sent back. 

The beech forest was blazing in the glory of the 
August moon. The ground, golden juI the year 
round, by daylight, with fallen leaves, was now a 
carpet of black purple velvet, with an irregular pat- 
tern of gleaming white satin, wherever the moon- 
beams fell through to the earth. The overarching 
boughs had lost the rich, warm color which they 
showed in the sunlight, and were a mere undefined 
canoi>y of green and silver. The wood was as clear 
of undergrowth as a Canadian forest, and as level as 
a lawn ; so it was easy enough for the boy to keep 
sight of the party he was pursuing, and yet to keep 
at a safe distance. 

For on second thoughts he did not caro to join 
them too quickly. There were three or four gentle- 
men among them, and James was afraid of gentle- 
men. He would hardly have gone so far as to say 
that he disliked them, and would probably have 
pleaded that he had seen so little of them ; but one 
thing was certain, — he would sooner have their 
room than their company ; and so he shuffled along 
with half-laced boots, far enough in the rear to avoid 
any great chance of detection. 

Tliere were eight of the party before him, holding 
steadily and silently through the wood in a line, and 
he knew some of them. Uead-keeper Somes was a 
fine man, who stepped along from light to shade with 
wonderful elasticity and determination. His father 
came next to the head-keeper, and his father was a 
finer man still, broader over the shoulders, and an 
inch taller; but his father did not walk with the 
elasticity and grace of the gamekeeper : forty years, 
in heavy boots, among sticky clay fallows, had taken 
the elasticity out of his legs, and they seemed to drag 
somewhat ; nevertheless that dearly-loved figure was 
a very majestic one, or seemed so until the slinking 
little man noticed the next one. 

The next one, the one who walked beside his 
•rather, was one of those dreaded gentlemen. A man 
(as he got to know afterwards) in evening dress, but 
bareheaded, so that the boy could see the moonlight 
gleaming on the short, well-tended curls, which clus- 
tered on a head like a prize-fighter"s. This man was 
half a head taller than his father, and the biggest 
and broadest man he had ever seen. It was not 
this fact that attracted him so much; it was the 
man's gait, so springy, so rapid, so reckless, and yet 
so powerful. He carried no stick, and yet seemed 
to be the most eager for the fray, for he was always 
outwalking the others by a little, and then with an 
impatient look right and left coming back into the 
line again. James had never seen anything like this 
gentleman before, and at once set it down with him- 
self that he must be Lord Brumby, lord-lieutenant 



* Professional poachers are mainly town's-folks ; and 
not generally, if you look merely at their rental, of the 
lowest ( ! ) class. 'There are a good sprinkling of ten, and 
even twenty pounders, among them. 1 knew one well, the 
rent for whose premises could not have been less than fif- 
tv, and was probably sixty pounds. He was not, I believe, 
the head of the profession, but was well known in it. He 
was fond of politics, fonder still of electioneering, a stanch 
and sound Whig. I remember well his driving the " buff" 
drag, to and from the hustings in either '44 or '45. if I 
were to meation his tradCf hundreds would recognize him 
Ml oace. 



of that county, ultimate master of all souls and bod- 
ies in those parts, of whom ho had dimly heanl. 
Not very long afterwards he saw my Lord Brumby 
on a state occasion (which happened also to be mar- 
ket-day) in his lieutenant's uniform. It was n't his 
man at all. The lord-lieutenant was a little old 
man of seventy, with a face like a fish, but redder. 
Once afterwards James saw a fish like Lord Brum- 
by, and asked the name of it ; it was a red gurnard, 
they told him. Possibly it was better for Uiat par- 
ticular county that kind old Lord Brumby was lord- 
lieutenant of it, and not that reckless, hurling giant. 
Tool Silcote of Silcotes, whom the boy was watch- 

The gentleman will fight for what costs him so 
much ; and the keeper feels a natural animosity to- 
wanls a man who he knows will kick or beat him 
senseless on the first opportunity; and the hind, 
though in some cases not guiltless himself, is well 
disposed towards the gentleman, whose wife is al- 
ways doing him small kmdnesses, and has no sympa- 
thy with the town ruffian. The whole party on the 
side of the law are jxirfectly ready for a fight. The 
other side also are far from unwilling ; they carry 
firearms mostly, which gives them the courage of 
gunpowder ; they are not easily recognized ; they 
come of a ruffianly breed who love fighting ; and, 
moreover, their nets are worth fighting for. It would 
be difficult to account for the extreme determination 
of these encounters, if one did not remember these 
things. 

Such a battle royal was coming off immediately, 
as James well knew, and in all probability blood 
would be shed. The party walked as silently as 
possible, and he could sec that they were coming to 
a break in the wood, to a little oi>en piece of upland 
meadow, walled round on all aides by the forest. 
There he guessed the poachers would be at work, 
and he was right ■ 

It came aU in a moment The ciiaRnge came 
from the poachers. " Hold off, or," &Sf^'&c. It was 
answered by Tom Silcote, who stepped out into the 
open, and said loudly, but quietly enough, ** ^nmf,^ 
give us this net here. You all know me. Givdma 
hold of it I must have it" 

The poachers, who had m^Jn^ther, seemed as 
if they did know him. The^flimed to hesitate, 
and to be inclined for falling omk, when the tallest 
of them all ran suddenly forward weaponless and 
alone, sprang on Thomas Silcote, and cried, " Know 
vou ? / know you, and 1 11 have your false heart's 
blood this night." 

The instant the two champions closed, the fight 
became general. James saw that the fight between 
Mr. Silcote and the tall poacher, whom he knew 
perfectly well (the keeper of a beer-house, the 
Black Bull, in Water Street, Newley), was becom- 
ing a terrible wrestle. He minded that no more, 
but ran close in, to be near his father. 

Two of the poachers had singled him out, and 
were attacking him. His father fought strongly 
and well, but very clumsily. Whenever he man- 
aged to hit either of his assailants with his stick, the 
blow seemed to tell, but he only got a blow in once 
in a way. In a very few minutes he found only one 
enemy before him, and he, getting maddened, rushed 
in and cut him down with a blow of his stick, and, 
at the same moment, was felled with a blow from 
behind, ^ven by the other ruffian, who had passed 
behind him. 

James saw his father go hurtling heavily over, 
and t\ie maawVio tiaui k^kfid. bim. dowa making 
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towards him. James ran too. The poacher had 
eot his heavy iron-«hod boot raised to kick the de- 
lencelesB man behind the ear, when his legs were 
seized by some one to him invisible, and he was 
thrown forcibly on his back, and, before he knew 
where he was, he felt two tiny, but vigorous, little 
fists inside his collar, and found that he was rolling 
.Ik pver and over in the tight clutches of a little boy, 
/• funning a very &ir chance of being throttled and 
captured. 

They must have struggled together for minutes, 
these two ; the man cursing and threatening, the 
boy only ejaculating at intervals, " I '11 hold 'e^^ohn 
Reveson, I'U hold 'eel** for the man had time to 
find that his comrades were beaten and in fuU retreat, 
before he, ncAjbeing an absolute fiend, resorted to 
the l^t expe^Ent for fireeing himself. Hb had spared 
therf DdJpAitherto, — he had boys of his own ; but the 
^litkpHi^ were winning ; murder mi^ht have been 
dop^ P f ^ ne of his own party, which would make 
hifi an accomplice ; and the boy had recognized 
him, and let him know it There was only one 
way : he must escape, and the boy must be left in 
such a state that his evidence was worthless. He 
. used his fists at last, and beat the boy about the 
head till he was insensible ; then he rose and sped 
away. 

It was not very long before poor James came to 
himself, but he was very much hurt, and very giddy, 
and sick. The poachers were gone, he found out 
aflerwards, the nets taken, and many of them (who 
got their deserts) identified. He was in the amis 
of the head gamekeeper, who was washing his head 
with a wt;t hiiTiJkerdiuf. The others, with the ex- 
ception lymififtpT^ all stood round him, and the 
first per^t^irte rc^LnSaied was the gigantic Tom Sil- 
4^ote, hlj|ivaitc ti€yVking down on him. He, too, 
was the%«t who ^p^S 

'*Thiffc» fine telly I this is a deuced fine boy! 
How diiln^g^t br^jpn these parts? He has got 
the plu(;k of^^^jprfTii street boy.*' 

The poache^^istp liad knocked a great deal out 
es's head, poaisibly, but not the idea that Tom 
was lord4ieutt^ncint of the county. So he 
a&kedjfciintly, — ^^^^ 

y^^ mj Icd^^Prk fiither ? '* 

^ I serAriiiily liu|k, if that is your &ther. 

L^ll nie, my Thiiii* tM name of the felloW you 

lown just now. >Wn know him, you know, for 




seAjd you ip^jaking to liim.' 




Won't, my lord, 
you ought to.^' 
't tell on him or no man, my lord, not for 
When I gets as big as father I '11 give he 
to know it. But I won't tell, not on no 



" I like this," said Tom Silcote. " There is a spice 
of the devil here. Whose boy is this ? " 

" James Sugden's," said the immovable keeper. 

" Give me the boy," said Tom Silcote. " I will 
carry him to the hall. See Sugden home and send 
* for the doctor." 

" The boy is as near his own home as he is to the 
hall, Master Thomas," said the keeper. "He is 
more used to it ; and his mother will fret. These 
brats like the home where they have been bred 
best." 

" Give me the boy, now, and no more of your 
jaw. I am ^ing to take the boy home with me. 
Gro and tell his mother who has got him, and where 
he is cone. . Good nijjpbt all Thanks for your 



CHAPTER II. 

FIRELIGHT. 

James was transferred from the arms of the head- 
keeper to those of his friend the lord-lieutenant, and 
found himself being carried rapidly on through the 
beech forest — every tree of^ which he knew — 
towards the hall. He was, so to speak, alone with 
thb great gentleman ; for, although they were fol- 
lowed by a coachman, two grooms, a country-bred 
footman, and page, these good gentlemen kept be- 
hind, noisily recounting their deeds of valor, which, 
to do them justice, were anything but inconsider- 
able. 

James would have lain much more comfortable if 
he could have kept his bitterly aching head on the 
lord-lieutenant's shoulder. But that gentleman kept 
raising it so that he could look at his face, which he 
did with great curiosity and amusement. At la&t 
he said, — 

" You are a quaint little rascal, — a most plucky 
little dog. I am going to take you to Queer Hall, 
do you hear, and get you mended." 

He said this so good-naturedly that James was 
encouraged to say, — 

" Please, my lord, I 'd sooner go and see after 
father." 

" Yes, but you ain't going, don't you see," replied 
his friend, " which makes aJl the difference." 

Soon the forest opened into glades, though it still 
loomed dark all around. Now his bearer got over 
some iron hurdles, and they were passing through 
flower-beds, and then Tom Silcote began kicking at 
a door. When he ceased, James be^me aware of 
more animal life than their own ; they were sur- 
rounded by five or six bloodhounds, the famous 
bloodhounds of Silcotes, at whose baying, far heard 
through the forest, the woodland children gather- 
ing flowers or seeking bird-nests were used to raise 
their scared eyes and run homewards towards their 
mothers, wailing, — the more heavy-footed of the 
fi-ightened littlaJirots being dragged along by their 
braver sisters, -= all their precious flowers scattered 
and lost in the hurry and terror of their flight. 
James knew that these dim, wild, beast-like figures, 
which were crowding silently around them, were the 
celebrated and terrible hounds, heard of by all, 
seen by few, the keeping of which was reported 
to be one of the darkest fancies in the Squire's dark- 
ened mind. James's courage utterly g gew ay ; he 
clutched Mr. Silcote round the neck, jflMkd what 
he had not done for four years befor^^B^b oud[^ 
for^is mother. j^^^^H^ > 

" Quiet ! you little fool," said his fnl^^^^^cu \ 
scream out like that, the dogs will be flM|^d / 
can't save you. Open the door here, you asses." 

The boy was quiet, but horribly frightened. He 
heard one of the party in the rear cry out : " Look 
out here ! I 'm blowed if the Squire has n't let the < 
dogs loose. It 's too bad." And another : " Stand V 
close together ! Mr. Tom, call they dogs in ! D' ye 
hear, sir ? call they dogs in ! " 

But the door was opened, and he and the man who 
carried him passed into a large and dimly-lighted hall 
with the terrible d(^ all around them, and the door 
was shut behind. Then James was set down before 
a great wood-fire, with the dogji crowding against 
him, gazing at the blaze with their sleepy eyes^ and 
now and then those of theaL'^Vv<ii^«st«fc. ^ife-wx^^^^R* 
hha Teac\uT\s >i3aftvt fcs^^, >ofe^\sJi&QS. >a»»i^^ ^^.^ "^^^ 
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est monster, who seemed quite contented. The 
night had grown chill, and he had iilmost forgotten 
his bruised and aching head in the sensation ofcohl ; 
so he enjoyed the fire, very stupidly, not caring who 
was in the room, or what they were saying. 

The first piece of conversation which reached his 
inner sense was this, — it came as he guessed, and 
immediately afterwards knew, from the mouth of a 
little girl. And its sound was like the chiming of 
silver Dells. 

" These dogs, you understand, are reindeer." 

" That is totally impossible," said another voice, 
also a girl's, nearly as pretty, but very decided. " If 
they are reindeer, we shall have to kill them, and 
drink their blood as an antiscorbutic ; and you are 
hardly prepared for that." 

" Let them be bears," said a boy's voice very like 
the second cirl's, — a voice he liked very much. 

*' In whicn case," said the determined girl's voice, 
" we should have to kill them in self-defence, if for 
no other reason. And I dislike the flesh of the 
Arctic bear; they are Esquimaux dogs, and must 
drag our sledges. And their harness must be made 
with hemp, or they will eat it You are v^ry stupid 
to-night, Reggy." 

" They are reindeer, I tell you," said the girl with 
the silvery voice; "they could not be anything else. 
We have so much pemmican and things in store 
that we don't want them, but make them draw our 
sledges." 

" jNone of the searching party did that," said the 
strong girl's voice ; *' they used dogs. These dogs 
are too big, certainly, and, besides, I am afraid of 
them. But they must be dogs." 

*' If they are not reindeer I shall not play," said 
she of the clear voice. " I am not going to winter 
at Beechey Island, unless thev are reindeer. The 
snow-hut belongs to me ; I stole the hearth-rugs and 
shawls and thin^ to make it. Law ! look at that 
boy before the fire. My dear, this is an Esquimaux 
from off the ice in Ross's Straits, and he brings us 
intelligence of the expedition frpui Back's Fish 

"It's only a common boy come in from the 
poaching expedition," said the stronger voice, " and 
a very dirty one too." 

This was not quite so true as the remarks gener- 
ally made by this very downright young lady. 
James was not dirty, though rather battered. 

" M)^||, it 's an Esquimaux. He is a very stu- 
•vpid l^l^^^^ught to he down on his stomach on 
. the I^H^Hpw like a seal to attract our attention, 
' invj^^^^Hing at the fire. Reggy, you muA be 
' PosH^Hpinterpretcr. Let us trade with that 
boy-^^Rmmik toomee ! Kamirik toomee ! ' inter- 
pret for us, Petersen ; hold up a needle." 



CHAPTER III. 

THREE OP THE FAMILY. 

Tnus adjured, James, dropping the head of the 
bloodhound which he held in his hand, turned round. 
The party of young people who had been talking so 
freely about him saw before them a little common 
boy, with a smock-frock, whose face was fearfully 
swollen and disfigured with blood. Their babble 
and their play were stopped at once, by seeing a 
figure more tragical and more repulsive than they 
had reckoned on. James, on his part, saw before 
him three children. The first which arrested his 
f ryo was a stout, strongh'-hniU girl of about twelve, 
r'tA handsome, verff nandsome, but rather coarse 



features, a very full complexion, and dark-blue eyes, 
steady and strong as two sea-beacons ; she was the 
tallest as well as the strongest and boldest-looking 
of the three. Next he saw a blonde, babyish-looking 
faifv, likewise blue eyed, with her long golden hair 
falling about her shoulders in cascades, — the most 
beautiful creature he had ever looked on, but quite 
indescribable, for the simple reason that there was.^' 
nothing to describe about her, except a general- 
beauty, which was not here nor there, but every- 
where. And, lastly, this group of three was made 
up by a pale and sickly-looking boy, who, pale s^d 
unh<|^thy as he looked, was evidently, even to 
James's untrained eyes, the brother of the strong, 
red-faced girl he had noticed first 

it was not difficult for James to conAect the three 
voices he haCP heard with the three cUtclren h^saw 
before him. The golden-haired fairy was Itte rirl 
who had done the principal part of tha talkmg. 
The stout, strong girl, she of the dctermined^ai^e, 
was the girl who nad made objections to the origi- 
nal programme of their play, and the pale-fiiced boy 
was the owner of the voice he had liked so much, 
the boy who had said that the dogs must represent 
bears. 

James, for the first time in his life, had the pleas- 
ure of throwing the whole of a company (very lim- 
ited on this occasion) into confusion. So far from. . 
acting Esquimaux, and being traded^ith, fie turned 
his battered face on them, and sai^in good enough 
English, — 

" I know what you are aiming at. But I can't be 
a Esquimaux to-night. I know all about the Great 
Fish River, and the penimiean. and the M ague tie 
Pole is in Boothia Felix. I M JQlirtrM^^^'\V ^'^^ 
you. I 'd be a benr» anri eom^;j^i^n3|g|imc3 your 
hut smelling the aeal-blnblj^fOl* I'd fRyje ^^ea* 
brown jaguar, bigr^ur thjin tftbiggeit ^^^Rl tiger, 
and I'd he under the paK^n^e^ an^Vork my 
claws, and you shodd be Hui^^ldt, pi^ffg of cow- 
slips, and not noticing me : or T^il|L|^nlIcneiiYe, or 
Gravina, or Soult, or any of tluit irTfliort nt' ):IiHna- 
parte, and you should be Lord Nelson or Lord^ 
But I can't play to-night I want to be too^ 
to mother, and put to bed/^^^ 

"My love," said pora,j|^^Bbt-hairedi 
the other two, " this boj^^^^HquimauxN 
one of the lost expeditfoi^^^^^^ 

" Don't be silljr, Dora," sSBRme, the tall, e 
girl. "The boy has been badly beaten }ff. 
poachers, and should be Jooked after." ^ 

"Why don't you go and look after him?*" 
manded Dora. 4 

" Because,^ said Anne, " I am afraid of tH 
which are all round him. Ah 1 you need : 
up your nose, for you are a reg^r coward. Ton 
are afraid of thui^der and liffhtning ; you are afiraid 
of frogs ; you are afraid of old Mn, Halfacre, be- 
cause the Princess says she is a witch ; you are 
afi-aid of walking through stinging nettles ; and you 
cry when you go through a lock. / am afraid of 
those dogs, and so is Reggy. I can't think why* 
grandpa keeps such a lot of brutes about the place." 

"You have no business to wonder. Grandpa 
does as he chooses. And I am not afiraid of frogs ; 
I am only afraid of toads, which spit venom at you. 
You are such a cockney, vou don't know a toad 
from a fi^g. This is a mucn better place than Lan- 
caster Square." 

" That 's true enough," said Anne ; " but that will 
never stop my speaking m^ mind, not to grandpa 
biuiBelf, leave aXouo ^cru 1£ ^om are really. iM 
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afraid of those dogs, make yourself useful. Grct 
them away from the boy, and let me get at him." 

" / am not afraid of the dogs," said Dora. " But 
why don't you call the boy out frt)m among them, if 
you want mm ? " 

This was an excellent suggestion, and Anne had 
not thought of that solution so soon as the quicker- 
witted Dora. She would have acted on Dora's ad- 
vice doubtless, had not the low growl of a voice they 
knew well silenced all the children, and made them 
retire into a comer, preparatory to skulking oiT to 
the free regions above stairs as soon as they were 
sufficientlr unobserved, while James was stiij. left 
standing "before the fire among the dogs. Three 
faces came out of the darkness into the light of the 
fire, and two candlesticks on the mantel-piece, to- 
wards hip ; the faces of three men. 

The fjrst, that of the gigantic gentleman who had 
carried him homo that night, — a handsome face, with 
a black moustache on it, and v^r^^ld, wild, dark 
eyes ; not a remarkable face in anyway, if you ex- 
cept its commonplace beauty. The mouth belong- 
ing to that face I never saw^ and it is very difficidt 
to guess at ^|mouth tinder a moustache ; but the 
reckless easJPf every pose the man made would 
tell one almost as much ofi^he man's character as his 
mouth. The next face tHe boy saw was very differ- 
ent, and the moment heiboJJ^d on it, he knew that 
he was wbking on " the DjA: Squire " at a nearer 
distance than he had ever looked before. 

He had seeix the Squire before, often and often ; 
but he had never dared to look at Dark Silcote any 
more than he had dared to look at the lightning 
"^ihich shattered the ash-tree close to him, and killed 
two of the sheep he was minding, — sheep not so 
much fiightened A tiieir shepherd ; or than he would 
have dared to look at any of the numerous ghosts 
with which rustic imagijbition had peopled the great 
beech forest of Boisey. Lightning, ghosts, and the 
Dark Squire were the s^trt of thmgs he let go by 
with a touch of tha cap, as necessary evils ; right, of 
course, because ihty were there, but which, in scep- 
tical moments, he wished were anywhere else. He 
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_ 'hole fiuie^ which I cannot describe, and which it is 

rather in the way of Mr. Calderon to paint. 

Such a man was the terrible Squire. Beside him 
stood the third gentleman, with his hand laid on the 
Squire's shoulder, the fingers of which hand were 
carelessly playing a tune on the Squire's coat. 
There was one man in the world, then, to whom 
this fearlul old man was not terrible, — apparently 
one, and, stranger still, this one a parson. Silcote 
' and ofensively geyered himself from the 
and torn any i5 ^p% ' &ith years and 




before ; his infidelity, nay, some said his open pro- 
fanity, was notorious; but here was a clergyman 
(with rather a High Church cut waistcoat, too), 
coolly pla}'ing a tunc on his shoulder. 

And not a very remarkable-looking man either. 
Not very handsome, or \Qxy tall, with bold eyes like 
his brother's, face very thin and very pale, and look- 
ing extremely young ; you would have said, at first 
sight, that he was a B.A. in deacon's orders at the 
very furthest. But if you looked at him longer, and 
heard him speak a few times, you altered your opin- 
ion. He stul looked young ; there was not a down 
on his pale face ; but there was a steadiness of eye, 
a quiet easiness of motion, as of one who had been 
accustomed to use his limbs in decent moderation for 
some time ; a perfectly cool self-possession in his man- 
ner ; nay, more than that, a degree of self-conscious- 
ness and a tendency to dictate, as of a man who has 
lived among clever men, and has been accustomed 
to wit as well as to argument, which in society might 
be considered almost offensive ; a curl of the mouth 
which readily expanded into a short laugh. All 
these little traits made you, after you had given up 
your first B.A. deacon's orders theory, begin to 
think about all the new young schoolmasters you 
had seen lately, and put him down for a second or 
third master at Cheltenham or Marlborough. You 
were wrong in both guesses. He was the youngest 
tutor at Balliol. 

Not only the youngest, but by common consent, 
both of the undergraduates, and such of the fellows 
as had not forgotten the slang of former years, the 
" cheekiest " or " cockiest." The very first time he 
appeared in the common room he showed his metal 
by his reckless, honest audacity, his utter careless- 
ness of university rank or prestige, and his amazing 
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^irsation : which last quality means, 
every man talk his best on his 
^ insisting him where be gets weak, 
ur Silcote was, undoubtedly, a suc- 
imon room at Balliol, in spite of what 
some men might call his self-sufficient impudence. 
The oldest and wisest of the fellows seduced him 
out of that same common room that night, and got 
Arthur to smoke a cigar with him while they walked 
up and down in front of Magdalen Hall and All 
Souls, with all the mighty chffs of stone around 
them. 

" Silcote," said the elder fellow, " will you tell me 
this : How is it that you, as genial, kind-hearted, 
well-conditioned a man as ever breathed, are not * 
popular with the undergraduates ? Nay, more, why 
are you so very unpopmar ? " 

" xou hit me hard. I am very clever, am I not ? 
but I can't find that out Have you ? God l^ows 
I would do anything to bid for their popularity." 

" Have I found it out ? no, I have seen it for the * 
last three years. You ask me if you are clever. I 
answer, you are one of the cleverest men I ever saw ; 
so clever (pause not long enough to be offensive) 
that your cleverness has become a vice. You are 
too impatient to bear with men, not to say boys, less 
clever than yourself. You cannot * suffer fools gladly,' 
my boy. You are impatient and scornful of all ig- 
noi^ce which is relatively greater than your own 
ignbnince ; and your own ignorance, like that of all 
men of three-and-twenty, is very great. You have 
made a success to-night. Why ? because you were 
afiraid of us ; you had not time tft ^xn.^ ^-v^iv. <5»\a'^'!i.'^ 
points. ^Yo\i iRwA^ \sfcQ,Qav<i ^ \«vvs^>^«^ \^v hXx*^ 
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to be tender, ay, and to respect, in a way, ignorance, 
as you do childhood and womanhood, weakness in 
every form. What is the extent of the visible hori- 
zon, Silcote, at 1,500 feet above the level of the 
sea ? " Silcote did not know. 

" No more do I. But the eighteenth wrangler at 
Cambridge would tell us, I don't doubt. Xon are 
very clever, and for a lad know a good deal. But 
put your knowledge against Humboldt's, and where 
are you ? Put your knowledge — I speak solemnly, 
as I feel — agamst the Almighty's, and where are 
you then, poor child ? Suppose he treated your ig- 
norance and mine with the same petulant impatience 
you treat the ignorance of men but little your infe- 
riors, where should we be ? ** 

" You need say no more," said Arthur Silcote. 

" Only in apology," continued the other. " I risked 
saying this much to you, because I have a very great 
admiration for you, and because I saw in you the 
germs of that priggishness (you know what I mean) 
which is one of the curses of this time and this place 
developing in you. Cure this. Get rid of that 
miserable habit of being impatient of other men's 
weak points as though you had none of your own, 
and you will be a good man. Encourage and de- 
velop it, and your influence over other men is gone. 
The sole result of your sharp-tongued attacks on 
other men's opinions in the Union and elsewhere has 
been to make you disliked and distrusted. Give 
over this trick. It is a very silly one. No man 
w5th this trick (save one, perhaps) ever got any high 
influence in the world. In the House this is called 
temper ; and, young and foolish as you are, you are 
old enough to know how utterly a charge of bad 
temper ruins a man's influence there." 




CHAPTER IV 

A FOURTH. 

The Squire spoke first. ** So tli!l|[^Vboy that 
you, Tom, by that fellow-feeling whicW5Bsts among 
all fools, have whisked away from his mother, and 
brought here to show me. I don't know which of 
you IS the greatest fool, upon my word, — you for 
bringing him, or the boy for coming. Don't vou 
know I hate children ? What have you done it ror ? 
If the boy has any claim on you, it was not correct, 
sir, to bring him here at all." 

" / don't so much as know the boy's name," said 

Captain Silcote. '* I took a fancy to his courage 

> and determination, and brought him home to see if 

you could be got to do something for him. Make 

him a page, or a stable-boy, or something." 

** Because he fights with desperate ferocity, is 
well^cquainted with at least one notorious poacher, 
and refuses to have him brought to justice. Bien I " 

" O, if you are going to put it your way, of 
course I give up. I was a fool to have brought him 
here, and to you. Here, come with me, boy, and 
we will away dut of this." 

The Squire laughed. "Arthur," he said, "will 
you be so good, on this occasion, as on many others, 
to relieve me from the consequences of your broth- 
er's folly, and take care of the child ? " 

" I will take care of the child, certainly ; but I 
will not acknowledge Tom's folly. Tom did krauly 
and well in bringing the boy home. * And don't 
scold him to-day, the first day we have had him for 
so long." 

" He don't care," growled Captain Silcote. " If 
J had been awa/ six years instead of P* ' '*•. 

Hpk/£/ i?ejast the same. " ^ 



"You only come back when you want your 
debts paid." 

" Father 1 father! Tom!" said Arthur, and with 
some effect, for they ceased what would soon have 
grown into a very disagreeable wrangle, and he 
took the boy kindly by the hand, and was going to 
lead him away, when the arrival of another person 
arrested their departure, and aroosed the boy's 
astonishment to a high degree. 

The hall was partly dark, and now there came 
towards them a fi^re whose dress was darker than 
the darkness itself. Unutterably black until you 
came |p its breast, and there flamed a brilliant star ; 
above that the shape of a pale human face. It ad- 
vanced majestically, and was for a few moments an 
extremely puzzling and somewhat alarming figure, 
before it came into the light, and James saw that, 
afler all, it was not a black ghost, but onl}!*a very 
tall, pale lady, dressed in a black velvet gown, with 
a very large dj%pond cross on her bwom. We 
may supplemenTnis observation by adding, that the 
great sweep of coal-black velvet and the diamond 
cross were topped by a very pale, amiable, beauti- 
ful, and exceedingly foolish face, — ^Jiyt the lady, 
whose figure at last stood out in ^m iight, was 
very tall, yery handsome,^ and teemed to under- 
stand the putting on of cllthes, and tiie arranging 
of herself into attitude^ without running into thef 
extreme of theatrical pwing, better tiian Ae great 
majority of women one has seen before or since. 
That is all I have to say about her at present, and 
indeed there is little more to say. Mer actions 
must tell their own story. 

Arthur saw her first, and called his father's atten- 
tion to her presence. " The Princess of Castelnuoyo,* 
father," ho said, and the Squire tnAied. The result 
was a " hip " bow firom the Squire, and a splendid, 
graceful, sweeping courtesy frtnn the Frincess, accom- 
panied by a most pleasant smile. 

" That was a beautiful Q^urtesy, Princess," began 
the Squire. " Not too much backing about it. Al- 
ways remain on your former ground in courtes3ring ; 
don't take one pace to the rear when you io it, you 
know. Tread on some oi)fi|^Q^ fuid spoil the whole 
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"No," said the 
" I was not at all at: 
it would have rapped oill 'lUy ag^- 
the house were to betray that^ I should take U> table- 
turning on that table, and have the tables turned on 
it by turning it out of the house." She uttered thi 
piece of simple nonsense so neatly, and with sue] ^ 
an air of having said something uncommonly like* 
Theodore Hook, that Arthur Sdcote stood m his 
place for a minute or two, believing that the woman 
had rather a pretty wit. 

" There she goes," said the Squire. " Table-turn- 
ing, turn the tables : turn the words over and oyer 
as often as you can manage, and you 11 have a rep- 
utation for wit. Archy, how many muddy puns can 
you make out of three select ed words by yourn^ 
imiit'niiiii and coipJami^JJl^'^qa Vxtfwi — M^flA 
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-—I forgot I sent you to Oxford ; a Cambridge man 
would have told me. I don't find fault with you, 
Archy. But what a monstrous thing is this wit, this 
playing on words, which you young fellows admire 
so. — '(I will not be quiet, Archy, — she began it.) 
— Why, is it not the lowest effort of the human in- 
tellect ? though a man is better remembered for his 
tricks with words than for anything else in these 
rotten times. She comes here to pun me down, 
does she?" 

" Father, you will talk yourself into a passion." 

"Look at her dress, too. Her velvet and dia- 
monds. Seven and twenty pounds for that dress, 
ordered expressly to meet her own nephew at din- 
ner, and show off her beaut^r and her wit to Aim, 
who was only thinking that, if he had known how 
freely I would have bled, he would not have kept 
back those other bills, after he had given his word 
that he had told me of every penny. Do' you wince, 
Tom ? The same child, girl, woman, for fifty years." 

It all went over her head without touching her. 
She only said, in her sweetest manner, " Silcote, my 
dear, you are in one of your scolding moods ; and 
scold away. You know my temper by this time. 
But there is a boy here who has oeen hurt by the 
poachers, of whom the children have told me, who 
must be attended to. I have only come down for 
that boy. Let me have him." 

^ Where are the children ? " asked Silcote, half 
ashamed. 

" In Boothia Felix, as I understood them," said 
the Princess. " I proposed bed to them, but they 
refused it with scorn. It appears that they are 
playing a game, and have erected Esquimaux-huts 
m the norUi gallery, in which they propose to sleep, 
and, in fact, are sleeping. I put it that the ex- 
plorers always went to bed when they got back to 
civilization. The children have answered that they 
are still in the arctic regions. I would not interfere 
with them on any account Give me, however, this 
boy, and let me see to him. I will make it a per- 
sonal favor^ to myself if the servants will see after 
him. Thank you, Arthur. Come along, my dear." 
And so she went off with James. 
. " Did you ever s^Moh a fool as that woman ? " 
asked the Squire^Boon as she was gone. ^* She 
pretends to takeflp^the house, and she has now 
let all those childn^o np and bivouac in fhe north 
gallery. They will catch their deat^ Arthur, go 
and see aft;er then^ Wlk 

The Squire T^Hjkand ihe brouU were left 
alone together. JOB 1^6 a^BBi^T^rher now ? " 
asked the eldesA^yy 

<* Moire and myoi||leldom 

*' She never gives it hun 

" Never, even at the worst 
replies, except in the most tfood-humored manner, 
with a face covered with smues. And she must feel 
it sometimes, you know." 

" They are a curious pair," said the elder. " I 
don't believe they could do without one another 
now." 

CHAPTER V. 

MISS SATLOCK COMBS TO OUB ASSISTASCB. 

Old ISnCss Raylock (many have forgotten her 
name, — writers get soon forgotten, unless they are 
very first-class) wrote three or four very charming, 
terse, and carefully thought-out stories, a long time 
400, at a time when the demand for such taleuas 
JBMT^ u grea$ aa now^ BMd when the supp|^^p 
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deficientv They were merely honest tales about so- 
cial life in its ordinary aspects, but told with a charm 
and a grace which I could, if I dared, compare with 
Miss Austen or Mrs. Gaskell. It is to the credit of 
the time in which she wrote those stories (not far 
from 1820, rather a Gilbert Gumey, Tom and Jerry 
time, on the whole) to be able to say that they sold 
well, and that she came to live in our village, with 
nearly three thousand pounds added to her previ- 
ously slender fortune. She is, therefore, not only 
nearly the oldest neighbor we have, but is also a 
very old lady. She is as well able to write now as 
ever she was. We have urged her to do so ; but 
she steadily reftises. She replies always : No, my 
dear, I had something to say forty years ago, and I 
said it, and, what is more, mv dear, they listened to 
me, I have nothing particular to say now, and so I 
shall remain silent. My charming style ? Certain- 
ly, mine vms a charming style. But mere style don't 
warrant a man or woman in writing, if they have 
nothing to say. But I have something to say I Very 
likely, but I see George Eliot, and A&s. Gaskell say- 
ing all I have got to say, and a deal more, in a far 
better style than mine. 1 11 write no more, please. 
Talk ? O, I '11 talk to you as long as you like. An 
old woman is only left alive to talk : she wiU do less 
mischief in that way than she would if she wrote af- 
ter living out of the world as long as I have. Will 
I gossip ? Certainly ; there is nothing I am fonder 
of. You must agree to leave the room, however, if 
you hear me speaking ill of any one. Will I tell 
you about Squire SUcote ? Certainly. I will tell 
you all the good I know of him. But if I get on the 
subject of the Princess Castelnuovo, stop me, or my 
petulant old tongue will make me say things about 
her which I shall be very sorry for afterwards. No, 
no ! don't encourage me to talk about that poor 
woman. ^ilUiavdknothing to forgive, but — but she 
irritates rae. wld that is so very wrong, — a wo- 
man who would give, and who has given, the gown 
off her back, and the shoes off her feet, for sheer 
kindly honest good-will. I ought to be ashamed of 
myself. Now, dear, what do you want to know 
about Harry Silcote ? Everything ? 

Well, the father of the present Squire Harry was 
a great country attorney, agent for several very 
great houses, as his father had been before him, and 
was, of course, a very wealthy man. The largest of 
his agencies, or what you call them, was, however, 
that of Sir George Denby's estate. You can antici- 
pate me here. All the world knows about the four 
Miss Denbys. The estate was left to the eldest, who 
married Lord Ballyroundtower, who gambled away 
the whole sixty thousand a year, interest, principal, 
country houses, timber, everything but the bareiand, 
in ten years, and left her a penniless woman, depend- 
ent on her three sisters. Silcote's father acted 
as an honest man from beginning to end of the 
dreadful business; used his influence with Sir George 
Denby to prevent the match, without avail ; to have 
reasonable settlements made, not to much purpose ; 
and, after his death, did all he could to stay her 
infatuation for one of the most worthless men who 
ever lived. 

The story is too well known to dwell on. He 
debauched away a million or more of her money, 
and at his death left his countess without a farthing. 
Old Silcote was not any the richer for the rula. 
He loved Lady BallyrowxAXici^^^ ^TA.>afcx \«sm\:^ 
and Yi© waa ^toWU^ VJb.^ Qx^^ ^^^^^'^^^^"^'^T^r 
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only to show that the present Squire's money was 
honestly come by, for folks are superstitious about 
here, and that ill-gotten money won*t wear. 
Fud^e I a lawyer's money is as honestly got as a 
novelist's, any day. 

You and me world know the story I have been 
telling you quite well, but every one who calls Sir 
George Denby a fool does not know that he left 
three other daughters with thirty thousand pounds 
apiece. Quiet uidies, quite as plain in appearance, 
quite as gentle, as good, and as afrecty.^te as 
tnat most m-used and unfortunate lady, but^ little 
more wise. Certain little brown ladies of doubtful 
age, three in number, used for some time to be 
found in the world behind doors, or going down to 
supper a step at a time, one behind the other, with- 
out any one with tliem ; encouraging one another 
with little quack-like notes, as of little ducks en- 
couraging one another to take the water : or in the 
crushroom of the opera in a difficulty about their 
carriage, waiting, like three timid little quails, until 
that terrifying oellow of " Miss Denby's carriage," 
should shock the ear of night in the Haymarket, 
and then, trotting out like three frightened little 
sand-pipers, to hide their heads from the dreadful 
crowd of eyes under the lights. I have not been in 
the world lately, but they tell me that a woman is 
safe from insult anywhere now. It was not alw%)'s 
80 then. There were youngi fellows in those da^'S 
who would either have Mcosted those three ladies, 
or, if they were not pretty enough, jeered at them. 
But, not to ramble, these three Tittle brown ladies 
were the three Miss Denbys, following their sister, 
the Countess, into society, and not liking it at all, 
but wishing they were back at Denby among the 
poor and the schools. 

They got known. The Earl's name was Tom, 
and they got known in society ayTomJiusisters-in- 
law. One day somewhere, sonn ^ne^%aid that 
Tom's youngest sister-in-law had married a fellow 
in the country. It was perfectly true, as are not 
all things which are said in society. Being out of 
society as I am, and yet being so intimate with my 
dear neighbors, who are in society, I hear all the 
latest news from the world. But it seems to me 
always all wrong. It seems to me that the girls 
always come and contradict their own intelligence 
in less than a week. I beg your pardon. Yes. It 
was true that the youngest Miss Denby married a 
clergyman, and had a little girl. And all their 
property being secured, this little girl was the heir- 
ess of ninety thousand pounds, and Harry Silcote 
married her, and there never would have been any 
trouble between them if it had not been for the 
Princess ; at least I always connected it with her. 

T^at is how Harry almost doubled the already 
great fortune of his father. The arrangement was 
rate most natural in the world. For many years 
his father had been almost the only friend, of the 
sisters. Harry had been always in and out of the 
house as if he belonged to it, and had seen Laura, 
the heiress, grow up beside him. Just when he was 
called to the bar, when he was twenty-four and she 
nineteen, he announced that he had fallen in love 
with her. There was no trouble about the match. 
Harry was clever, pushing, gentlemanly, and rich. 
He was no spendthrift, he was hard at work as a 
barrister, and with his introductions to the profes- 
sion certain to succeed, — certain to get to the top of 
the tree. They were married. 

Even then I remember that there was a cloud 
^pon hJ8 /koe, which bos since deepen^ ||iQ|»the 



continual scowl we see now. She was handsomei 
gentle, and good, — just the sort of person you would 
expect, from the quiet, gentle bringing up of her 
auntp They lived to see her married, and then 
dro]ip^d o£f very quietly one after the other, leaving 
her aloi > In [\\: world with Harry Silcote. 

They wlu-o very happy together until they had 
a little boy, and his sister came to Uve with them. 
She is now th«> Princess Castelnuovo. One cannot 
help thinking di;*! her folly had something to do 
with it She is so very indiscreet What is the 
meaning of the final catastrophe, no one seems to 
know. It came in this manner. He was on the 
Western Circuit at Exeter, defending a young 
sailor who was charged with stabbing a Jew crimp. 
Silcote had been as brilliant and as gay as ever, up 
to the time of the opening of his case, which was 
the last time any of his friends had speech of him. 
The case was interesting, and Silcote more splendid 
than he had ever been before. 

He won his case, to every one's surprise. The 
terrified deer-eyed sailor lad, who had kept those 
eyes fixed on Silcote all the morning, gave a gasp 
of relief, at the astonishing eficct of his counsel's 
eloquence. The judge, who had very properly 
summed up dead against the prisoner, looked at the 
jury, as if admiration for that bulwark of our nation- 
al liberties was not, at that moment, the prevailing 
sentiment in his mind. Silcote's friends crowded 
round him, congratulating ; but he scarcely spoke a 
word to any of them, lie left Exeter that day, and 
was unheard of in the world for four years. 

At the end of tliat time his father died, and he 
re-6meiged from somewhere and took possession of 
the property. His first wife had died above three 
years before in Italy, and he was married again. 
By his first wife he had a son, the Eev. Algernon 
Silcote of Lancaster Square ; by his second, now 
also dead, Thomas, Arthur, and Evelyn. 



CHAPTER VI. 

AL6ERN02r. 



Silcote had a child by his first wife, the niece, 
daughter, and sole object injfe^f the two feeble 
little brown Miss Denbys, ^uidHHl: married sister. 
That child was represented n^Pof all by a baby, 
whose specialties were that he was rather paler 
than babiesJR^eneral, and had large eager scared 
eyes ; that ^|K>ok notice 8()Qj|k|;han most babies, 
but kept soMr deductions ^St^w^ made from as- 
certained facts enftifljrto MfSu^fusing to reduce 
them to practice ^ybe had^iji^^d them further; 
and so, conscqueMMfe three years of age, was the 
most lefl-handed, fmlucky child to be found, one 
would guess, for miles i^und. Not at all a healthy 
child ; a child who did really require a sensible doc^ 
tor to see after him ; who came, by the mother's 
side, from a family who believed in doctors, and pmt 
physicked and drugged accordingly: and th 
child for taking medicine ever seen. Indeed, - • 
cine in some form soon became a necessity U ' 
and later in life, the principal j)art of his ' i 
pecuniary embarrassments had their origin i: 
necessity. 

When he was three years old his mother : tv 
and he never saw his father after this. Gra(' i 1 . 
he developed into a pale, good child, easily • 
quiet, easily made to cry ; very thoughtful f •; 
entlv, but keeping his thoughts strictly to hi ' V 
"[D^^lie became a -^sie^ ^SSSi ^Y^ ^ g^reat fa ' • 
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at BcKool, working very hard, but getting no prizes 
except those for good conduct, which were always 
given to him without question or hesitation. Then 
there was a lanky youtn who stayed at school late, 
until he became grandfather of the sixth, in a tail 
coat and stand-up collars. 

Then he grew into the gentlest and best of fresh- 
men to a somewhat fast college, who although slow, 
religious, and of poor health and peaceful habits, 
gained a sort of half-respectful, half-pitying affection 
nx)m the strongest and the wildest : more particu- 
larly after he had, mildly but quite firmly, before a 
whole common room refused to give any informa- 
tion whatever concerning the ringleaders at a bon- 
fire, which had been made under his window, and 
which he confessed to have witnessed. 

The men waited outside hall and cheered him 
that evening. Those wild young spirits, who had 
only a week before prized open his oak with a coal- 
hammer at midnight, nailed him into his bedroom, 
broken his tearthings, and generally conducted 
themselves as our English vouth do when anything 
abnormal, and conseauently objectional, fomes in 
their way, now made full amends by coming to him 
in a body, and telling him that it was they who had 
done it, but that they did n't know he was a brick, 
beyond which what could any gentleman desire in 
the way of satisfaction ? He got on with them. 
Many will remember the way in which he, too gen- 
tle to denounce, would quietly and silently leave 
the company when the brilliancy of the conversa- 
tion got a little too vivid for him, and men got fast 
and noisy. He was in the confidence of all in his 
second prear. When the elder Bob got his year's 
rustication, it was up and down Algy Silcote's room 
that he walked, with scared pale fiice, consulting 
him as to how the terrible news was to be broken to 
the governor. When Bob's little brother, the idle, 

fenue little favorite of the college, got plucked for 
is little-go, he bore up nobly before the other fel- 
lows, who wisely handed him over to Old Algy ; and 
on Algy's sofa the poor boy lay down the moment 
they were alone together, and wept without reserve 
or hesitation. So he took his modest past degree, 
and leaving, to the sorrow of every one, firom the 
master to the messenger, was ordained one Trinity 
Sunday, having a small London curacy fbr title. 

Dunng the three happy years he had spent in 
concluding his education, he had had but few visitors. 
He was the only quiet man in St. Pad^, and quiet 
and mild men of other colleges were nervous about 
coming to tea w^Jiim in that den of howling and 
dangerous lunaf^^ The lodge alone, with its 
crowd of extravagantly-dressed men in battered 
caps and tattered gowns, who stared, and talked 
loudly and openly of illegal escapades, who rowed 
in the university eight, — ay, and got first classes in 
the schoofi, too, some of them, the terrible fellows, 
— was too much for these heroes. 

They used to pass, quickly and shuddering, that 
beautiful old gateway, until the shouting of the en- 
caged spirits became mellowed by distance ; won- 
dering what could possibly have induced Silcote's 
" friends " to send him to such a college. But they 
always greedily listened to Algv's account of the 
terrible affairs which were carried on in that dread- 
ful place. And indeed Algy was not sorry to re- 
count them ; fbr the conversation of the set to which 
his religious principles had driven him was often 
wearisomely aull, and sometimes very priggish and 
illrconditioned. There were but four or five of them 
af earnest and good aa bimaelff and the others^Bed 



on him so in time, with their prate of books they 
bought and never read, and of^ degrees they never 
took, that sometimes, in coming back late to that 
abode of mad fantastic vitahty and ^ood-humor 
called St. Paul's College, he seemed to reel that he 
was going where he had never been, — home ; and 
was about to get a welcome, — mad enough, but 
sincere. 

So Algy had no more than two out-college visit- 
ors all the time he was there, and they were won- 
derful fifcvorites in the place. Algy's brothers were 
such gt^k't successes that the brightness which over- 
spread his face on their arrivd communicated itself 
to many others. 

They were so utterly unlike him. The first, a 
splendid young comet of dragoons, up to anything, 
bound to uphold the honor of the army by being so 
much faster than anybody else that it became neces- 
sary for the Vice-Chancellor to communicate with 
the colonel of his regiment, to the intense delight 
and admiration of the Paul's men, and the deep 
horror of poor Algy. But, in spite of Tom's naughti- 
ness, Tom was dearer to his half-brother Algy than 
anything else in this world, and the boy dragoon, 
though he was fond of teasing and shocking Algy, 
was as fond of him as he could be of anything. 

The other brother and visitor was a very diSerent 
person. A handsome, bright-eyed, eager youth 
from Eton, with an intense vivid curiosity and de- 
light in everything, as if the world, which was just 
opening before him, was a great and beautiful intel- 
lectual problem, which unfolded and got more beau- 
tiful as each fi*esh piece of knowledge and each fresh 
piece of experience was gained ; at one time in a 
state of breathless delight and admiration at hearing 
some man pass a splendid examination ; then rapt 
in almost tearful awe at the anthem at Magdalen ; 
then madly whooning on the tow-path. Such were 
some of the mooos which expressed themselves in 
the noble open fiuje of Arthur, during these precious 
visits to his brother. In its quieter moments, in the 
time of its most extreme repose, this face had the 
look of one thinking earnestly. If people began to 
talk, the lad sat penectly still, but turned his keen 
brown eyes on each speaker in turn as he spoke, 
without any change of feature ; but, if anything 
touched or interested him in the conversation or ar- 
gument, his eyebrows would go up, and his mouth 
lengthen into a smile. A boy too proud to applaud 
where he did not feel, but applauding eagerly 
enough where he did. 

The good and gentle Algernon had never, to his 
recollection, seen his father, or been home. The 
little brown bird-like Miss Denbys, his grandaunts, 
had died very soon aflcr he was bom, or, no doubt, 
he would have been placed in their guardianship ; 
as it was he was consigned to his paternal aunt's 
care, the lady who was then plain Miss Silcote, with 
her forty thousand pounds or so, but whom we have 
already seen as the Princess Castelnuovo. This was 
the lady who had brought him up ; for his father, — 
although providing well, almost handsomely, for him 
until he got other provision, — steadily refused to 
set eyes on him, although he allowed his half-broth- 
ers by his second marriage to be friends with him. 

Algy never really had a home, until he got the 
one in which we shall see him directly. The place 
in which he spent his holidays and vacations was, 
up to a certain time, his aunt Mary's haxsafe xw "^x^- 
anstone SauBx^. ^Xve^ ^^ xassaN. ^^N^\fc^ ^kjc^^ ^"^ 
kind to toii, «A ^V^ ^^ \» «s^Ti wv'J^N "^'^^'^^ 
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came back a princeBS, had time, with his very sim- 
ple brains, to find out that she was very silly and 
mvolous at times, very fond of admiration, and 
sometimes, in her cowanlice, as &l8e as false could 
be, and sometimes, though very seldom, as vindic- 
tive as only a real coward can be. 

He could remember his mother, — just remember 
a gentle, kind face, not in the least like Qiis hon- 
esty compelled him to say) the ivory mimature in 
his possession. He could remember his aunt Mary, 
as sne was at that time. He could remember very 
well a splendid officer of Horse Guards, red Sir 
Godfrey Mallory, who used to be much with his 
mother and his aunt ; but he could not quite decide 
if he had ever seen the &ther who had so steadily and 
so strangely refused to see him, — the father whom 
he heard mentioned once or twice by young fellows 
at St. Paul's, who came from Berkshire, as the 
" Dark Squire." He could not remember whether 
he had ever seen him ; but he could call up a cer- 
tain scene at any time by night or day. His aunt 
Mary, his mother, and Sir Godfrey Mallory were 
together in the drawing-room, and he was playing 
on the carpet, when there came in a scowling, wild- 
looking man, who said something which passed over 
the ears of childhood unheeded, but which made 
terrible havoc among the others. All he could re- 
member was that his aunt Mary scolded all parties 
till she fell into hysterics, that Sir Godfrey drew 
himself up, and scornfully exasperated the dark- 
looking intruder by witherinjg words, until the lat- 
ter struck the former, and, in an undignified and 
disgraceful struggle, threw him violently to the 
ground, but the servants and grooms came in and 
separated them ; and that all uiis time his mother, 
having caught him up, held him close to her on the 
tofa, and when it was all over, and they were gone, 
continued to tremble so, that he, poor little fool, 
thought she must be cold, and trieid to cover her 
with some bauble of a rug which lay on the couch. 
He could remember all this; it was all that his 
childish recollection could retain ; and he used to 
ask himself, *^ Was the dark-looking man who came 
in and beat Sir Godfrey my father ? " It was his 
fiither. Though Algy remembered his actually 
striking Sir G<Mfcey, he happily neither understood, 
nor could remember, the raise coarse words with 
which the blow was accompanied. 

^ There came a time very soon afler, he tells us in 
his simple way, when they told him he could not go 
to his mother, for that she was too ill to see him ; and 
very soon after a time when his aunt Mary (a true 
woman, with all her great &ults) came to him, and 
gently told him that he would not see his mother 
any more. ^ " I took it from her lips like gospel," 
AJgy says in his simple way. " I did n't know she 
was dead. I did n't know what death was at that 
time. She said I was never to see my mother any 
more, and it was the same as a bit of*^ catechism or 
creed to me ; I always believe what is told me. I 
should believe anything you told me. And I be- 
lieved her. I did not cry to go to m^ mother, for I 
believed my aunt's statement implicitly. The rea- 
son I cried myself into a fever is, that I fblt that 
dreadful sense of utter loneliness and desertion, 
which a child can feel and live, but which drives a 
full-grown man to the lunatic asylum or to suicide. 
They took me to kiss her in her coffin, sir, and I 
complained to them about her dress. Allow me to 
call your attention to the fiu2t that the most perfect 
ballad in the English language is built on the neg- 
/eic?/ and desolation of two chudrea* Ab a sentimjeii'' 



talist yourself, sir, you are scarcely prepared to deny 
that a neglected and deserted child is a more pa- 
thetic object than an unlucky lover." 

His curacy was in a rapidly-increasing neighbor- 
hood of the north of London. When he was first 
ordained, the place was a wilderness of scaffold-poles 
and gravel-pits, with here and there a fra^^ient of 
a field-hedge, or some country cottage, looking very 
small and very old among the new houses lying 
round in all directions ; not, however, that the new 
houses were of any vast size, for the neighborhood 
was decidedly a middle-class one, composed of thirty 
to forty pound houses. Before he had been two 
years in tne curacy, Lancaster Square, composed of 
just such houses, was finished, and the church at one 
end had been built also in all the native hideousness 
of the period. What with pew-rents, Easter-dues, 
and what not, the stipend of the church would 
reach at least, one way with another, £300, a lai^e 
income fbr those parts, giving the incumbent that 
prestige which it is so necessary fbr a clergyman of 
the Establishment to have. There was no doubt who 
was to have it. The bishop inducted the B,ev. Al- 

femon Silcote, to the satisfaction of every one who 
new him, from Monseigneur Grey to Mr. Hox- 
worth, the Baptist minister. 

Very few clenrymen at all events then hesitated 
to marry upon £300 a year, and to Algernon Sil- 
cote, with his modest habits, it seemed to be a very 
fine income. Mr. Betts, one of the wealthiest men 
in those parts, a stock-broker, had been the princi- 
pal subscriber to the testimonial which he had re- 
ceived when he had quitted the curacy ; Miss Betts 
(his only daughter) and he had a mutual admiration 
for one another, and so they married, and he bade 
farewell to all hopes of comfort for the future. 

She was a foolish woman, an only daughter, 
pretty, gentle, and utterly spoiled and ignor.ant. 
Whether it was his voice, lus position, or his preach- 
ing which made her fall in love with this gaunt 
young curate, it is impossible to say, but she ad- 
mired him, and gave him every opportunity of fall- 
ing in love with her. He did so, and to his aston- 
is£nent and delight, for the first time in his life, 
found that one woman honored him by a preference 
above all other men. Some of the young fellows of 
those parts, who were just getting on so far in life 
as to tnink of settling, expressed uieir discontent at 
a parson, with half their income, carrying off the 
best match tiiereabouts, not reflecting that Algernon 
discounted ms position as a gentleman, and edu- 
cation, for a large sum. In a y|^8 time, however, 
they congratulated one another SJltheir escape. 

She h^ certainly brought with her an allowance 
of £150 a year, but she was so extravagant, so use- 
less, and so silly, that it was worse than nothing. 
She was confined just as the sudden shock of her 
father's bankruptcy came on them. Front this time 
to the day of her death the poor woman waf only a 
fearfully expensive encumbrance. 

The bankrupt father was instantly and promptly 
received into Algy's house, by Algy himself, witii a 
most afi*ectionate welcome. If there was one man 
more than another to whom Algy was polite and 
deeply respectful, it was to this suddenly broken 
man, whom he hsid made, by his own act, an evec^ 
present burden to himself. Mr. Betts, vulgar, loud, ^^ 
ostentatious, selfish, and not too honest, but he was . 
in distress, and Algy, simple fellow, knew only of i 
the Gospel ; I 

Algy's health had never been good, and now his ■ 
wii^Kurried him into a state of permanent dyspep-i . 
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sia, or whatever they call that utter lowering of the 
sysrtem which arises from worry and anxiety, as 
well as from laziness and over-feeding. She wor- 
ried herself tq death after her fourth confinement, 
and left him slightly in debt, with a household in 
which anything fike comfort and management had 
been banished five years before. 

But it was home to them. They contrived to 
keep their muddle and untidiness to themselves. 
Algy was always vrell dressed on Sunday, and, 
since his misfortunes had begun, his sermons had 
acquired a plaintive and earnest beauty which they 
might have lacked before. The more weary lite 
grew to him, the more earnest — sometimes the 
more fiercely eager — he got, on one point, — the 
boundless goodness and mercy of God. He gained 
power with his people. The very extreme party, 
both in and beyond the Established Church, allowed 
him great unction. His church was full, but there 
were but a limited number of sittings, and his four 
children were growing, and must be educated. So 
it came about mat home became home to him no 
longer, — that it became necessary for him to give 
up his last and only luxury, privacy. It became 
necessary for him to take pupils. 

It was his father-in-law Betts who pointed out to 
him this method of increasing his income. Betts 
was a bad specimen of the inferior kind of the Lon- 
don City speculator. He had all his ostentation, his 
arrogance, his coarseness, his refhsal to recognize 
high motives (in which latter characteristic your 
peasant and your town mechanic are so often far 
superior to the man who leads him), while he was 
without his bonhommie^ and his ready-handed care- 
less generosity. Neither ostentation nor real care- 
less good-wiU could ever make him subscribe liber- 
ally ; the only large subscription he ever gave was 
that to Algy's, to nis prospective son-in-law's testi- 
monial ; not a very mce man, by any means, — a 
man who seemed to Algy with his Oxfordism en- 
tirely made up of &rults with no virtues, a man who 
grated on his dearest prejudices a hundred times a 
day, a man sent him for his sins. The horror of his 
being a bankrupt, the horror of anything connected 
with dear noisy old St. Paul's having gone into the 
Bankruptcy Court, was bad enough to make him 
renounce all communion with his old friends, and 
keep himself with lofty humility from the world ; 
but after this the man, himself, remained on his 
hands, a deadly thorn in his side, annoying him all 
day long by his manners, his way of eating even, his 
everlastmg aUusion to his losses, and, more than all, 
by his clumsy expressions of gratitude, " the more 
offensive," said Arthur, who had not then been quite 
cured of priggishness, ** because they are sincere." 

For Betts's Yery numerous faults were more those 
of education and training than of nature ; for if one 
cannot believe that some natures arc more difficult 
to spoil ihan others, and that the whole business is a 
mere result of the circumstance of a man's bringing 
up, one would be getting near to believe nothing at 
all. The man's nature was not a bit changed, be- 
cause Algy in his treatment of him scrupulously fol- 
lowed the directions given in the Sermon on the 
Mount His nature remained the same, but all his 
old landmarks of riches and respectability had been 
swept away by his bankruptcy, and immediately 
after he saw, with his eyes cleared from all cobwebs, 
while in a state of humiliation, a man who acted on 
a law he had never recognized, hardly ever heard of, 
the pure law of Christianity. Not that he ever ful- 
ly recognixed it: perbapB he was too old. J||^e 



very last, while alluding to Algy, he would say, 
*^ Sir, my son-in-law is the moat perfect gentleman 
I ever saw, and a sincere Christian, sir. xes, sir, a 
most sincere Christian, I give you my honor." 

When Algy, for the fii-st time in his life, found 
that he was actually pushed for money ; when he 
found that the weekly bills were increasing, without 
the means of paying them ; that although Reginald 
might be kept from school a little longer, yet that 
his darling eldest bom, Dora, was growing vulgar, 
and imitatmg in her talk the maids, with whom she 
spent four mths of the day, instead of him, with 
whom she spent about one frith ; then he thought it 
time to consult his fiither-in-law, whose knowledge 
of the world, he put it to him, might be most valu- 
able. 

" You see," said Algy, " that I ain a mere child ; 
I really am. Such small intellectual vigor as I pos- 
sess " (he used this style of talk to Betts ; ^e would 
have spoken very differently to a university man) 
" is used up by my sermons. I ask you, — you will 
smile at my simplicity, — what does a man in my 
position do to increase his income ? " 

** Are you quite sure," said Mr. Betts, somewhat 
huskily, " that you would do better by increasing 
your income ? " 

" It is absolutely necessary, I fear, my dear sir," 
said Algy. "I must have a good governess for 
Dora. Our confidence is mutual, I felieve, and I 
cannot conceal from you the fact, that unless Dora 
has some lady to superintend her education, — well, 
I will cut it short, — that in fitct she will not grow 
up a lady herself." 

" Who the deuce wants her to be a lady ? She 
won't have any money." 

" My dear sir — " 

" I brought up my ^1 for a lady, and she was no 
good, at least to you. I don't believe in girls, with- 
out one tithe of the prospects she had when yoa 
married her, being brought up as ladies. Govem- 
essing ain't any good, I tell you ; they never make 
one and a half per cent on the money spent on 
their edication, and the flower-making ain t much 
good now. They say the women are going to take 
to the law writing, but a friend of mine in the busi- 
ness says they 11 never come it Try that But, 
Lord, see the various games I have tried to make a 
little money, and ease you. And see my success. 
I am a burden on you still." 

** You are no burden, my dear friend. At least, 
if you ever had been, you could repay the whole of 
your obligation by pointing out to me the way to 
increase my income. I must have my children edu- 
cated as gentlemen and ladies, and Keggy must go 
to school. 

" Must he ? I never went to school, but here I 
am, says you. Well, I won't dispute ; but knowing 
what I do know, I'd apprentice him to a smith. 
Look here; your education cost two thousand 
pounds, first and last, and I don't deny that the in- 
vestment was a good one. Three hundred a year 
for two thousand is a good investment But then 
your friends had the money, and you turned out 
well, and you had luck in getting this church; 
whereas, in the case of Heggy, you ain't got the 
money, and he may turn out bad (which is deuced 
likely), and you nor no other man can be answer* 
able for his luck. Therefore, I say, apprentice him 
to the smith's trade." 

" I could TiOt dT<i»H5L ^^ «aODL ^ H^Kcw^r 
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But gentlemen — I mean such as you — never do 
any good for themselves; you know swells, don't 
you?" 

" Do yovL mean noblemen ? " 

"Ofcourseldo." 

" Yes, I know a few noblemen ; I think I know a 
^ood many noblemen. At Paul's we were very in- 
bmate wiUi Christchurch, and I was popular in both 
places ; but what then ? ** 

" Why, this : why do you send these swells away 
when they seek you ? Why, the day before yester- 
day, while I was at the parlor window, and you in 
your study, up comes the Marquis of Bangor, hunt- 
ing you out as if you were a lox. And you gave 
him ' Not at home ' ; and I heard him say, * Dash it 
aU, I should Hke to find him again,' or something 
of that sort And I went to the stationer's and 
hunted him up in the Peerage. Patron of nine 
livings. And I got the Clergy List, and I found 
two of the incunu>ents instituted before Waterloo ; 
and then you come to ask me how to increase your 
income. Three words of common civility to Lord 
Bangor would make you a rich man." 

" Yes, but," said Algy, " you see I could n't say 
ihem, — more particuEirly now you have told me 
that two of his livings are likely to drop in. Don't 
you see ? " 

Betts could n't see that at all. 

" I '11 try to explain. I used to know Lord Ban- 
gor as an equal. It became my painful duty on one 
occasion to rebuke Lord Bangor, openly and public- 
ly, for speaking in a way which — which I did not 
approve of. I never did so to any other man, for 
my custom was to leave the room when talk began 
to get fast and wild. That he h^ respected me 
ever since is nothing. Is this the man to whom you 
would have me go and truckle for a living ? " 

** I can't understand this sort of thin^," said Betts. 
" But you are familiar with other noblemen." 

*'I am not familiar with any. I cannot bring 
them here ; I cannot." 

" Well, you know best," said Betts, " I thought 
swells were swells, and were to be used accordingly. 
Otherwise, what is the good of them ? If you are 
going in this line, you must take pupils. There is the 
Sev. Greorge Thirlwall takes three, at two hundred 
a year apiece. There 's six hundred for you, barr- 
ing their keep." 

" Yes ; but then Thirlwall was a Balliol scholar, 
and got a double first He can command such a 
price. I doubt, as a mere pass man, whether I 
should get any pupils at all." 

^ But his edication did not cost any more than 
yours." 

" Rather less, I should think. He got his scholar- 
ihip and his fellowship. I never got anything 
better than a good conduct prize. I have not the 
brains." 

** That 's a mm thing," pondered Betts aloud. 
" He ain't half such a good fellow as you, and a stick 
in the pulpit Hang edication, I say. I. don't see 
my way to the interest on my money. And I 've 
been a bold man, too, too bold, as your pocket can 
tell, for this many a year, sir. It was the Illinois 
Central finished me at last, but the Illinois Central 
seems to me safe alongside of a university educa- 
tion. However, if you are bent against the law 
writing and blacksmithing, and against the using of 
swell Mends, so strong, you must try for pupils. 
Unless — " 

"Unless; what?" 
^UnJegsjroa would tiyr jrour Either, or." 



" I tried him loi 

"And it did n't do 

" O dear, no ; not in the least 



•," said ^Jgy. 

Far firom it* 



CHAPTER, VII. 

PAB HOBILB FRATBUM. 

Algerxox's modest allowance of £ 250 a year 
had been continued through the usual channel 
all through the time of his curacy, but when he en- 
tered on the duties of his incumbency he was in- 
formed by his Other's lawyer that it would be dis- 
continued ; he submitted, with a sigh, without re- 
monstrance or remark, and gave up all hope of 
assistance fh)m that quarter. It was not that he 
proudly made any resolution against accepting it ; 
it merely seemed to him utterly improbable that 
such help would ever be offered, and utterly impos- 
sible that he should ever ask for it 

But many apparent impossibilities have been done 
for the sake of children. When he began to see 
that he was poor, and was getting poorer, the 
thought of their fixture was quite enough to set 
aside any lingering feelings of pride or fear, had any 
such been there. He put his case through his law- 
yer, and was refiised. Old Silcote wished it to be 
understood that he could hold no further communi- 
cation with Mr. Algernon Silcote. 

Once, not long after this, the children fell ill of 
measles, or some childish disorder, and a sad time 
the poor widower had with them, and was still 
thanking God that they were on the mend, and 
that he had lost none of his precious little encum- 
brances, when a message came fix)m Silcotes, order- 
ing the children to be sent there for change of air, 
until they recovered their health. The message 
came through Silcote's lawyer, and was done in as 
ill-conditioned a manner as need be, but Algy had 
no " proper spirit " whatever. He thankfimy sent 
the children off, and they were kept there for above 
two months. He was very thankfiil. " The ban 
then is not to descend to the next generation," he 
said. He thanked Ood for it. 

The younger of his two visitors at Oxford, the 
bright-eyed young Arthur, now grown to be the 
man we saw him at Silcotes the night of the poach- 
ing affray, paid him firequent visits as of yore. It 
was he who brought the children back from Sil- 
cotes, with new clothes, new toys, new roses in their 
cheeks, and, alas ! new wants and a new discontent 
at the squalid and untidy home to which they had 
returned. Arthur, who noticed everything, noticed 
Miss Dora turning up her nose at several thin^ 
and heard one or two petulant remarks from her in 
strong disparagement of the manage at No. 20 Lan- 
caster Square, and he said, with his usual decision, 
"I shall stay a few days with you, Algy. Dora, you 
are tired with your journey, and consequently cross 
and disagreeable. Go to bed. No, leave your doll 
here. I want it" 

Dora obeyed, reddening. " I *11 stay a day or two, 
my Algy, and whip these children in. They have 
been most awfully spoilt by that very foolish aunt 
of ours. You will require the aid of my influence 
for a short time, until hers has become a thing of 
the past What a noble child that Dora is ! Every 
element of good about her. She has a will, and re- 
quires to have it controlled by a stronger one. But 
sne is a sweet child." 

" My Dora," said Algy, with perfect good faith, 
'^ r^jj^ds me, m aU. ket wa.y«, of her dear mother." 
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Arthur was just going to rap out in his short way, 
" Lord forbid." But he neither did that, nor do 
what he felt inclined to do a moment afterwards, — 
burst out laughing : he had got that tongue of his 
under command hy now. 

" Well, she is a very sweet child, and Reggy is 
another. Reggy is an artist Reggy will do great 
things- in art Reggy will be a Royal Academician, 
if those old dunderheads can ever be got to over- 
come their inveterate jealousy against anything ap- 
proaching to talent and originahty.'* 

Algy answered in commonplaces, not quite know- 
ing what words he was uttering, for he was confus- 
edly wondering how an undergraduate could have 
sucn wonderful intuition about an art of which he 
was entirely ignorant, as to see a future Royal Aca- 
demician in a child of nine, whose efforts hitherto 
had been certainly below the average. But it was 
only Arthur, he thought again with a smile, — Ar^ 
thur the omniscient 

Arthur went on. " I love and admire everything 
you do, but I never admired you more than when 
you gave up your pride and allowed these children 
to pay this visit." 

" I have no pride, Archy," said Algernon. " And 
if I had, I could not display it in that quarter.'' 

Arthur turned his frank and noble face upon 
him, and looked at him keenly, and, as curtly as 
Rabelais's monk, asked, — 

"Why?" 

" I cannot tell you." 

" Do you mean on general grounds, on the grounds 
that you have no right to be proud to your own fa- 
ther ; or that you have no right to stand in your 
children's right ? Or are there other grounds for 
your not being proud ? " 

" Ain't you getting — getting — come, a little too 
sharp, I won't say coarse, m your questions, my dear 
boy V " said Algy, with the most pertect sweet temper. 

" I beg a thousand pardons, old boy. You are 

?uite right. Do forgive me, and don't answer me. 
thought I had curSl myself of that miserable trick 
of cross-examining witnesses, and putting everybody 
in a logical hole. Let us change the subject" 

" Not at all," said Algy. " I am going to answer 
you. The reasons on which I acted in sending my 
children to their grandfather at Silcotes were just 
such as you have suggested : that I had no right to 
be proud to my own father, and that I should be 
wicked to stand in my children's light You asked 
me then if there were other reasons why I should 
show no pride in that quarter. I answer that there 
are. We must understand one another, at least 
partially, my dearest Arthur, even if that partial 
understanding aids in our separation. I know that 
it is to your good offices that I owe this recognition 
of my children. Utter the question which I see 
han^ng on your lips." 

"I '11 utter it, Algy, though all the powers of the 
Inferno shall never make me believe in you as any- 
thing but the best man who ever walked. Here it 
is. Did you, before Tom or I remember, ever — 
well — make a fiasco ? " 

" Never ! To you I will say the simple truth. 
Though I *m not strong in brain, and have that want 
of energy which comes from habitual ill-health, yet 
I have lived as blameless a life as any of us poor 
sinners can hope to lead." 

" Then what has caused this terrible injustice of 
my father towards you ? " 

" He has not been unjust He has been moBt 
genarous. Question on, and let us have it outT 



'* Has his extraordinary treatment of you arisen 
from any &cts in connection with your mother ? " 

"Yes. I will now finish this conversation, and 
we will never resume it. I was put in possession of 
these facts when I was seventeen. Now ask your- 
self, but never ask me, what has made me gray at 
six-and-thirty, and has produced that never-ending 
thought about self, and distrust of others, which has 
made him very little better than a lunatic." 

" There is more than that in the governor's mala- 
dy» you know," said young Oxford, then omniscient 
with good-humored flippancy. " You have n't got 
to the bottom of that That was all very well, what 
you said just now about the * nevei>endmg self-con- 
templation ' of the governor ; but, unfortunately it 
don't exist. I don't rank the ii^tellectual capacity 
of either you or the governor very high, and there 
have evidently been hes told by some one, probably 
by Aunt Mary, /'ll put it all right I'll go bail 
your mother was a good woman. The governor has 
got that curious eccentricity of lH*ain which is gen- 
erally acquired by a connection with the aristoc- 
racy, and they develop it by marrying their rela- 
tions, and in some cases doing absolutely nothing 
for nearly ninety years. It must be evident, even 
to a third-class intellect, that the pair of you are 
slightly cracked. Comey solvuntur risu. Eh?" 

" Not yet," said Algy. " If you knew everything, 
you would wonder why I ever accepted anything at 
all firom him. I should reply to this, that I am not 
a hero, and that I have only had enough to prevent 
my being a disgrace to him." 



CHAPTER Vlir. 

On this occasion Arthur pointed out to Dora 
what he was pleased to call the extreme meann^ 
of her conduct towards her fiither, in making dis- 
paraging comparisons between his house and her 
grandfather's. Dora received her scolding with 
perfect composure and silence, replying not one 
word, but looking steadily at him with her hands 
behind her back. Though she did not confess her 
fault, yet she never repeated it. Their visits to 
Silcotes took place every year after this. The old 
man ordered it, and every one obeyed it ; but Dora, 
honest little story-teller as she was, always, on her 
return home, used audibly to thank Heaven that she 
was back in her own place once more, and to vilify 
and ridicule the whole menage of Silcotes most en- 
tirely. The other children used generally to roar 
all through the night after their return, and to be 
unmanageable for the next week. 

Two pupils were got, doughfaced foolish youths, 
who had made so little use of their schooling that 
their matriculatory examination was considered 
more than doubtfm, and so were, with the wisdom 
of some parents, taken from experienced hands at 
school, and sent into the inexperienced hands of 
Algy. That he did his duty by them, and got them 
through, I need not say; but it was on the strength 
of these pupils that he engaged a governess. 

Miss Lee was a foolish Devonshire young person, 
whose father had been a clergyman, and, as she al- 
ways averred, kept hounds. It was quite possible, 
for he left her entirely destitute, and with no edu- 
cation, and so it became necessary for her to go out 
as a governess. She was not in thA\sia&^.^*^^^^> 
and Aky , o^ co\3ff?fc, ^avi\.^ w^^ ^'^^t ^^^v^\. W^^ 
stipend. ^o^\.^y^x.^^x«^^^^^^^^^:^^^ 
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the disqualifications of ignorance and not very re- 
fined manners, had another disqualification, consid- 
ered in some families, and for good reason, to be 
greater than either of the others. She, like the ma- 
jority of Devonshire girls, was amazingly beautiful. 
Such, in the main, and given as shortly as possi- 
ble, so as to avoid being duller than was necessary, 
18 the information I had gained from Miss Raylock, 
Arthur, Algy, and others, about the Silcote family, 
as they were at the time of the children's third visit, 
— the time of the poaching raid described in the 
first chapter. This coincided with the fourth time 
that Captain Tom Silcote had got leave of absence 
firom duty, for the purpose of coming home, and 
representmg one half of his debts as the whole, and, 
with a sort of recollection of his Catechism, promis- 
ing to lead a new liffe, and be in charity with all 
men. The debts which he confessed to his father 
were always paid, for was not he the heir ? and he 
always went back to lead the old life over again, 
and to hate his unsatisfied creditors with all the 
hatred of a gentleman living habitually beyond his 



CHAPTER IX. 

THB SQUISB INVADES MBS. SUGDBN'S TERRrTORT AND 
GETS BEATEN. 

BORSEY is a great sheet of rolling woodland four 
or five miles square, which in two points, close to- 
gether, heaves itself npso high as to be a landmark 
for several counties. The greater, and all the high- 
est part of it, is unbroken beech forest ; but, as you 
come lower, it begins to get broken open by wild 
green lanes, tangled fantastically at their sides by 
Bramble, sweet-brier, wild rose, and honeysuckles, 
by which a few solitary cottages stand here and 
there; picturesque cottages, generally standing 
alone, and not stinted for garden ground. As you 
get lower the fields become more firequent and 
Eirger, and you are among farms, generally embo- 
somed in dense clusters of dark and noble elms ; be- 
low this steep fields stoop suddenly down to the level 
of the broad river meadows, and around three fifths 
of the circle winds the Thames ; by day a broad 
river of silver ; in some evenings, when the sun has 
just sunk behind the dark dim wolds of Oxford- 
shire, a chain of crimson pools. 

Dim, mysterious wolds are those of Oxfordshire 
across the river ; rolling, hedgeless, cultivated chalk 
down, capped always by the dark short bars of 
woodland, — a land of level though somewhat lofty 
lines, with no artistic incident for miles, in strong 
contrast to the fantastic freshness of the elm hedge- 
rows of the neighboring Berkshire. A very melan- 
choly piece of country, almost as melancholy as some 
of the warren lands in Norfolk, or one suspects of 
Lincolnshire, else why did a Lincolnshire man 
write, — 

" Where from the dry dark wold the summer airs blow 
cool 
On the oat grass and the sword grass, and the bulrush in 
the pool"? 

•— two of the most beautiful and melancholy lines in 
our language, more than worthy of Wordsworth. 
A lonely, mm-looking county that Oxfordshire, as 
that dreaming little shepherd lad, James Sugden, 
saw it month after month, year after year, in his 
solitary watch over the sheep among the highest 
fields of the beautiful Borsey, or fi^m the door of 
hjs Father^B cotta^y hig^hest up among the towerinpf 
boech wood, when, merry haymaking and merrier 



harvest was over, and the September son was blaz- 
ingdown due west. 

The boy had got rather a fine education. I will 
tell you how presently, though if you are a really 
kind reader, a reader for whom one loves to write, 
you will have guessed the mere fact before. Edu- 
cate a boy loosely, and. set him to tend sheep, and 
if he don't develop his imaginative powers you may 
be pretty sure he has not got any, and had best, as 
a last chance, be sent to Cambridge, or elsewhere, 
to see what he can make of the mathematics. This 
boy was imaginative enough for a poet, only he 
wanted wits and application, without which no poet 
nor any one else can possibly do anything, and he 
used to dream about these Oxfordshire wolds. 

To his left, as he sat at his father's door, was a 
view much more interesting than the one towards 
Oxfordshire. Beading, six miles ofi*, almost at his 
feet, and above the towers and the smoke, on a clear 
day, a dim blue mountain, crowned with dark trees : 
Siddon, his mother told him, at whose bases lived 
Lord Portsmouth and Lord Carnarvon, greater 
lords than Lord Abingdon, almost as great as the 
ultimate lord of the great hanging woc^ of Cleve- 
don. All this was very fine, but he always preferred 
the desolate wolds to the west, more particularly 
after his father had told him one evening, in confi- 
dence, when they were eating their poor supper 
together in the garden, under the falling dew and 
the gathering mght, that just beyond those darken- 
ing wolds lay the most beautiful city in the whole 
world. 

" How far off? " asked the boy. 

** Fifteen mile, across through Ipsden. A matter 
of eiffht-and-twent)r b^ Benson and Dorchester.** 

" It is n't Seville is it ? Of course it is not But 
Seville is the finest town in the world." 

" Oxford beats it hollow, I tell you." 

" Have you seen them both ? " 

" Yes. Leastways, I know one on 'em well, and 
that 's quite enough to give me a right to speak. 
If you want to know both sides of a question before 
you speaks about it, everlasting dumbness will be 
your portion. ^Vhatever you *ve got to say, old fel- 
low, rap it out, hard and heavy, and see what the 
other fellow has got to say. If he has the best of it, 
give in ; if he has n't, shut him up. But don't be- 
lieve that you are in the right, for all that, only 
believe that he is a greater fool than you. So you 
see, old fellow, I say again that Oxford is a finer 
town than the one you named. We *d best get to 
bed, old chap, had n't we ? " 

Looking from the door of his father's cottage, he 
could see the top of the chimneys of Silcotes below 
him among the trees. A fine old place Silcotes, say 
1650, a foursquare place of endless gables of brick, 
— the great addition made by the present sguire's 
father, who may almost be said to have built it over 
again, being made in perfect harmony with the old 
seventeenth century nucleus which he found. These 
additions had been made so long, that the newer 
bricks, with the assistance of cunning washes, had 
toned down to the color of the older building, so 
that it required an architect's eye to tell new from old. 

A most harmonious house, for, in fact, the elder 
Silcote's architect, with a taste rare in those later 
years of "the worthless and bankrupt centuir, 
which ended by committing suicide," had carefully 
and painfiilly fulfilled the original design of the 
seventeenth century architect, whoso work had 
probably been stopped by the Revolution, and who 
may, beibr^ \x^ \)<iU:\iv^OL m^ .Mid imkhcd^ have heard 
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the cannonading^firom old Basing Hotue, booming 
up from the S. W. from, behind Bearwood. 

It was a yei7 beautifhl place, and very beaulifhl- 
\y kept up. If you went Into the stables you would 
see the master's eye, or his stud-groom's eye, in the 
very straw plait which ed^d the litter ; a Dunsta- 
ble bonnet was only a slight improvement on it. If 
you went to the other end of the menage^ if you 
went to look round the flower-garden, you would 
see the managing eye there also ; terrace after ter- 
race of the newest and finest flowers, — lobelias, cal- 
ceolarias, geraniums, and what not, — piling them- 
selves up in hideous incongruous patterns, until, in 
their sheer confusion, they became almost artistic ; 
and then, above all, the great terrace of roses, which 
flushed up with nearly a park-like beauty, and then 
clinging to the house itself, and hung the deep, dark 
porch, the only solecism in the house, with festoons 
of Jaune D'Espray, and Dundee Raml3ler, and then, 
ever climbing, hung magnificent trophies of Blarii 
No. 2, and Gloire de Dijon, at every coign of van- 
tage in the long facade. 

** Eight thousand a year in housekeeping, and 
no company worthy of being so called ever seen." 
That was what the Princess of Castelnuovo used 
to tell Miss Raylock, and the Princess should have 
known, for she was housekeeper. 

About the " company " she was undoubtedly right. 
With regard to the eight thousand a year, why, 
you must generally divide that lady's statements by 
two, and then be very careful to examine closely the 
fact's on which she based the remaining half of her 
assertion. There is, however, no doubt that this 
fine house of Silcote's, even in these dark times, was 
kept up with amazing liberality ; and the very ser- 
vants who left him of their own accord would tell 
you, almost pathetically, that they had never had 
anything to complain of, and that there was not 
such a servants' hall as Silcotes for miles round. 

For, in spite of the liberality of Silcote's house- 
keeping, servants would not stay with him. There 
was no society and no change, — thin^ which ser- 
vants desire more even than good livmg. If you 
think that the footman in plush breeches, or the 
groom in white, is a mere machine, you are mistaken. 
If you think that the mere paying of these men's 
wages, and feeding them well, will secure these men, 
you are again mistaken. My lord or the squire can- 
not destroy these men's individuality, when they 
dress them in the clothes of the eighteenth centmy. 
IJecessity may keep them quiet; good living and 
gayety may keep them contented ; but if they get 
fond they will ** better " themselves as sure as possi- 
ble, even at lower wa^es, and worse beer. 

There is a way of keeping the best of these peo- 

Ele about you : by perfect justice and temper, and 
y real sympathizing kindness. I know of servants 
at twelve 'shillings a week who won't better them- 
selves at sixteen. These people will stay with you, 
if you care for them, and make them sympathize 
with the fortunes of your house. If treated as ma- 
chines they will better themselves. The advanced 
radicals say that you have no business to have such 
people about you at all, and, being innocent in this 
matter ourselves, we may theoretically think that 
the advanced radicals are right. 

However, Silcote's servants never stayed; their 
formula was, ^ that a man was not sent into the 
world to die of the blues," and I am sorry to say 
that in self-justification they set abroad, through the 
county, an account of the Dark Squire's eccentrici- 
taeB, BgrcMt deal darker than the mere truth. 



The ultimate fate of little James SngcTen, on the 
night of the poaching afiray, was this. His preserv- 
er had him plastered and mended as far as was 
possible, and then, having done his "possible," 
handed him over to the butler, who proceeded 
towards tJie men's quarters to see if he could get 
him abed. 

Those who were asleep were immovable, and 
those who were awake objected so very strongly, 
and in such extremely pointed language, that he did 
not dare to push his point ; at last, getting tired of 
argument, he used his authority wherS he dared, 
and quartered him on the youngest stable-boy. At 
sunrise James was on the alert, dressed, and" ready 
to make his escape home. 

Which was the way, and where were the dogs ? 
His companion told him the way, but could give no 
information about the dogs. They might be still 
loose: he would not venture beyond the stubble 
yard for ten pounds till he knew they were ken- 
nelled. But the intense wish the boy had to be at 
home again overcame his fears, and he resolved to 

fo. He had all the dislike which a dog or a child 
as, at first, to these Strang faces and places, and 
he dreaded seeing any one m authority for fear they 
should bid him stay, m which case he knew he must 
obey. He fled. One terrible fright he had ; he 
opened a door in the wall, and when he had shut it 
behind him, he found himself alone among the 
bloodhounds. His terror was simply unutterable at 
this moment ; but the dogs knew nim and proposed 
to come with him, and he, afraid to drive them back, 
was escorted by them as far as a gate, beyond which 
they would not come. Once out of sight of them he 
sped away through the forest shard towards his home. 
It was late in the day, when he was sitting be- 
tween his father and mother, looking out over the 
little garden of potatoes and cabbage, of filbert and 
apple trees, towards the westering sun over the 
Oxfordshire wolds. Their poor flowers were most- 
ly fading by now, and the garden looked dull ; for 
cottagers' flowers are mostly spring flowers. In the 
lengthening evenings of early spring, the sight of 
nature renewing herself has its enect on the poorest 
of the hinds, to a certain extent ; and in their duU 
way they make eflbrts at ornamentation, perhaps 
because they have some dim hope that the coming 
year cannot be quite so hopeless as the one gone 
past, —will not be merely another milestone towards 
chronic rheumatism and the workhouse. They- 
must have such hopes, poor folks, or they would 
madden. These hopes come to them in the spring, 
with reviving nature, and then they garden. The 
wearied hind stays late out in the cool brisk April 
night, and spares a little time after he has done 
delving in his potatoes to trimming and planting a 
few poor flowers. But after, when nature gets pro- 
ductive and exacting, she absorbs him, and the 
flowers are neglected, only a few noble perennials, 
all honor to their brave hearty roots, — your lilies 
and your hollyhocks, and latterly I am pleased to 
see everywhere your Delphinium fonnosum, — 
standing bravely up amidst the forced neglect. So 
Sugden s ^rden, this bright September afternoon, 
was not sufficiently gaudy to keep James's eye from 
wandering across the little green orchard beyond 
the well, on to the distant hills. 

Suddenly his father, badly hurt and still in pain, 
grew animated. "By Job^" he.«ak^'''''^'««^^'*»'^*^ 
deer I TVicr^ ft\ift ?lo^. ^^^ ^^^^ ^'^^^^''^^^•. 
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dred poandfl. They are htinting early this year. 
Stars and garters I if here she don't come headins 
back ! It's old Alma* as sare as you are bom, and 
she knows the ground." 

They were m out in the garden, looking eageriy 
where Sudgen pointed, expecting eyery moment to 
see Mr. Davis, and King, and a noble cavalcade, 
come streaming out of the forest-ride. They were 
disappointed ; it was not one of Her Majesty's deer 
which Sudgen had seen, but a great dog, nearly as 
large and nearly of the same color, which now came 
cantering tbwards them. They had stared after 
him so long, and, after they had found out what he 
was, had stood looking at hmi so long, that some one 
. else had time to come behind them, and, while they 
were slowly realizing that it was only one of the 
bloodhounds from the hall, a harsh voice from be- 
hind them said, — 

" He won't eat you. If he did he would not get 
veiy fat off you." 

They turned, and found themselves face to face 
with the Dark Squire. 

All three were too much surprised to speak, and 
so they stood a moment or so, and looked at Silcote. 
A compact, intensely firm-looking and broad-shoul- 
dered figure, with a grizzly head, square features, 
and a continual frown. Dress: gray coat, gray 
breeches, gray gaiters, square and inexorable boots. 
The late Mr. CSbbett would have admired the look 
of him very much until they got to loggerheads, 
which would not have been long. 

He had to b^in the conversation again. *' You 
stand frightened at the first sight of me, you sheep. 
I was saying that if my dogs ate a dozen such as 
you they would not get fat. You peasantry are get- 
ting too lean for mere dog's meat, with your ten 
BhiUings a week, and your five shillings off for rent, 
firing, clothes' club, and the rest of it. You are 
sheep, mere sheep. Why don't you make a Jacque- 
rie of it ? You hate me, and I hate you. Why 
don't you cut my throat, bum my house down, — 
unless you want it for your own purposes, — and 
subdivide my lands ? Bah I you have no courage 
for Saxon population. Cannot you produce a Mu- 
rat?" 

It was Mrs. Sudgen who answered. " You seem 
in one of your dark moods. Squire, that is to say, 
.talking more nonsense than usual. You say you 
hate us, cela va sans dire ; you say we hate vou, that 
is completely untrue of us as a class, — the more 
particularly about you, who are, with all your fool- 
ishness, the justest landlord about these parts. As 
I used to say to my darling Duchess of Cheshire, 
' Don 't patronize those people in the way you do. 
Love them and trust them, and they will m some 
sort love and trust you. Don't be always loving 
them in their own houses, and worrying them to 
death with impertinent inquiries about their domes- 
tic matters. They will only lie to you and hate 
you. Come to them sometimes as Deus ex machind, 
and relieve them from some temporary difliculty. 
You can always do that, for they are always in diffi- 
culties. You can buy them up at a pound a head 
like that, whereas, if you hunt and worry them, ten 
pounds won't make them grateftd.' Now, my dear 
Squire, what is the object of your visit ? " 

Never, probably, was a man so utterly aghast as 
Silcote. Here was a common laborer's wife, dressed 
in the commonest print, a woman he had never seen 



* Mr. Sudgen'8 chronology is more than queer. He must have 
prqfecteil his aoul largely Into the future to name one of the finest 
i^o' wrhicb ererrtui Bome fears before th&t deer waa calml. 



or never noticed before, blowing him up in French 
and Latin, and audacioutbr pricking nim in the 
most delicate and most chOTshed parts of his long- 
loved folly, and saying things to him which his own 
petted Arthur dare not say. He looked speechless, 
and saw only a common laborer's wife, in a common 
print gown, who laughed at him while he lo<^ed. 

But she was very beautifuL Silcote had seen, 
peasant-women as beautiful, on the same style, in 
the Pay de Ceuz, but never in England. Silcote 
had never seen the very light brown hair, and the 
perfectly sharply cut features of the Norman aris- 
tocracy among the English peasantry before ; and, 
indeed, one seldom does, unless there is a story 
which some old postmaster, or old pensioned coach- 
man, will tell you over the pipes and grog, afler the 
cricket-club dinner. Silcote stood amazed. He had 
his suspicions at once, — the man lived on suspicion ; 
but he was a gentleman, in speech at all events. 

" I beg your pardon, I' was not aware there was a 
lady here. I beg your pardon." 

♦* There is no lady here ; no semblance of one. I 
am merely an honest and respectable, perfectly hon- 
est and respectable, laborer's wife. You may see 
me working in the fields any day, * stooping and 
straddling in the clogging fallows.' Let me observe 
that you nave shut yourself up firom the world too 
much, or you would never have accused me of being 
a lady. Ladies, as far as I can judge from my lim- 
ited experience of them, don't spew to gentlemen 
as I spoke to you just now." 

" May I ask you a question, ma'am? " said Silcotes, 
still lost in wonder. 

" A dozen, if you choose." 

" And get a dozen refusals of answer. Well and 
good, but will you answer this one out of the imagi- 
nary dozen ? I will only ask you one question out 
of your dozen, and I ask it. Who the deuce are 
you f " 

" Exactly what I have said before. A peasant's 
daughter, who worked in the fields, who became 
dairymaid when her father became cowman ; who, 
in consequence of her great beauty, I believe " (here 
she drew herself up, and proudly, but frankly and 
honestly looked at Silcote with the great brown eyes 
of her), "became lady's maid to Lady Carohne 
Poyntz, now Duchess of Cheshire. Those Poyntz 
girls would have everything handwme about them. 
Then there was a paradise of folly : no, not folly ; 
true love and good intentions are not folly. And 
then I turned peasant again, and then I went back 
to mv ohl work, and you passed me the other day, 
scowling like your old self, while I was setting beans. 
Now, what did you please to want here, Silcote ? " 

The Squire finding, afler a good many years, 
some one who was not a bit afraid of him, answered 
civilly and to the purpose. 

" The fact is, that this boy of yours behaved very 
pluckily last night. I want to better him. I will 
take him into the stable as a helper, and he will 
rise. It is a provision for him. These Cockney 
servants I get from Reading never stay. Tom, who 
will be my heir, has taken a fancy to him ; in fact, 
brought him home last ni^ht. He will be stud- 
groom, and will be provided for for life. Will you 
let him come ? " 

"No. Let him stick to his sheep. I, you seei 
know more about domestic service than most, 
and my answer is * No.' Let him freeze and bake 
on the hillside with his sheep. Let him stay up 
late with his team, and then get out of his warm 
bed at four in t\ie biting ^vn^Ax mesither to feed 
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them again at four. Let him do hedge and ditch 
work on food which a Carolina negro would refuse ; 
let him plough the heaviest clay until the public- 
house becomes a haven and a rest to him ; let him 
mow, until the other mowers find him so weak that 
he must mow with them no longer, lest he ruin the 
contract ; let him reap, until his loud-tongued wife 
can beat him at that, for he must marry, — Lord, 
for he must marry, — and in his own station too. 
Let him go on at the plough-tail ; among the frozen 
turnips, among the plashy hedgesides, until the in- 
evitable rheumatism catches him in the back, and 
the parish employs him on the roads to save the 
rates. And then, when his wife dies, let them send 
him to the house, and let him rot there and be buried 
in a box ; but he shall not be a domestic servant for 
all that, Silcote. I know too much about that. We 
have tried enough of our own, without requiring 
yours." 

Silcote had nothing more to say — to her, at 
least. What he had to say h^ said to himself as he 
went home. 

** That is a devil of a woman. She is all wrong, 
but she puts it so well. She is en ralie, I never 
saw such a deuce of a woman in my life." 

So two violent ill-regulated souls struck themselves 
together in consequence of this poaching raid, to 
the great benefit of both. The continual opposition 
of dame Reason to rampant Folly is, I suspect, only 
suspect, of verv little use. One knows so little. 
Dickens, watching narrowly and keenly, but mak- 
ing no deductions whatever, tells us, in effect, that 
the American mad doctors allow a patient's folly to 
develop to such an extent that it becomes folly to 
themselves. How would it be to allow another pa- 
tient's folly to become so foolish as to make the 
saner patient awkward of his crotchets ? 



CHAPTER X. 

m WHICH JAMES BEGINS HIS CAREEB. 

Algernon's children had departed for London. 
Captain Tom, having had the confessed moiety of 
his debts paid, was at Dublin with his regiment. 
Arthur was back at his tutor work; no one was 
left with the Squire but the golden-haired child 
Anne. 

Once Silcote had a son, some say the best loved 
of all, who rebelled against him, and his hard- 
strained authority and coarse words, who left his 
house in high disdain, casting him off with scorn, 
and rendering the breach between them utterly ir- 
reparable by marrying a small tradesman's daugh- 
ter. He got some small clerkship in Demerara, 
where he died in a very few years — as men who 
suddenly wrench up every tie and association are 
apt to die — of next to nothing. His pretty and good 
little wife followed him soon, and Anne was left to 
the mercies of a kind sea-captain, who had brought 
them over. The first intimation which Silcote had 
of his son's death was finding a seafaring-man wait- 
ing in his hall one day with a bright little girl of 
about three years old. Silcote heard the story of 
his son's death in dead silence, accepted the child, 
and then cooUv began to talk on indifferent nauti- 
cal matters with the astounded mariner. He kept 
him to lunch, plied him with rare and choice liquor 
of every kind, and was so flippant and noisy, that 
the bemuddled sailor quitted the house under the 
impression that l^cote was the most unfeeling brute 



he had eyer met in his life. It was Silcote's humor 
tibat he should think so, and he had his wish. 

From this time she never was allowed to leave 
him. He was never ostentatiously affectionate to 
her before other people, but they must have had 
a thoroughly good understanding in private, this 
queer couple, ror she was not only not a bit afiraid 
of him, but absolutely devoted to him. She was 
never thwarted or contradicted in any way, and was 
being educated by her aunt. 

Such treatment andsuch an education would have 
spoilt most children. Anne was a good deal spoilt, 
but not more so than was to have been expected. 
She used to have bad days, — days in which every- 
thing went wrong with her ; days which were not 
many hours old wnen her maid would make the dis- 
covery, and announce it pathetically, that Miss had 
got out of bed the wrong side. We will resume her 
acquaintance on one of those days, and see her at 
her worst. 

Silcote hated the servants to speak to him unless 
he spoke first, and then, like most men who shut 
themselves firom the world, would humiliate himself 
by allowing them to talk any amount of gossip and 
scandal with him. Anne's conduct had, however, 
been so extremely outra^us this morning that, 
when Silcote had finished his breakfast, had brood- 
ed and eaten his own heart long enough, and or- 
dered Anne to be sent to him to go out walking, 
the butler gratuitously informed him, without wait- 
ing for any encouragement to speak, that "Miss 
was uncommon naughty this morning, and had bit 
the Princess." 

".What has she been worrying the child about ? 
The child don't bite me. Fetch her here." 

Anne soon appeared, dressed for walking, in a 
radiant and saintlike frame of mind. She was so 
awfully good and a^eable that any one but that 
mole Silcote would have seen that she was too good 
by half. One of the ways by which Silcote tri^ to 
worry himself into Bedlam (and he would have suc- 
ceeded but for the perfect healthiness of his consti- 
tution) was this, — he would take up an ima^nary 
grievance against ^me one, and exasperate himself 
about it until he was half mad. Any one who gives 
himself to the vice of self-isolation, as Silcote had 
for so many years, may do the same ; may bring 
more devils swarming about his ears than ever 
buzzed and flappered round the cell of a hermit. 
He did so on this occasion. He got up in his own 
mind a perfectly imaginary case against the poor, 
long-suffering Princess for ill-using Anne, and went 
muttering and scowling out for his morning's walk, 
with Anne, wonderiulTy agreeable and exquisitely 
good, beside him. 

They went into the flower-garden first, and Anne, 
with sweet innocence, asked if she might pick some 
flowers. Of course he said Yes ; and after walking 
up and down a quarter of an hour, the head-gardener 
came to him, and respectfully gave him warning. 
When Silcote looked round, he fi-ankly asked the 
man to withdraw his warning, and told him that he 
would be answerable it did not occur again. Anne 
had distinguished herself In a garden, kept as 
M'Croskie kept that at Silcote's, you can soon do 
twenty pounds' worth of damage. Anne had done 
some thirty. Thunbergias, when clumsily gathered^ 
are apt to come up by the root, and you may pull 
up a bed before you get a satisfactory bimclx. 
Araucarias, some of t\i<iTcv^ferav^crj\^^'t^^^^'*^^ 
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class fuchsias, have a rough-and-tumble fight with a 
Scotch terrier in a bed of prize calceolarias, and end 
by a successful raid on the orchis-house, de8tro}'ing 
an irreplaceable plant for every blossom you pluck, 
you win find that thirty pounds won't go very far, 
and that no conscientious gardener wul stay with 
you. Anne had done all this, and more. 

Silcote got the head-gardener to withdraw his 
resignation ; and then, keeping hold of Anne's hand, 
passed on to the stable-yard without having at- 
tempted any remonstrance with her. If she had 
burnt the house down it would have been just the 
same. As he stood at that time he was a perfect 
fool. Hard hit, years and years ago, in a tender 
place, he had, as he expressed it, "fled from the 
world," — from the world which was spinning all 
round him. He had brought himself to confess that 
he had been unjust and hard to this child's father, 
and he was, in his way, atoning for it by ruining the 
child by over-indulgence, as he had ruined her fa- 
ther by selfish ill-temper. It is hardly worth talking 
about. When a man takes to revenging himself on 
the whole world for the faults of one or two by with- 
drawing himself into utter selfishness, his folly takes 
so many forms that it gets unprofitable to examine 
them in detail. Let us leave Silcote reading his 
Heine and his Byron, and let him, as much as pos- 
sible, speak for himself in future. 

Novels must be interesting now-a-days, and the 
inner life of a man, who is everlastingly bellowing 
out the great everlasting /, is not interesting. A 
man's " lamity " — to use a word taken from Mr. 
Lewes's witty account of his transcendental friend 
— is but a dull business. Let us clear the ground 
by saying that Silcote conceived himself to have 
suffered an inexpiable wrong, that he had nursed 
and petted that wrong instead of trying to forget 
and fbr^ve it, and that he had brooded so long over 
his original wrong that, on the principle of crescU 
indulgens, he had bome to reganl everything as a 
wrong, and very nearly to ruin both his life and his 
intellect Well did the peasantnr call him the 
" Dark Squire." The darkness of the man's soul 
was deep enough at this time, and was to be darker 
still ; but there was a dawn behind the hill, if it 
*yould only rise, and in the flush of that dawn stood 
Arthur and Anne. Would the dawn rise over the 
hill, and flush Memnon's temples, till he sang once 
more? Or would the dark, hurtling sand-storms 
always rise betwixt the statue and the sun, until 
the statue crumbled away ? 

Wherever Anne went that morning she was 
naughtier and naughtier. In the fowl-yard she 
hunted the largest peacock, and pulled out his tail ; 
and, if she behaved ill in the fowl-yard, she was worse 
in the stable, and worse again in the kennels. She 
carefully put in practice all the wickedness she 
knew, — luckily not much, but, according to her 
small light, that of a Brinvilliers, unrestrained by 
any law, for her grandfather never interfered with 
her, and her uncfe Arthur was miles away. Chil- 
dren can go on in this way, bein^ very naughty with 
Ejrfect good temper, for a long time ; but sooner or 
ter petulance and passion come on, and hold their 
full sway until the child has stormed itself once more 
into shame and good behavior. As one cannon-shot, 
or one thunder-growl, will bring down the rain when 
the storm is overhead, so, when a child has been 
persistently bad for some time, the smallest accident, 
or the smallest cross, will bring into sudden activity 
the subdued hysterical passion, which has, in reality, 
been the cause of a long system of defiant perversity. 



Anne's explosion, inevitable, as her shrewd grand- 
father had seen with some cynical amusement, came 
in this wav. 

At the kennel she had asked for a Scotch terrier 
pupp^ as a present ; and, of course, her grandfiither 
had given it to her. She had teased and bullied it 
ever since, until at last, when they had gone to the 
end of a narrow avenue of clipped yews which led to 
the forest, and had turned homewards, she teased 
the dog so much that it turned and bit her. 

She was on the homeward side of her grandfather, 
and came running back to him, to put m force the 
child's universal first method of obtaining justice, 
that of telling the highest available person in author- 
ity, ** I *11 tell mamma," or " I 'U tell your mother, 
as sure as you are bom " : who has not heard those 
two sentences often enough ? The puppy had bit 
Anne ; and she, white with rage, ran back to teU 
her grandfather. 

" He has bit me, grandpa. Ton must have seen him 
bite me. The woman saw him, for I saw her looking." 

" The woman ? " said Silcote, " what woman ? " 
He turned as he spoke, and found himself face to 
face with the woman, — Mrs. Sudgen, who had come 
out of the forest end of the alley, and was standing 
close to him. 

Very beautiful she was, far more beautiful than 
he had thought when he had seen her first. The 
features perfect, without fault; the complexion 
though browned with field labor, so exquisitely 
clear ; the pose of the body, and the set of the fea- 
tures, so wonderfully calm and strong. Her great 
gray eyes were not on him, though he could see 
them. They seemed to Silcote the cynical to be 
sending rays of pity and wonder upon the passionate 
child, as indeed they were. And, while he looked, 
this common laboring woman, with the cheap cot- 
ton gown, turned her large gray eyes on him, Sil- 
cote, the great Squire; and in those eyes Silcote 
saw perfect fearlessness, and infinite kindness ; but 
he saw more than the eyes could show him. The 
eye, as a vehicle to carry one man's soul to another, 
has been lately very much overrated ; Silcote, as a 
barrister, knew this very well ; the eye to him was 
a good and believable eye, but what said the eye- 
brows ? Their steady expansion told him of frank- 
ness and honesty, forming an ugly contrast to the 
eyebrows he saw in the glass every morning. What 
said the mouth ? Strength and gentleness. What 
said the figure ? Strength, grace, and wild, inexo- 
rable purpose in every line of it. 

So she was in silence and repose : in speech and 
action how different! How reckless the attitude, 
how rude and whirling the words ! 

" Silcote, you are making a rod for your back in 
your treatment of that child. She '11 live to break 
your heart for you. Why do you not correct her ? 
— Come here, child ; what is the matter ? " 

The astonished child came and told her. 

** You should not have teased him, then. You 
are naughty, and should be punished. Silcote, will 
you let me walk and talk with you ? " 

" Yes, if you won't scold me. You made a fine 
tirade the last time I spoke to you about the vices 
of our order, I wonder you are not afraid to walk 
with me." 

" I am neither afraid of you nor of any other man, 
thank you. I certainly am not afraid of you, be- 
cause you were originally not a very bad man, and 
have only come to your present level hy your own ., 
unutterably selfish conceit That there is no chance 
of mending you now I am quite aware : but still I 
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have come to ask you a mat favor, — a fevor which 
will cost you trouble and money. Mend your ways 
for this once, and grant my request, and after- 
wards — '* 

" Go to the deuce, hey ? " 

'* By no means. I mean something quite different 
firom that You have not, I believe, done an un- 
selfish thing for twenty years. Five-and-twenty is 
nearer the mark ; you liave been eating your own 
heart, and reproducing your own nonsense, ever 
since your first wife's death. Make a change. Do 
me this favor, and it will become easier to vou to 
do others. In time, if you live long enough, you 
m^ be a man aeain. Uome ! ** 

He was not a bit surprised at her tone. She had 
startled him at his first interview with her, but that 
surprise had worn off. Let a man for twenty years 
shut himself into a circle of perfectly commonplace 
incidents and thoughts, the outside edge of that cir- 
cle will become too solid to be easily broken. New 
facts, new phenomena, new ideas, may indent that 
outside edge ; but the old round whirls on, and, be- 
fore the " wheel has come full circle " again, the 
dent is gone, as, in a fused planet, some wart of an 
explosive volcano is merelv drawn to the equator, 
only leaving one of the poles flattened to an unap- 
preciable degree. Mrs. Su^en, like Arthur, had 
dinged the outside edge of his selfishness. He soon 
became accustomed to both of them. The ^lobe re- 
mained intact; either there must be an internal 
explosion, or it would spin on forever. 

He answered her without the least hesitation or 
surprise. She was only a strong-minded woman in 
cotton, with a deuce of a tongue, and a history : 
possibly a queer one, though she said it was n*t. 
She was a new figure, and to a certain extent odd, 
but his last recouections of life were in a court of 
law, and he had seen odder figures there. He was 
perfectly content that she shomd walk up and down 
the garden with him, speaking on terms of perfect 
equsdity. Besides, she was clever, and bizarre, and 
required answering, and after so many years he had 
got tired of worrying his sister ; and it was a new 
sensation to have a clever woman to face, who 
would give scorn for scorn, and not succumb with 
exasperating good nature. 

" You say you are come to ask a favor, the grant- 
ing of which will cost trouble and money. I love 
money, and hate trouble. You have gone the 
wrong way to work." 

" I am sorry for that, Silcote, because the thing I 
want done must be done, and you must do it. I 
really must have it done. Therefore, if you will be 
kind enough to point out how I have gone wrong, I 
will follow your directions and begin all over again ; 
only you must do what I require. If you grant 
that, as you must, I will go to work in any way you 
choose to dictate." 

" I can't go on twisting words about with a wo- 
man, who not only commits for herself ignoratio 
elenchi and petitio principii, in the same breath, but 
also invents and uses some fifly new fallacies, never 
dreamt of by Aristotle or Aldrich. What do you 
want done ? " 

" You remember a conversation we had the week 
before last?" 

" There she goes. There 's your true woman. 
Violates every law of reason and logic ; then, when 
you put her a plain question, asks you whether you 
■ remember a conversation you had with her the 
week befim last No, I don't legally remember 
that eeamrmidim. I would perish on the public 



scaffold sooner than remember a word of it I ask 
you what you want me to do, and I want an an- 
swer. 

" Do you know my boy ? " 

« No." 

« You da" 

'* Then, as I never contradict a lady, I lie. But 
I don't all the same." 

'* You came after him the week before last, and 
you wanted him for a groom." 

" That may be, but I don't know him. I have 
seen more of the Lord Lieutenant than I have of 
him ; but I don't know the Lord Lieutenant, and I 
don't want to. He is a Tory, and I never know 
Tories. How do I know that your boy is not a 
Tory ? Now, what do you want of me ? " 

"1 wish you would leave nonsense, Silcote, and 
come to the point" 

" I wish you would leave beating about the bush, 
and come to the point" 

" I will. You do know my boy, Squire, don't 
you?" 

*^ There she goes again. I knew she would. Who 
ever could bring a woman to the point ? No, I don't 
know your boy. I have told you so before. I ask 
you ^ain, what do you want with me ? " 

" We shall never get on like this," said Mrs. Sug- 
den. 

**I don't think we shall," said Silcote. "But 
come, you odd and very queerly-dressed lady, con- 
fess yourself beaten, and I will help you out of your 
muddle." 

" I shall do nothing of the kind," said Mrs. Sug- 
den. 

" Then we have come to a hitch. We had better 
come into the garden and have some peaches." 

She was silent for a moment, and then she took 
his hand. " Squire," she said, " for the first time in 
twenty-five years will you be serious, — will you be 
your old and better self? Instinct partly, and ru- ^ . 
mor partly, tell me that you were not always the 
wicked and unhappy man as you are now. Help 
me, Silcote, even though I come ^king for help' 
with strange, rude words in my mouth. Throw bact 
your memory for forty years, before all this misera- 
ble misconception arose ; try to be as you were in 
the old, old time, when your mother was alive, and 
that silly babbling princess-sister of yoixrs was but a 
prattling innocent child, — and Silcote, help me, 
I am sorely bestead ! " 

She laid her delicate, though brown right hand 
in Silcote's right, as she S£ud this, and he laid his 
lefl hand over hers as she spoke, and said, " I '11 help 
you." And so the past five-and-twenty years were 
for the moment gone, and there rose a ghost of a 
Silcote who had been, which was gone in an instant, 
leaving an echo, which sounded like " Too late ! Too 
late I " He held still the hand of this peasant-woman 
in his, and the echo of his last speech, " I will help 
you," had scarcely died out among the overarching 
cedars. 

" I know you will. I knew you would. Listen, 
then. We have had a long and happy rest here, in 
the little cottage in the beech forest You have 
known nothing of us, but you have been a good 
landlord, and we thank you. I fear the time has 
come when we must move forward a^ain, and the 
world is a wide and weary place. Squire, and I am 
not so young as I was, and we ar<i. n^tj^n^^^ TjfcjRstx 
but we mxMSt Vi^ oS OTL ^'^ Vyft!^^ ^^^^\fc ^k«?vsS. 'a^^^ 
moT^** -A 

^ ** SUy lifioc Tftft, «adL\^'^^^'«^'^^^:^* 
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" Nay, that cannot be. It is my boy I wish to 

flead for. I cannot condemn him to follow our fate, 
must tear my heart out and part with him. O 
my God ! what shall I do ? What shall I do ? " 

The outbreak of her erief was wild and violent 
for a time, and the Sqmre respected it in silence. 
The child now rambling far away among the flow- 
ers for a moment, wondered what her grandfather 
had said to make the strange woman cry. 

" I will not allow him to be a domestic servant ; 
but see, you are a governor of St Mair's Hospital. 
Give him, or get him, a presentation there, and he 
is made for life. It is a poor, innocent little thing. 
Squire, but I havt educated him well for his age, 
and he is clever and good. Let me plead for him. 
What a noble work to rescue one life from such a 
lliture as will be his fate if he remains in our rank of 
life ! And a mother's thanks are worth something. 
Come, rouse yourself, and do this." 

" I will do it, certainly," replied the Squire. " But 
think twice before you refuse all offers of assistance 
from me." 

'^ I cannot think twice ; it is impossible." 

" Your boy will be utterly separated from you. 
Have you thought of that ? " 

** Yes. I have resolutely inflicted that agony on 
myself, until use has deadened the pain." 

" Have you reflected that it will be a severe dis- 
advantage to your son for his companions to know 
that his parents are of such a humble rank in life, 
and that therefore you should not go and see him 
there?" 

" I have suffered evervthing except the parting. 
If I can bear that I shall live." 

" Your son's path and yours separate from this 
moment. As years go on the divergenc^e will be 
greater, so that death itself will scarcely make a 
parting between you. Are you resolute ? " 

" I am quite resolute. Spare me." 
^ih " ^ Y^^^' ^^^ ^<^^P you on your weary road, since 
*5vi you will take no help from man. Good by." 

'•■'■ Silcote had j^iven his last presentation to St. 
Mary's to his butler's boy, and he had no presenta- 
tion to jrive. His time would not have come for 
years. But he s.vid nothing about this, and never 
asked himself whether Mrs. Sugden was aware of 
the fact or no. Fifly pounds will do a great deal, 
— even buy a couple or four votes ; and the next 
boy presented to the board of governors of St. 
]Mary's was little James Sugden. The iron gates 
shut on him, and the old world was dead ; only a 
dream of freedom and hardship. Instead, was a 
present reality of a gravelled yard, bounded by 
pointed windows ; of boys who danced round him 
the fii'st few d lys, and jeered at him, but among 
whom he found his place soon ; of plenty to eat and 
of regulated hours. A good, not unkindly place, 
where one, afYer a time, learnt to be happy and 
popular. A great place, with the dim dull roar of 
the greatest city in the world always around it ; 
bounded by the tall iron gates, outside which one had 
once seen a tall gray figure standing and watching. 
There was the new world of emulation and ambi- 
tion inside those gates, but there was an old world 
outside which would not get itself forgotten for 
months. So that at times James awakened in his 
bed in the dark midnight, and cried for his mother ; 
but time goes fast with children, and the other boys 
pelted boots and hard things at him, and laughed 
at him, which was worse. In six months the mother 
TT^s onljr a dim oJd dream, dear enough still, but 
very old, getting nearly foigoti$n. Womd you have 



it otherwise? I would, but the wise ones say 
No. 

And at home! How fared the poor, patient 
mother in this case ? O you children ! you children I 
have you any idea of your own unutterable selfish- 
ness ? And, to make you more utterly selfish, they 
give you cukes and bright half-crowns, which you 
eat and spend while the poor mother at home lies 
sleepless. One of the most beautiful touches in that 
most beautiful book, *♦ Tom Brown " (a book which 
only yesterday was as fresh and as good as ever), 
IS the infinite grief of Tom when he finds that his 
letter has not been sent, and that his mother must 
have thought him faithless to his last solemn prom- 
ise for three days. Little bitter griefs like this, or 
Mag^e Tulliver starving her brother's rabbits, or Mr. 
Van Brunt falling down the ladder and breaking his 
leg, seem, it is pleasant to reflect, to affect the pub- 
lic quite as much as the fiercest tragedies. But Tom 
Brown was no ordinary boy, any more than Maggie 
Tulliver was an ordinary girl. Children, for me 
most part, are selfish. James Sugden was no ordi- 
nary boy, either ; but in the new hurly-burly into 
which he found himself thrust, where every boy's 
hand wa» good-naturedly against him, his mother's 
image was gone from his mind but very few months 
afler her body had passed away from the gate. Only 
in the watches of the night this dearly-loved one 
came back to him, and proved that, though she 
might be forgotten in the daytime, with all its riot 
and ambition, yet she was as dearly loved in his in- 
most heart as ever. 

James Sugden the elder sat, in the evening, at the 
door of his cottage, sadly, with his face buried in his 
hands. It was a solemn September evening ; the 
days were drawing in, and the chilly air, and the 
few first golden boughs, told of the long winter which 
was coming. The Oxfordshire wolds were getting 
dim, and the western reaches in the river were get- 
ting crimson, when along the valley below a little 
column of steam fled swiftly, and a little train slid 
across a bridge, and into a wood, and was gone. 
Then he arose^ and, having made some preparations, 
went out and watched again. 

Not for long. Far across the broad, darkening fields 
his keen sight made out a figure advancing steadily 
towards him. The footpath crossed the broad fields 
at different angles, and sometimes the figure was 
lost behind hedges, or outstanding pieces of wood- 
land, but he was sure of its identity, and sure that 
it was solitary. It was lost to his sight when it en- 
tered the denser forest which fringed the base of the 
hill ; but he knew which way it would come, and 
advanced across the open glade to meet it. He was 
at the stile when Mrs. Sugden came out from the 
wood, tired, pale, and dusty with her walk from 
Twyford, and she put her arm round his neck, and 
kissed his cheek. 

They fenced a little at first. James said, "I 
thought you would come by that train. I saw it go 
by, and watched for you." 

" It is a nice train. It 's express, you know ; but 
the country gentlemen have made them drop a 
carriage at Twyford; but there is no third class, 
and that makes eighteenpence difference, and the 
money is running so very short. And so you saw 
the branch train run along, did you ? I would n't 
come to Shiplake ; the walk is nearly as great, and 
there 's the getting across the river." 

And so they fenced, as they were walking togeth- 
er towards their cottage. As a general rule, women 
are brayer UtaxL men^ W\ o^ tJEik oecaaloxL James 
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showed the greater valor, by introducing first the 
subject nearest to both their hearts. He said, " You 
must tell me about it." 

And she said, " It is all over." 

He said, " Not quit€, sister. I want to know how 
he went off. Come. Only one more tooth out, sis- 
ter. Let me know how the boy went off. Now or 
never, while the wound is raw and fresh ; and then 
leave the matter alone forever." 

" If you will have it, Jim, he went off very well. 
Cried a deal ; quite as much as you 'd expect any 
boy to cry who believed that he was going to see 
his mother a^ain in a fortnight. I told him so, 
God help me ! Sent his love to you ; is that any 
odds ? Now, it 's aU over, and I wish to have done 
with it. You Ve been a kind and loving brother to 
me, James, as Grod knows, and I have been but a 
poor sister to you, I have worried you jfrom pillar 
to post, from one home to another, until I thought 
we had found one here. And now I have to say to 
my dear, stupid old brother, * Toddle once more.' 
O James, my dear brother ! iif I could only see you 
settled with a good wife, now ; you have been so 
faithful and so true, you have given up so much for 
me." 

A very few days afterwards, the steward was 
standing at his door, in the early dawn, when the 
Sudgens came towards him, and left the key of their 
cotta^ge, paying up some trifle of rent. They were 
expedited for travelling, he noticed, and had large 
bundles. Their furniture, they told him, had been 
fetched away by the village broker, and the fixtures 
would be found all right. In answer to a wondering 
inquiry as to where they were going, James merely 
pointed eastward, and very soon after they entered 
the morning fog, bending under their bundles, and 
were lost tt> sight 



CHAPTER XI. 

ABTHUB SILCOTE MAKES THE VERY DREADFUL ASiT> 
ONLY FIASCO OF HIS LIFE. 

For two years there was no change worthy of 
mention, save that the muddle and untidiness in 
Lancaster Square grew worse instead of better, 
and Algernon's health suffered under the hopeless 
worry, which ever grew more hopeless as time went 
on. 

Dora had grown into a fine creature, pretty at 
present with the universal prettiness of youth, but 
threatening to grow too large for any great beauty 
soon. Reggy h«S, likewise, grown to be a handsome, 
but delicate-looking youth : with regard to the oth- 
ers we need not particularize. The pupils had been 
succeeded by two firesh ones, one of whom, a bright 
lad of sixteen, by name Dempster, was staying over 
Christmas vacation, — his father having returned to 
India, — and supposed himself to be desperately in 
love with Dora, who received his advances with 
extreme scorn. 

Old Betts was there still, not changed in the least, 
to the outward eye. He used to go to the city ev- 
ery day, look into the shops, and come home again ; 
at least that was aU he ever seemed to do ; but it 
turned out afterwards that sometimes some of his old 
friends would, half in pity, half in contempt, throw 
into his way some little crumbs in the way of com- 
mission. Betts had carefiilly hoarded these sums, 
And kept hia secret from Algernon, nursing it with 
great private delight until that morning ; but Alger- 
non's warn look &d drawn it fix)m him prematurely 



He had been accUbmlating it for years, he told Algy, 
and there it was. He haS meant to have ke[)t it 
until it was a hundred pounds, and have given it to 
Algernon on his birthday. But it had come on him 
that morning that it lay with him to make the dif- 
ference between a sad Christmas and a merry one ; 
and who was he to interpose a private whim between 
them and a day's happiness ? So there it was, nine- 
ty-four pounds odd; and it was full time to start 
across for church, and the least said, the soonest 
mended. Algernon had said but little, for he was 
greatly moved, and he preached his kindly, earnest 
Christmas sermon with a cleared brow and a joyful 
voice which reflected themselves upon the faces of 
many of his hearers, and gladdened them also. 

Algernon had been vexed and bothered for some 
time about his Christmas bills. This contribution of 
Mr. Betts towards the housekeeping relieved him 
from all anxiety, and made a lightness in his heart 
which had not been there for years. Firstly, be- 
cause he found himself beforehand with the world ; 
and, secondly, because it showed him Betts in a new 
light. Mr. Betts had been vulgar, ostentatious, and 
not over-honest in old times, — had been cringing 
and somewhat tiresome in the later ones. But he 
had distinctly and decidedly done a kind action in 
a graceful and gentlemanly way. 

Anything good* delighted Algy's soul; and here 
was something good. He and Betts were an ill- 
assorted couple, brought together by the ties of chiv- 
alrous kind-heartedness on the one hand, and of 
sheer necessity on the other ; and this action of Mr. 
Betts drew them closer together than they had ever 
been before. It reacted on Betts himsefi* with the 
best effects. It removed that wearing sense of con- 
tinual humiliating obligation, which too oflcn, I fear, 
makes a man hate his kindest friend ; and caused 
him to hold his head higher than he had held it for 
a long time. As he toEl Algernon over their mod- 
est bottle of sherry after dinner, when the children 
had gone to the Kegent's Park to see the skaters, 
he felt more like a man than he had. ever felt since 
his misfortune. When Algy said, in reply, that he 
thanked God that his misfortune had been so blessed 
to him, he did not speak mere pulpit talk, but hon- 
estly meant what he said. If you had driven him 
into a comer, he, I think, with his inexorable hon- 
esty, would have confessed that what he meant was, 
that Betts, although he still dropped his h's and ate 
with his knife, was becoming more of a gentleman, 
— consequently more of a Christian, — consequently 
nearer to the standard of Balliol or University. Al- 
ly's Christianity was so mixed with his intense Ox- 
fordism, that to shock the latter was, I almost fancy, 
for a moment to weaken the former. Who can won- 
der at it ? Three years of perfect happiness had 
been passed there. Alma Mater had been (forgive 
the confusion of metaphor) an Old Man of the 
Mountain to him, and had admitted him into Para- 
dise for three years. He was bound to be a mild 
and gentle Assassin for her for the rest of hia'lile. 

We must leave him, in the beams of the first sun- 
shine which had fallen on him for some years, to 
follow the very disordcrl}r troop that posted off, with 
their early Christmas dinner in their mouths, to 
see the skaters in the Regent's Park. They were a 
very handsome, noisy, and disorderly group, and 
the inexorable laws of fiction compel me to follow 
them, and use them as a foil ^ bec^.^asj^ ^^<«^\<^^^^^ilS^^ 
I IVKss Lee, i»aa \o>3AfcT^ xo«t^ ^Yfe-^^i^kss^-j ^^\^2v^ t^V^- 
\ dxed ^imea mow^ \i«aMj6i\3X ^^^ ^^^ ^V^^^R^ ^"^ 
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If she had been less thoroughly genial and good- 
humored it would have been (for some reasons) 
much better. If she had been less demonstrative in 
the streets it would have been much better. If she 
had been less noisy and boisterous, it would have 
been a great deal better still. If she had not been 
so amazingly beautiful, one could have excused all 
her other shortcomings. But here she was, and one 
must make the best of her : beautiful, attractive, 
boisterous, noisy; ready at any moment to enter 
into an animated and ihendly discussion with a po- 
liceman, or for that matter a chimney-sweep : with 
a great tendency to laugh loudly at the smallest 
ghost of a joke, and perfectly indifferent as to 
whether she stood on the pavement, in the gutter, or 
in the middle of the road. There she was, in short, 
her real self; as she was at that time. A mass of 
kindliness, vitality, and good-humor ; half spoilt by 
her imperfect training, and further spoilt by the re- 
spectful indulgence she had been used to in Alger- 
non's house ; but as clever as need be. 

" I can't think why it is," said Algernon once, in 
answer to a remonstrance of Arthur's about this 
young lady (little he knew what was in store for 
him). " She was not boisterous when she first came 
to me. There was not a quieter girl anywhere. 
She can't have learnt to be noisy m)m me. I am 
sure I ain't a noisy man." 

But Miss Lee had had the bit between her teeth 
so long that at all events she was very noisy. And 
she had another 5pecia/i/e which I think is common 
to all young ladies of excessive vitality and good- 
humor, who are not accustomed to control ot any 
kind. If sne saw any one of either sex doing any- 
thing, she must straightway, on the spot, do that 
thing herself. On their first starting, for instance, 
Dempter, the pupil, illegally, and in defiance of 
Her Majesty's peace, throne, and government, &c., 
&c., went down a slide. Ikliss Lee promptly essayed 
to do the like, regardless of time or place. Now the 
three or four winters which Miss Lee had passed in 
London had been mild, and sliding is not an art 
practised in Devonshire; firstly, because in nine 
years out of ten there is no ice there, and secondly 
because, when there is, its inclination — in conse- 
quence of the peculiar formation of the country — 
may, I believe, be scientifically described as that of 
the hypothenuse of a tallish right-angled triangle, 
with one of the sides containing the ri^t angle par- 
allel to the horizon. From whatever reason, how- 
ever, Miss Lee had never tried sliding before, and 
so came down on the back of her head in the street, 
and began to think that she was enjoying herself. . 

AVith her kindly, uncontrollable vivacity, in the 
brisk winter air she became more " berserk " as she 
went on. She was only twenty or so, and life was 
a very glorious and precious possession to her. An 
honest, innocent, childish creature, who had only 
lately found out that she was a child no longer, and 
wanted a lover whom she could tease and make run 
about for her. She knew how to treat lovers from 
an infinite number of novels ; only she had not got 
one yet. She wanted one sadly ; what woman does 
not ? She was not utterly unconscious of her won- 
derful beauty, and she was thinking on this very 
afbemoon, whether Dempster, the pupil, was not old 
enough to be made a fetch-and-carry lover of: and 
she came to the conclusion that he was not old 
enough to stand it, and that she might still find a 
rival in raspberry tarts. This day, for the last time 
/a her 11^, she was nothing more than a wild school- 
^/' Bemember that she had no mother, no culti- 



vation, and for three or four years no control what- 
ever. If she was an unworthy person, she would 
not be mentioned here. 

It is not necessary to follow Mss Lee and her 
charge through their long afternoon's walk. It might 
be fimny ; but we don't want to be funny. Enough 
to say that, what with good health, good-humor, 
youth, and a natural enough carelessness of appear- 
ance, she committed a hundred small indiscretions 
and arrived home by much the most boisterous of the 
party. And, after a short, scrambling, and riotous 
tea, they all took to blind-man's-buff as a sedative. 

When every one had got more tangled and ex- 
cited than ever ; when A&emon was laughing fit to 
split his sides ; when Mr. Betts, intensely interested 
and enthusiastic, had, as blind man, walked bang in- 
to the fire and burnt himself, under the belief, Dora 
wickedly suggested, that Miss Lee was up the chim- 
ney ; then Miss Lee herself proposed that they — 
with a view to rest and quiet themselves before sup- 
per and snap-dragon — should have a game of hide- 
and-seek all over the house. It was voted by accla- 
mation ; and, during the acclamations, one of the 
junior Silcotes, who are practically out of this story, 
fell down stairs, with such a thumping of his soft 
body on the stair-carpet, such a rattling of the nearly 
equally soft head of him against the banisters, and 
such a clatter of loose stair-rods which he brought 
after him in the catastrophe, then they were all quiet 
for nearly five seconds, until his fi*antic father had 
dashed down, and found him lying in the hall un- 
hurt, under the impression that he had distinguished 
himself, and done the thing of the evening ! Then 
they began their hide-and-seek. 

Mi". Betts hid first; but Dora contemptuously 
walked up to him, and took him from behind the 
scullery door. Then Reginald hid, and with amaz- 
ing dexterity got home into the front parlor thi-ough 
the fblding-doors which connected that room with 
his father's study, which was the back parlor on the 
first floor (perpend it for yourselves in a twelve- 
roomed house ; you will find it come right, for I saw 
it. I might describe the spreading of bread and 
butter, or the baking of cakes, but I must not dwell 
on a game of hide-and-seek V After this, Dora had 
hid, but Dempster the pupil had found her, and the 
rest of them found that Dora had lost her temper. 
A rude boy, I fear, that Dempster, though neither 
of them said anything about it afterwards. Perhaps 
an iU-achieved kiss may be worth a sound box on 
the ears, and a week's sulks. That is a matter in 
which only the first parties are concerned. Then, 
when confusion and fun were rapidly growing into 
mad hurly-burly, it became Miss Lee's turn to hide. 

At this time, also, it became Arthur Silcote's turn 
— after having preached for, and also dined with, a 
BaUiol man in the neighborhood — to step across to 
his brother to see how ho was getting on, to knock 
at the door, to be admitted instantly by a grinning 
maid-servant, and, on inquiring about the noise in 
the house, to be told, by that confused and delighted 
young person, that they were playing at blind-man's- 
buff, and that his niece. Miss Dora, was at that same 
moment hiding behind the study curtains. 

I dread going on. I am afiraid of telling the awful 
catastrophe which followed. It is very dreadful, 
but there is not a bit of harm in it, and it might 
happen to any one to-morrow. Arthur knew the 
way perfectly well ; and he, the preux chevaHer of 
Balliol, the man who was considered a perfect prig 
about women among men quite as particular as he, 
l^eix and there, bc^ernxkg im^ SX 7i«i^ Vua UUle nlfice 
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Dora, lagged out Miss Lee from behind the curtain, 
kissed her, called her his dear little pyaay^ and then, 
putting his two hands behind her waist, jumjped her 
towards the door, just as Dora and the whole partv 
came in with a candle, Dora saying, "Don't tell 
me ; I know she is here." She was indeed. And 
80 was her uncle. 



CHAPTER XII. 

TWO HORB GUESTS. 

"Nec coram," &c. Let us not follow out the 
details of a great catastrophe till it becomes famil- 
iar and ridiculous. Honest Jules Janin gave us a 
lesson about that years ago in his Fenime GuU- 
lolineej by which lesson no one seems to have prof- 
ited, any more than from Horace's Ara Poeticay the 
seven years' clause of which he violated twice a year 
at the least. 

The most awfUl part of the accident remained a 
profound secret All that the astonished Dora atA 
the rest of the children saw, was that Miss Lee and 
her uncle were alone together in the dark, and that 
they were both the color of that ros^iwhich she 
knew at Silcotes as " General Jacquemfnot" Dora 
said little, but thought the more : all she said was, 
« Why, you are all in the dark here. Uncle, how 
did you get in?" After which they all went up 
stairs, the younger ones shouting all together to theur 
father and grandfather, how they had found Miss 
Lee and Uncle Archy alone in the dark in the study. 
Miss Lee was not present, and Algernon rallied his 
brother right pleasantly. Archy replied that it was 
an accident, but so very awkwardly, that Algernon, 
little .conscious of the magnitude of the disaster, 
thought how very shy about women university life 
"was apt to make men otherwise perfectly self-pos- 



When Miss Lee reappeared at the suppeivtable, 
leading in the two youngest children, the blushes 
had blazed out of her beautiful cheeks. She was 
nicely dressed, in a well-cut, quiet dress ; not that it 
"was of much consequence to such radiant beauty as 
hers (as Dr. Holmes so prettily says, anything almost 
will do to cover young and graceful curves). The 
hair was banded up, and nothing was left of the late 
disorder. In the expression of her face, her atti- 
tudes, and her air, she combined the dignified hu- 
mility of the governess with the melancholy pride 
of the gentlewoman of fallen fortunes ; the modesty 
of extreme youth, with the consciousness of a beauty 
which in her humble circumstances was a vexatious 
annoyance to her, and with which she would gladly 
have dispensed. Nothing was ever better done. 
The worst of it was, that it was thrown away on 
every one except Dora, whose eyes grew wider with 
wonder while she looked and remembered the in- 
discretions of the morning walk. " You would not 
come in at the beginning of the second lesson, if he 
was reading prayers, my lady," said that shrewd 
young person to herself. 

But all this exquisite moral ** get up " was lost on 
Arthur for a time. He did not even notice the 
courtesy and look with which she greeted him : an 
inclination made with dropped eyelids, which ex- 
pressed humility, dignity, and a forgiving sense of 
injury receiyed (for she knew well enough that he 
liad' complained of her being noisy : secrets are not 
lone kept in a house so untidy as that of Alger- 
lunrj)* Be aerer looked at her. He had not seen 



her for some time, and had never observed her 
closely, being very shy of looking at women. He 
now regarded her as an objectionable and fiist-going 
person, in who^-e power he had put himself utterly ; 
whom, by a homble combination of evil stars and 
evil influences, he had kissed in the dark, called his 

Eussy, and jumped up and down. If she would only 
ave comjJained to Algy, he could have apologized 
and explained, but she. would n't. As a gentieman 
he had to keep the dreadful secret, and ne almost 
hated her. 

I should be inclined to say that it was very diffi- 
cult to hate anything really beautiful and good very 
long, if the aforementioned good and beautiful thing 
gives you anything like an opportunity of appre- 
ciating and adminng it. Miss Lee gave Arthur 
every opportunity of admiring and appreciating her, 
though Arthur upset her arrangements by not look- 
ing at her. Dora looked at her, however, even be- 
fore supper, and looked at her so long, and with 
such an expression of wonder in her face, that Mr. 
Betts asked her what she was gazing at She re- 
plied, " At Miss Lee," and Miss Lee heard her. 

'^ Why are you looking at Miss Lee so strong, 
dear?" 

" I was wondering whether she had been hurt on 
the slide this morning," answered Dora. 

" If I had been, my love," answered Miss Lee, " I 
should have gone to bed." 

There was such an awkward emphasis on the 
word bed that Dora felt that she was not quite Miss 
Lee's mateh yet, and had better hold her tongue. 
For there was no appeal against Miss L^e, in that 
house ; and Miss Lee, in her position as 'governess, 
could send anybody to bed in five minutes. Dora, 
although in opposition to her governess, as a true 
British young lady is bound to he^ had sense enough 
to hold her tongue and let things drive. " So you 
are. going to set your cap at Uncle Arthur, are vou, 
my lady ? " she said to herself. ** Good gracious, 
goodness me, how fine we are getting all of a sud- 
den 1 Yes, indeed I O, quite sol Bed majr be bed, 
my ladv, but I have seen the last of French irregular 
verbs for some time, I fancy ; unless I am a bom 
fool, which I ain't ; no, nor I won't be kept in over 
my colloquial French either, after thb; and she 
trampolinmg away to Hampstead with the children, 
and Dempster, and riding donkeys, because I said, 
*I1 vapluvoir.*" 

Dora was rebellious against Miss Lee, although 
they were the best friends in the world. 

They had just sat down to supper when a new 
guest arrived. 

A gallant-looking youth, with good features and 
fine, bold, intelligent eyes, dressed in a quiet but 
very becoming uniform. He stood behind Alger- 
non's chair, waiting for recognition ; and Dora saw 
him first, and called attention to him. 

" My dear bojr," said Algernon, turning kindly on 
him, ** I had given you up. How late you are. 
You have lost all the fun, and we have had such a 
merry day. Come and sit by me. What made you 
so late?" 

"We had antiiem in chapel, this afternoon,— 
Purcell's. And the third master, Hicks, asked me, 
as a favor, to stay and help, and we always do any- 
thing for him. So I came by the six o'clock train." 

" Well, here you are at last ; make yourself as 
happy ajs you may. Sit bealda \afc. Yaw$^^ ^m^ 
boy, this ia t\ift n^^ ^eVwMv^^o^ "V \f^^ ^^^ ^« ^'^^ 
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Be^nald lodted for one moment at Dora, but Do- 
ra wa« ready for his teleppraph, and left looking at 
the new-comer, and nodded twice or thrice shortlpr 
and rapidly at Reginald. The nod said emphaU- 
caUy, ** He '11 do" : and Reginald went and sat be- 
side him. DoftL, the open-eyed, watched them. At 
first Reginald was a little shy, but soon, as far as she 
could see — for she could not hear — the stronger, 
older, and handsomer boy won him over by kindli- 
ness of talk. Dora looked until Reginald took out 
his bran-new knife, and showed it to the strange 
boy. Then she said, "27/a/ *s all right Now let 's 
see how you two other little people are getting on." 
The two people, whom she called *^ the two other lit- 
tle i)eople,'' were not getting on at alL Her uncle 
and Miss Lee were at opposite sides of the table, and 
were not looking at one anodier. " If he were her 
director, I wonder if she would confess about the 
sUde," thought Dora, and immediately found herself 
thinking about her dear grandimpa. Cynical snap- 
ping is very easy, and very soon caught. 

But Dora found that youth, ^ood-humor, and in- 
nocence were very pleasant things to contemplate, 
and so she looked at die two boys a<rain, and her hon- 
est heart was satisfied. They had c;ot their heads 
together now, and Reginald had got his peg-top and 
his string, and his dibbs and agate taws, out all 
round his plate of plum-pudding, and was showing 
them to the big boy in the uniform, who seemed to 
possess none of these treasures. 

" He is poorer than Reggy," she said, " and how 
gentle and pleasant he looks ! I like that boy." 

And indeed he looked very likable indeed, in his 
quiet, mjinly dress, and his whole face beaming with 
kindliness and pleasure. 

There was some pleasant discussion about one of 
the large agate marbles, and the two boys appealed 
to Algernon, who sat radiant beside them. Reginald 
stretched across the strange lad, and pushed him 
against his father, so that his curly head was almost 
against Algernon's face. At the same moment a 
great brown hand was twisted gently into the lad's 
curls, and his heaii was pulled back until the owner 
of the hand could look down into the boy's face. 
At which time a loud, pleasant voice said, — 

" Out of the way, curly-wig, and let us have a 
chance at your father. Algy, my dear old cock, 
how are you ? " 

There was a general rising and confusion. All 
lorts of notes composed the harmony which followed ; 
but, from Mr. Betts's contented growl of "The 
Captain, by jingo ! " down to the shriek of the small- 
est child from Miss Lee's kind arms, " Uncle Tom, 
what have you brought us!" the notes, discordant 
in sound, were the same in sentiment They meant 
enthusiastic welcome to the ne'er-do-well and ne'er- 
to-do-better Captain Tom Silcote of Silcotes. 

Algy was very much affected and touched. He 
never cried, even in his most pathetic sermon ; but 
he had to stop sometimes, and he stopped now. 
When he had done stopping he said, — 

" My dearest Tom ! This is kind." 

" 1 don't see it Archv, boy, he says it 's kind of 
me to come and cet such a welcome as this. How 
are you, Betts ? Miss Lee, my dear creature, you 
look — aU right, Algy — Miss Lee, you look, you 
look — I don't know what the deuce you don't look 
like. There — there *s no harm in that Out of the 
way, you handsome young monkey, and let me get 
near your father." 

" That 18 not my boy^ Tom: that is a Mend of 



" Then * not my boy, Tom, but a friend of h'.:gt 
gy's,' slope, and make love to Dora, if the youn^ 
pepper-box will let you. Any way, give me this 
chair. The room smells of turkey ; have it fetched 
back, Algy, I am as hungry as a hunter. Betts, is 
there a good glass of sherry in the house ? Hold 
your tongue, Algy, — what do you know about good 
sherry ? See how wise old Betts looks all of a sud- 
den. Six fingers is sixty ! Nonsense, man ; is your 
aunt Jane dead ? A Christmas treat ? All nght I 
let 's have a glass, then. Betts, old fellow, I want 
to talk to you on business. Archy, how are you and 
the other prigs getting on at Oxford ? " 

Arthur was not in good-humor with his brother. 
As fellow and tutor of Balliol, he had to do with 
fast men at that college, such as there were. As a 

{)ro-proctor, who was taking a somewhat peculiar 
ine m the university, he had to do with fast men of 
other colleges, — very fast men ; men who could not 
be tolerated at Balliol for half a term. But his broth- 
er Tom was faster tlian any of them. Arthur had to 
do with many cases of fast lads. The last was that 
of a servitor at Christ Church, who had been hunt- 
ing in pink, and owed £ 500 (a real case). Arthur 
had seen to this lad's affairs, and had compounded 
with his creditors for about eighteen yean* penal 
servitude. I mean that he was to deny himself ev- 
ery luxury and pleasure for some eighteen years, to 
nay off the debts, with the interest on them, which 
he had contracted in one year among wine-mer- 
chants, livery-stable keepers, and grooms. AVhen 
will lads give over belieWng that hunting at five 
pounds a day is the summit of human happiness ? 
When are the dons going to forbid fox-hunting ? 

But this servitor lad was penitent, and promised 
amendment Tom was nothing of the kind. Ar- 
thur had been the agent between his father and his 
eldest brother in the last settlement of Tom's ever- 
lasting debts. He had taken to the Squire a sched- 
ule of Tom's debts, which he knew, by his dawning 
knowledge of the world, to be only a half state- 
ment ; but he had taken it, and asked for payment 
The sum was so fearful — eight thousand pounds — 
that he, brave as he was, knowing that sum was not 
all the reality, was frightened when he presented it 
He did not recover his nerve until the •^quire, in his 
cursing, cursed him as an accomplice. Then anger 
gave him nerve, and he resumed that old ascenden- 
cy over his father which his perfect rectitude had in 
the first instance given him, — feeling at the same 
time like a villain, because he was sure, in his inner- 
most heart, that the schedule of Tom's debts was 
understated. The moment when Silcote the elder 
recovered from his furious indignation sufficiently to 
tell Arthur that he could trust him at all events, was 
probably the most bitter and the most degraded of 
his life. 

The C. C. servitor had told the truth, and had 
been penitent ; not that the penitence of that sort 
of young gentleman is of much use, unless they are 
steadily whipped in by a stronger hand and will. 
His brother Tom, as he knew perfectly, whenever 
he chose to know, had not told the truth, and there 
was not one halfpenny worth of penitence about 
him. So Arthur was in contemptuous variance 
with his brother. Tom's persistent wrong-doing and 
waste of life were to his mind inexplicable and 
hateful; and, moreover, Tom had outstepped an 
arbitrary line which the world lays down, and the 
world was beginning to talk. How long he might 
stay in his present regiment was very doubtful. 

And BO, not caxing Xa Vocik muck «Jt h\a brother, 



SILCOTE OP SILCOTES. 



28 



he looked another way, and the other way hap- 
pened to be Miss Lee's way ; and, as she had her 
eyes turned away, he had courage to look at her : 
and, when he had be?un looking at her, he found 
he could not leave off; she was beyond all he had 
ever dreamed of. This was the creature he had 
complained of as being boisterous, and had — heav- 
ens I that would n't do to think about She was 
sitting quite alone, and no one was speaking to her ; 
every one was busy round his brother. What could 
a gentleman do but go across and speak to a lady 
under such circumstances? Was she unconscious 
of his approach ? If so, why was her heart drum- 
ming away such a triumphant tune ? But, at all 
events, her air was one of extreme unconsciousness, 
when, with a sudden start as he spoke, she turned 
her wondering, lovely face on his. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

ST. MARY'S BY THE CITY. 

St. Mary's Hospital was founded much about 
the same time as Christ's Hospital, was nearly as 
rich as that very noble institution, and in some re- 
spects closely resembled it. Like Christ's Hospital, 
it was hemmed in to the ^eat city, and the boys 
wore a miserable and ridiculous dress. Here the 
resemblance between that noble institution and St. 
Mary's ceased altogether. St Mary's had copied 
its faults, but none of its excellences ; at all events, 
results seemed to prove so. Christ's Hospital has, 
I think, six hundred boys ; St. Mary's, with nearlv 
the same wealth, has one hundred and ninety odd. 
Christ's Hospital has turned out and turns out every 
year, some very noble men. St Mary's never turned 
out anything, not even — forgive the pun — a good 
many boys who had much better have been turned 
out 

Some little mistake in the founder's will had be- 
gun the ruin of this place. Lands had been left in 
Essex, Northumberland, and Cornwall for its main- 
tenance, from which the master was to receive £50 
a year, and eight fellows £20 a year each, that they 
might educate in the fear of God, grammar, plain- 
song, and the use of organs, and also maintain, free 
of cost, any boys that might be recommended to 
them by any future benefactors of the hospital. 
But, out of the surplus funds of the hospital, twelve 
bojrs were annually to be apprenticed to trades, or, 
if they seemed to have gifls, to be sent to* the uni- 
versities of Oxford or Cambridge. Moreover, each 
year, the two best scholars were to be sent, the one 
to St. Paul's, Oxford, the other to St Dominic's at 
Cambridge, at which colleges funds had been pro- 
vided for their maintenance. 

A foolish, rambling, kindly bequest Let us see 
very shortly how it was acted on. 

The first thing to notice is, that the institution 
became richer year by year, until its wealth was 
mgantic. As years rolled on, the wild, bleak, hungir 
farms in Cornwall, where rent had been so difficult 
to collect, came to turn out their tons upon tons of 
tin, and the Northumberland estates vomited up 
their tons of coal in rivalry. The Lincolnshire es- 
tates now almost equalled m wealth the two others 
put toother. The spire of Fenton Magna, one of 
the livings which came into their gifl at the Refor- 
mation, which once gathered tithe from a little east- 
erly knot of poor fimns, and dominated a great sallr 
-water-rumed tract, apreading easterly to the sea \ 



now looked on broad rich fen lands as £ur as the eye 
could reach, and ^thered its tithe firom eight thou* 
sand acres of the richest and best-farmed land in the 
world, instead of from eight hundred of the poorest 
and worst-farmed. They were as rich as Christ 
Church, and had eight good livings' in their gift. 
Let us see how they used their wesuth. 

They were bound to receive, and to maintain any 
boy nominated by any future benefactor of the hos- 
pital. This was an awkward clause, because any 
one might have claimed to maintain a boy for a 
guinea. Illegally, but perhaps reasonably, they in- 
stituted an onier of governors ; any man giving them 
a hundred pounds down was to be a life governor ; 
if they had been less wealthy, one could have ex- 
cused them from this precaution. With regard to 
the twelve boys to be •apprenticed or sent to the 
universitv, they read that clause liberally, and ap- 
prenticed the whole lot of them. With regard to 
the two scholars that were to be sent to St Paul's 
and St. Dominic's, why, they carried out their found- 
er's will, and sent them there ; and the funds left 
for their provision had increased in much the same 
proportion as their own, so that these young gentle- 
men had as little to complain of as the master and 
fellows of St. Mary's. The rest of the money they 
put into their own pockets, without fear of royal 
commissioners. 

Who came, however. Granby Dixon was the 
man who did the business ostensibly, but Arthur 
Silcote, Granby Dixon's old Balliol friend, was the 
real mover in the matter, and when he moved he 
did so with a will. The thing was commissioned, 
looked into, and abolished. It was worse than 
Dulwich. The commissioners had no difficultjr what- 
ever, the matter was too shameful ; they, having ar- 
ranged the financial matters, made their cong^ to 
the masters, fellows, and governors, saying at the 
same time, through their chairman, that they left 
the rest to the governors; whose authority had 
been so long respected, now that it could not be 
resisted. 

Our little friend, James, had been nearly a year 
at the school, and was beginning to get used to it, 
if not to like it This place was warm, there was 
always enough to eat here, and the people were 
kind. No putting on of hard boots on fix)zen feet 
here. No dinners of dry crusts, no battling with 
hail, snow, or long, dull, driving southwesterly rain. 
In this place kind and strong hands had conquered 
Nature, so that the young and the feeble might rest 
from the lower strife to prepare themselves for the 
higher one. Still, Nature had not always been un- 
kind to him ; she had sometimes her tender, gentle 
moods. There had been long, cloudless days, with 
the blue unstained, fix)m sunrise to sunset; there 
had been deep hazel-copses of mreen and gold ; and 
long shallows over silver gravel where one lay and 
rolled, seeing the spotted fish scud by under t;he 
quivering water: as well as there had been wild 
days when one had to drag one's weaiy limbs over 
clay fallows. These better moods of Nature he 
missed in his brick prison. He had now been there 
eight months, spending holida3rs and all there, and his 
ear wearied at the roar of the surrounding city, which 
had never ceased, night or day, all that weary time. 

He had leave on certain saints' days to wander in 
that city, and he had made one or two efforts to 
pierce the surrounding network. ^1 Vs^Ob. "asv^ '^'^ 
tar, and ee\. \;o V^v^ ^ioxjcoferj ^^^^ \stf5«^- ^^^."^ ^Sk 
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ditions. Sleeping on his cherished purpose, he 
awoke full of eagerness to carry it out, and started 
southward as soon as the gates were opened, on a 
bright summer's morning. Uis object was to reach 
a certain " Peerless Pool," which existed, and still I 
think exists, behind Lambeth, of which a boy, a 
friend of his, had told him ; to bathe there, and re- 
turn. He had plenty of money, — threepence, — and 
the distance could scarcely be more than four miles. 
The thing promised well, but it ended in complete 
disappointment. The boys in the immediate neigh- 
borhood had got used to the absurd and hideous 
green baize petticoats in which the St Mary's boys 
were clothed, and knew that to bully a solitary one 
was to have the whole swarm about your ears ; but 
as he got farther afield his clothes attracted still 
more attention, until at last advance became impos- 
sible. They would have no boys in green baize 
petticoats there. He was a boy who would fight, 
as we have seen before, but you can't fight an enemy 
numbering hundreds, in detail, one down another 
on. He lost nerve and ran at last, and was as a 
matter of course pursued; he managed at last to 
lose his pursuers, and himself also, in a maze of lit- 
tle streets ; and by eleven o'clock he was back at 
the school, panting and wearied, with the hot tears 
of grief and indignation ready to break out when 
the time should come. 

Tears did not come at first ; anger and pride kept 
his eyes dry for a time ; but a turn or two in soli- 
tude through the desolate whitewashed corridors, 
and the more desolate dormitories, threw the self 
which had asserted and forgotten itself in the cruelty 
and turmoil of the streets back upon self once more. 
And self sent back to self means utter isolation and 
hopeless misery. In children it produces a wild 
hysterical passion of tears, which rends the body 
until it deadens the sense of desolation in the 
mind ; with grown men who cannot weep it is 
less mercifuL Are there not suicides and madmen ? 

James, poor lad, after having failed utterly and 
miserably in his long-cherished expedition, — after 
having, m spite of his valor, been pummelled, beat- 
en, and forced to fly to the only homo he knew now, 
-~ made more miserable by the sight of those empty 
corridors and dormitories, went out into the wide, 
hot main quadrangle, and did what nature told him 
to do, — cried himself to sleep against the pump. 
The pump was close to the board-room window, and 
there was a board to-day ; but it was as good a 
place as another. 

He fell asleep, and he had a dream, very much 
like other dreams ; that is to say, a perfect farrago 
of nonsense. Every one he had ever known in ms 
life — and a few more, such as Bobinson Crusoe, 
the Sleeping Girl of Trumpington, the late Mrs. 
Shipton, Grovemor Pic ton, Richard the Third, and 
Julia Mannering, whom he had only known from 
books — were allassembled at Silcotes, none of them 
either doing or saying in the least what they ought 
or what they wanted. 

The only point in common which they had, from 
Bobinson Crusoe to the steward's-room boy, was 
that the^ were all waiting for Dark Squire Silcote. 
He put in an appearance at last, but in that un- 
sati^actory way common to dreams. He never 
really appearea : he only spoke, in an awful voice, 
at the sound of which every one bolted, and the 
boy awoke. What the Dark Squire said was, " Sir 
Hugh Brockliss is a fool, an ass, and a prig. If you 
^t to work breeding fools, you must succeed sooner 
orJater, The BroSdisses have been fools since the 



Conquest, and they married his father to Lady 
Emily Llywellyn, and the Llywellyns have been 
fools since the FalL Lady Eve Llywellyn was the 
woman who did the original mischief with the ser- 
pent I have seen their pedigree at Glyn Dwr. 
The man can't help being an ass, but I never was 
beaten by horse or donkey yet You had best 
look for that boy, Archy ; it is a kind thing to 
do. Mr. Betts, we will not be beaten by these 
idiots. Now, if you will fulfil your promise, and 
guide me to Lombard Street, I ^all be obUged." 

A dream and no dream. The boy had been hear- 
ing in his dog's-sleep the voice of Silcote, growling 
away in the committee-room for above half an hour, 
and his dream had fashioned itself accordingly. He 
awoke to see Silcote, whose figure he knew well, 
walking away across the hot, empty quadrangle, with 
a seedy, fat-looking old gentleman, — to see Sir Hugh 
Brockliss, whom he also knew well by sight as a 
governor, standing in the board-room doorway and 
scowling after him ; and to find Arthur Silcote bend- 
ing over him, smiling. 

*' You little pea in a drum," he said, " I was com- 
ing to look for you. You and I are gtHng out for 
a grand holiday together. Boy, you have been 
crying 1 Have they been ill-using you ? Tell me 
the truth, without fear, now." 

James told the truth. Every one about the hos- 
pital was most kind to him. But ho told the story 
of his projected expedition, and its failure in con- 
sequence of his clothes. 

Arthur set his teeth and stamped his foot " We 
are going to change all that, boy," he said, ** if the 
idiots will let us. And Sir Hugh Brockliss tidks 
about the associations of the place. Come on, my 
child. Wash your face, and let you and me go down 
among the ships. We will mend all this for you, 
boy, and mend it soon, I hope. Leave that alone, 
and come with me." 

In half an hour Arthur Silcote had his boy down 
among the ships at the East India Docks. And, 
if you ever have a boy thrown on your hands, 
and if that boy finds himself bored by being taken 
down the river and shown the ships, why, don't un- 
dertake that boy again, for he is not worth the 
trouble. 

James, aftier his morning's failure, passed aft^r all 
the golden day of his life. Arthur began by pity- 
ing uie poor little pea in the drum, and gave him a 
treat as a matter of duty. As a general rule, a man 
when he goes down the river does not choose a boy 
in green baize petticoats for his companion. Arthur 
took the boy as a mere matter of duty and kindli- 
ness ; but, before they had got far on their voyage, 
he found that he was not doomed by any means to 
pass the most unpleasant day in his life. The bov 
was such a queer boy. He was so strangely well 
read, and yet so unutterably ignorant about the vis- 
ible outside of things. The boy's general floating 
information was absurdly great When he found 
himself fairly under Arthur's protection, and, hav- 
ing forgotten about his ridiculous dress, got confi- 
dential, he puzzled Arthur in fifty ways. 

There were meetings of the board of governors 
twice a week now, and the attendance at them 
grew more numerous, and the debates more animat- 
ed. He soon began to understand the matter. 

Arthur Silcote had taken it into his head that the 
school should be moved into the country, and that 
their hideous dress should be replaced by a neat uni- 
form and lighter shoes in which they could play. 
The wldole &ng iruft no \ii\i&m«9a ^ \)^ \ \)k!^ ^^ m 
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no way connected unth the school ; but he wished 
it done, and, consequently, intended to do it, and, 
consequently, did it Granby Dixon was no good 
here ; further reforms were left to the governors, of 
whom he knew only two, — his father Silcote, and 
old Betts, his brother's fitther-in-law, — a very poor 
team to start with for accomplishing such a great 
revolution. Yet they were two very good trumps. 
Betts had become a governor in the time of his 

Erosperity, and was a governor still, and would fight 
)vally to ihe death for anything bearing the name 
of Silcote. He was safe, and moreover was as able 
a vestry debater as could easily be found. Then 
his father 1 How to arouse his persistent bull-dog 
obstinacy and ill-temper in the cause was for a few 
days a question. He had sufficient influence over 
his father to make him move in the matter ; but it 
required something more than his influence to arouse 
him firom so many jears of laziness and selfishness, 
and make him persist An old fend, about a worth- 
less piece of covert, was the weapon he found in his 
hand after a few days' consideration. Sir Hugh 
Brockliss had crossed his father and gone to law 
with him on this piece of copse. If there was a man 
more than another whom his father hated, it was 
Sir Hugh Brockliss. Sir Hugh was a Tory, another 
^at point ; and Sir Hugh had declared for keep- 
ing the school where it was, and the dress as it was, 
on the grounds of the associations of the place. 
Arthur had only to go down to Silcotes, and point 
out these facts to his father, when his father arose 
in a white heat of rage, and committed himself to 
the question of moving the school and altering the 
dress, as long as breath was in his body. He cared 
nothing about it But anger and personal spleen 
made him undertake a purpose, and stick to it with 
the utmost tenacity until it was carried ; while prin- 
ciple never would have moved him. 

Arthur knew perfectly well that, by holding the 
red rag of Sir Hugh Brockliss before his father's 
face, he would arouse all the bull-like pugnacity in 
his father's nature, and get all his fiither's barriste- 
rial ability, and his unequalled powers of debate at 
his back. Was he justified in arousing that long- 
8leej)ing volcano of shrewd logical scorn ; in caO- 
ing into activity the very worst part of his father's 
character, — ^'ealous, suspicious hatred of every one 
who crossed mm, — even in such a good cause as this ? 
Why, no. But he did it without flinching. This 
thing had to be done, and therefore must be done, 
nuickly and cheaply, and with the handiest materials. 
What a narrow young Buonaparte it was at this 
time 1 

" His father's own son," said the Princess once, 
little dreaming in her foolish head that she was, un- 
consciously of course, speaking the truth. 

They had their will. Sir Hugh Brockliss left off 
attending the board. Silcote's powers of logical 
scorn, which in old times had promised to put him 
at the head of one branch of his profession, were too 
much for the honest, kindly country baronet He 
wrote a letter to the board, which he and his wife 
considered to be rather withering than otherwise. 
He deeply depl(»red that certain circumstances — he 
regretted to say, that his duty as an English gentle- 
man constrained him to admit — of a personal na- 
taie prevented his sitting at that board again. When 
he said, as he did with his hand on his heart, that 
that board, in its collective capacity, was as intelli- 
gent and as gentlemanlike a body of men as he ever 
hoped to meet^ be made one exception, — he regret- 
tad to Kty an individiud one. He would not name 



any names whatever. He would not point the fin- 
ger of scorn in any direction ; but he put it to that 
board, whether, after the langua^ he had received 
fi'om an individual member of that board on Tues- 
day last, he could, with anv sense of decency, fur- 
ther assist at their councils. Of that individual 
member he had no more to say. To that individual 
member, if he ever spoke to nim i^n (a pleasure, 
he was bonnd to add, which he and Lady Brockliss 
had determined to forego), he should say that the 
term " pig-headed," although ostensibly applied to a 
political party, may be uttered with such mstinctnesB 
of emphasis that it became personal 

This was Sir Hu^ Brockliss's reply to Silcote's 
really fine irony. But they would not have won 
their game still, if it had not been for old Betts. 

A row between terrible old Silcote and pompous, 
honest old Sir Hugh was very good fan ; but it was 
not business. They represented the sentimental 
part of the affair ; and, among a board of Philis- 
tine governors, most people will allow that senti- 
ment does not go for much. The Philistines were 
perfectly ready to clothe the boys decently ; but the 
moving of the school into the country was quite an- 
other matter ; it meant money. 

Here old Betts came out nobly, backing the 
Squire with endless bundles of papers, which, egged 
on by Arthur, he had been secretly preparing ; and 
endless rows of figures, calculations of rent, the 
price of land in the city, the price of land thirty 
miles fix)m town. The figures were undeniable; 
the gain was very considerable to the institution. 
Over and above the cost of a poor tract of land in 
a romantic situation which they bought, they found 
they had a very large buildin^fund in hand. A 
clever architect was secured, with orders to r€pr(h 
duce the school-building. In a year it was done, 
and, now that the beautifiil mediaeval building was 
removed from the crowded houses of the city, one 
could see how really beautifiil the orie^al design was. 

At length there came the last hofidavs in the old 
place, and then the very last morning there. James 
was a^gain alone at school, and awoke in the empty 
dormitory at daybreak. It was indeed the dawmng 
of a new day and a new life for him. 



CHAPTEB XIV. 

ST. MABT*8 BT THB LAKB. 

The new clothes which lay at his bedside, into 
which he put himself with the utmost rapidity, were 
the first thing which attracted him on this very 
memorable morning. He had never been dressed 
becomingly before ; from a smock frock and heavy, 
ill-fitting boots he had passed to hideous and ridic- 
ulous green baize petticoats, with ill-fitting brass 
lacheted shoes, made of the worst leather ; three 
sizes among two hundred boys. Now he found him- 
self standing alone in the deserted dormitory, in a 
short pilot iacket, with gold buttons, well cut shep- 
herd's-plaid trousers, nicely made shoes, fit to ran a 
race in, and a pretty cap, with S. M. H. in gold on 
the forehead. He did not know that he was hand- 
some, and that he looked attractive in his new 
dress. He had no idea of that He only knew 
that the old hideous nightmare of the green baize 
petticoats was gone forever, and t^'&.\>\^<^^ \ife ^"cs^S^ 
walk the str^^Xa wSSmwlX. \icvTk!^ %s3l ^^^sbj^ ^ ^rsstbl 
andxi^c\x\eU>oV\icr\»^, '^^ ^^^^^'^V^'^JSTJ^ 
, vai only za olYiet )doi%^«»,«b^ ^^^^^ ifcSQtwJw ^ 



«8 



SILCOTE OF SILCOTES. 



attention ; tlie fact was, tliat from an object of con^ 
tempt he had passed into being an object of envy. 
His intense pleasure at the transformation made 
liim blush several times, and his intense modesty 
made him hesitate for a lon^ time before he went 
down to the lodge. But, casting a parting look — 
with a somewhat regretful face after all, mind you 
— on the old whitewashed walls, and on the green 
bsuze petticoats and heav}* shoes, which lay in a 
heap on the floor, he went down the stairs, and out 
into the gravelled quadrangle, whose western pin- 
nacles — after doing duty, more or less faithfully, for 
four hundred years, condemned as old materials — 
were just lit up by the sun of the summer's morn- 
ing. 

Will you follow me through the brightest day in 
the life of a* very good fellow, take him all in all ? 
If you will, read ; if you would rather not, skip. 
I wish to please you, but you do not know how dif- 
ficult you are to please. 

Nearly all the servants of the college had been 
sent on before, to get in order and arrange the new 
building, which was now, having had the March 
wind through it, pronounced to be dry and fit for 
the reception of pupils, and the working people 
necessary for their instruction in the fear of God, 
grammar, and plainson^. James was the only boy 
80 utterly firiendless and lonely as to be left up for 
the midsummer holidays, and he was to travel down 
with Berry, the old porter, and formally to take pos- 
session of the new building, in the name of the 
Society of the Hospital of the Blessed Virgin. 

James and old Berry were great cronies. They 
sfjuabbled at times, for James's vivacity now and 
ihcu took the form of piratical, irritating mischief. 
But any boy who had broken a window in James's 
company was comfortably assured of one thing, that 
old Berry would never report James. AVhat was 
deliberation on the part of any other boy was mere 
accident in James's case. The master who had the 
care of such little logic as they learnt had remarked 
mice ironically, that Sugden's accidents appeared 
fipom their fi^equent recurrence to be inseparable, 
and might be more correctly described as qualities ; 
but what third master, let him have expended a 
thousand pounds on his education, can ever hold his 
own against the porter ? It is Seely against Pack- 
ington. The porter wins, and James was never for- 
mally reported. 

" Hi ! " said old Berry, as James came into the 
lodge for his breakfast ; " we are fine. How nice the 
boy looks though. You look the gentleman all over." 

'* I am a gentleman, ain't I ? " said James. 

" Not you," said Ben Berry. " If you had been 
you 'd have been reported times out of mind. You 
're no gentleman. Where 's your old things ? " 

" In the dormitory." 

" Fetch *em along." 

«WhyV* 

" To keep 'em by you, to remind you that fine 
feathers don't make fine birds. I ain't been con- 
sulted about this new move myself; if I had been, 
I should have gone agin it most likely. Still, I likes 
the look on it pretty well this morning. But fetch 
they old things along, James Sugden, as was shep- 
hera's boy. If you ever forget what you was, and 
foiget the mother that has been ^ing up and down 
in firont of these gates many a time when you have 
been at football or marbles, I '11 report you for the 
next window as sure as you are bom." 

^^Mr mother ? " said James. 
^^AA/ jroar mother I " smd Ben Berry. "But 



what the odds about she ? Leastways now. Yoa 
and I was always comfortable together, and no man 
can say as I ever reported you. Come, get your 
breakfast, my dear boy. I have always stood your 
friend, James Sugden, and if I spoke strongish just 
now, why I am an old man, and you young ones 
tries us at times. But I never reported you, James, 
and you would n't desert me now." 

'* Desert you, Ben ? I ain't going to desert 
youl" 

" I know you would n't. I know you '11 see me 
through this moving. I ain't moved from here, from 
this lodge, for thirty years; and since then these 
pesky railways have turned up; and I'm afeared 
on 'em. Come, James, see me through to-day. I 
never reported you, and, by Job, if you get me safe 
down tliere, I never will, not if you were to bum 
the place down under my nose. And you might, 
you know ; because, in a mind constituted like yours, 
there 's the elements of as outrageous a young toad 
as I've seen in thirty year. You sleep on that 
warning, my young finend." 

" All right, Ben. / '11 take you down safe enough." 

The passengers by the nine o'clock train from 
Vauxhall coukl not help noticing with extreme in- 
terest the handsome, well-grown boy in the neat 
uniform, who so assiduously led about and attended 
to the fidgety, queer-looking old man in gray. 
Those who were early saw that the pair were friencls, 
for they had half a dozen comical squabbles togeth- 
er, — the old man going the wrong way systemati- 
cally, and growling at everything, and the boy chafi*- 
ing him and laughing at him. They were such a 
quaint, interesting couple ; the joyous brightness and 
ihe brisk laughter of the boy contrasted so prettily 
with the comical, good-humored cynicism of the old 
man, that a certain general, egged on by his wife, 
accostbd them, to find out who they were. 

" What uniform do you wear, my boy, and where 
are you going ? " 

"The uniform of St. IMar/s Hospital, sir, and 
I am going to Basingstoke," for there was no 
shyness or shame now, — that was all left behind 
with the green petticoat And James was so radi- 
ant, so brisk, and so bold on this crystal summer's 
morning, that he woUld have spoken up to tho 
Queen herself. 

" You hapj)y boy," said the General ; " I would, 
but for one thing, change places with you." 

" And what is that tmng, sir ? " said James, with 
perfect innocence. 

The General looked at his wife, and they laughed. 
" Come in the carriage with us, my boy," she said. 

" I should like to," said James ; " I should like to 
go anywhere with him" indicating the General by 
a nod ; " but I have promised to take care of Ben. 
Berry, and we are going third class." 

" He will be all nght," said the General. " Come 
with us, and I will pay the difference." 

" No. I am much obliged to you. I never break 
my promises. Besides, he has been mewed up there 
so long, thirty years and odd, that he would be lost 
without me." 

" How did he get on before he had you to take 
care of him, you very old and sagacious gentle- 
man?" 

" Well enough. Grot from the stool to the gate, 
and from the gate back to the stool, in the most 
perfect manner, for thirty odd years, — I should say, 
as far as I can judge, the most perfect school porter 
that ever lived. But he has got old, and wants a 
proper liead to gmde \nm -^ >r^ &s2^ «^ ^qx£l<& \£k that 
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some day, I suppose. Your offer is very kind, but 
I really must go and look after my friend." 

" Don't be too sharp, little man," said the Gen- 
eral. " What is your name ? " 

"Have 1 been talking too fast, sir?" asked 
James, wistfully. ** I think I am a little beside my- 
self this morning. My name, sir, is James Sugden. 
I was a shepherd boy, and was presented to St. 
Mary's by Squire Silcote of Silcotes, to whom, in the 
main, we owe the new change in the school." 

" Captain Silcote's father," said tMrs. General. 
And her husband added, "A bad family; well, I 
am glad he has been doing some good. He had 
need." 

It was high noon before this queer pair of travel- 
lers arrived at their destination, and after driving 
in a fly ten miles from Basingstoke, saw the dear 
old building, which they had left in London, before 
them again, reproduced perftictly, from tlie dormi- 
tory windows down to the .gargoyles and pinnacles 
of the chapel. Reproduced indeed ; but m what a 
strange way ? What an astounding piece of magic 
was this ! They had left the old building that 
morning in London, hemmed in by ignoble houses 
on Qvery side ; in the hot noon they found it again, 
standing on a lofty promontory, which thrust itself 
out into a beautiful lake. Behin<l the college, and 
to the right of it, the dark Scotch fir woo<l8 rolled 
away, tier beyond tier, the building standing out 
before them like some new-carved toy. In front 
there was the lake, calm under the noonday sun ; 
and all around, shutting out the horizon everywhere, 
rolled the hills, in sheets and scarps of purple bloom- 
ing heather. 

It was a wonderftdly beautiful sight, — those who 
have had the luck to see Mitchet Pond on the Ba- 
singstoke Canal may guess how beautiful. Very few 
people know the great beauty of those desolate 
Hampshire lakes, lying on the Bagshot Sands. 
They have a specialile of their own, from Frimley to 
Sowley, a distance of some seventy miles. All that 
a hopelessly poor soil, inferior forms of vegetation, 
and solitude can do for one, they do. At times 
they are romantic, as at Mitchet, and at this lake of 
Purley ; but all of them, on the hottest summer's 
day, suggest to one wild sweeping winter winds, 
and warm winter ingle-nooks. Tlie sounds of agri- 
cultural life are seldom heard upon their desolate 
margin. The bittern startles some solitary cow in 
its flapping and noisy flight, and the snipe bleats in 
the place of the lamb. 

In this beautiful building, standing where the for- 
est, the lake, and the moorland met, the lad spent a 
long, hot, solitary summer, the happiest of his life. 
The solitude did him little harm, and the freedom 
did him great good. For instance, in his long, 
lonely rambles over the great sea-like expanses of 
heath, from one cape of forest to another, his work 
of the last half came to him with a new meaning. 
Virgil and Horace were not mere puzzles of scan- 
ning, mere wearisome exercises of memory. In 
these long rambles he sometimes repeated the pas- 
sages he knew, from sheer ennui or vacuity ; he be- 
gan to 4nd their meaning, and by degrees to admire 
thern^ and long that school might begin again, and 
that he might know more of them. Of English 
poetry he knew nothing ; that was a later revela- 
tion. He says now, in hLs fanciful way, that the 
.^undoabtcd purity and beauty of his outline comes 
■'k from the &ict that he had not debauched his soul 
inth post clasBical literature until he was nearly 
pifet^^esu ProbaW/ the plain truth is, that he has 



a keen, steady eye, and a keen, steady hand, and 
that the kind, genial soul, which is inside the man, 
acts on the dextrous eye and hand, and reproduces 
itself. If he chooses to assert that correct drawing 
can only be got at by an exclusiye study of the 
classics, let him say sa He is not the first man who 
has talked nonsense about art, and, some of our 
cynical friends may say, certainly not the last. 

Whether she had been cruel or kind, he had al- 
ways feared or admired Nature ; but the fantastic, 
broken prettiness of Berkshire had puzzled and con- 
fused him. A kaleidoscope is one thing : a painted 
window by Kaulbach at Cologne is another. In this 
new Paradise he for the first time saw great simple 
outlines, — long lines of forest, long horizons of 
heather, sometimes at his farthcrst point southward 
broken by the square tower of a great cathedral, 
with the sea gleam beyond ; and he essayed to 
draw them, but could not, nor ever could to his 
satisfaction. Amateurs generally begin their brief 
career amidst mountain scenery : a mountain like 
Schehallion or Mount Cervin would set nine men 
out of ten to work to paint it. He had no such 
luck ; he tried to draw the dull, simple lines of the 
Hampshire landscape, as being the first thing which 
he recognized as drawable. He failed so utterly 
that Ben BeiTy, the old porter, refused entirely to 
recognize the landscape on any terms. And so 
James, in spite, late one evening, in the lodge, sit- 
ting, with his shoes and coat off, on the table, drew 
old Ben himself, and did it uncommonly well, — at 
least, so every one said except the new drawing- 
master, who set him on at once at pitchers and 
stiles. 

In time summer flamed into autumn. The beds 
were all made in the new dormitories; the new 
organ was tuned ready for the first day*s service. 
The old masters had dme<l together in the new hall, 
and had sniffed, with intense delight, the sweet air 
of autumn from the Hampshire moors ; and at last 
the boys, wondering and delighted at their new 
dress, and at the strange, beautiful Paradise in 
which they found themselves, had come swarmin^ 
back. James was king among them. He had 
mastered the new situation, and was always after- 
wards referred to about cross-country business. 
He fairly kept the lead he had taken. He had 
learnt to swim during the holidays, and was almost 
the only boy who could swim m'cU. October was 
mild that year ; and on the first day, before the 
whole school, he swam across the lake and back 
again, and became for a time a hero among these 
town-bred boys. It was little enough to do ; they 
could most of them do it the next summer; but it 
gave him a temporary prestige, which was very 
much increased by Squire Silcote sending him a 
couple of sovereigns, when he was advised of this 
wonderlul Leander feiit by a faithful friend of both 
partias. 

" You are now," said this faithful friend — Arthur, 
of BaUiol, who turned up here, as he did every- 
where else, for no assignable reason — " fairly 
launched. While you were dressed i'n those 
wretched petticoats, I could not do you the in- 
justice to introduce you to a certain pleasant 
family, where there are boys and girls of your 
own age. At Christmas you will be asked to my 
brother's house, and will there see a side of life 
which will be perfectly new to you." 

Accordingly he pa\d\iviV\"iss\.\»\i^^^^2fi^K^^^s^ 
and after \\vii CV^Vm^ V^\^.^^ ^^^^-^vS.^ ^^vscx- 
, pan\cd \Am\)afcV \» ^acVioOu 
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CHAPTER XV. 

OABIBALDZ AKD KOSSUTH ARE STARTLED BT THE APPA- 
RITION OF MADAME GEOROET. 

Lea VINO now for a time the fresh and free Eng- 
lish-like atmosphere of Purley Lake, I must ask my 
reader to accompany me into quite a different one : 
into the atmosphere which has been made by the 
collision between European courts and dynastic tra- 
ditions and democracy combined with ^the doc- 
trine of nationalities," — which atmosphere, here in 
England, generally offers itself to the outward senses 
with a scent of se^y broadcloth and bad cigars. 

Who is there among us who has not in liis time 
met a political exile : who is there who has not met 
one whom he has admired, and got to like ? They 
are bores, you say. Certainly their cause is a bore. 
Certainly, at odd times, when one is busy, Polish 
and Hungarian politics are a bore ; and one does 
get sick, when one is otherwise employed, of being 
taken by the button, and having a fresh arrange- 
ment of the map of Europe laid before one in a 
shrill treble, the bass of which consists of a denun- 
ciation of the unutterable wickedness of England, 
for not, with a hundred and forty thousand men, 
hardly collected, and costing a hundred a year 
apiece, overrunning Europe with two million of 
soldiers, and enforcmg at the point of the bayonet 
emancipation of nationalities, and what the Ameri- 
cans call a ** Liberal Platform." The cause was 
always a bore to many of us, even while we loved 
them, for we most of us thought that cause hopeless, 
and they themselves were mclined to be bores; 
though, thank heaven, the Italians, at all events, 
by persistent boring, have got what they wanted. 
And, if you look at it, few great things are done 
without persistency, which means boredom for un- 
interested people. Look at the unjust judge. The 
Tery man whom I shall have the honor to introduce 
to you directly under the nom de guerre of Kriegs- 
thurm said to me, not so very long ago, " Revolu- 
tion ? yes, revolution. Failure once, twice, thrice, 
but always again revolution. The card must turn 
up some day. 

Yet, in spite of their boring us, few of us who 
have known anything of them have not had occa- 
sion to admire their patience, their frugality, and 
their charity towards one another. Necessity had 
first thrown Boginsky the Pole and Count Aurelio 
Frangipanni the Italian together, and now their 
respect and friendship for one another, after seeing 
out so much grinding poverty together, was so great, 
that to injure one was to arouse the dangerous 
anger of both. 

Frangipanni was a tall, slightly built, gentle- 
looking man, with a very long face, a good, xindly 
deliberative eye, and a promment thin nose. He 
was neatly, though shabbily, dressed ; his face was 
carefully shaved all over, and his hair was cropped 
close to his head : his manner was grave, polite, and 
dignified; he was a gentleman at all points. In 
politics he was not a democrat himself, but he used 
to tell you very calmly that he would be willing to 
make an alliance with the very partie d^enfer itself, 
if it could give him a united Italy. 

His beloved Boginsky was a patriot of another 
order: fierce, dark, mysterious plots were the de- 
light of his really kind heart (never, of course, in 
any way involving assassination, — he was an honest 
fellow enough). He was a lean, pale young man, 
cf TBther Jai^ build, without a hair on his deeply- 
jnsrked £ice. As far aa I can remember, at this 



period of time, I should say that he was broad- 
shouldered and athletic. Other things about him 
are more easily remembered ; for instance, the rest- 
less, defiant pair of eyes, which, however, never set 
themselves into a scowl at the worst of times ; and 
the long, thin, delicate, dexterous fingers, almost as 
restless as the eyes. We used to believe that the 
extreme pallor of his complexion arose from a long 
imprisonment in a Russian fortress ; possibly wan^ 
an incessant application to the trade by which he 
got his poor living, that of engraving maps — and 
engraving them, I fear, very badly — had as much 
to do with it as the imprisonment. I have borrowed 
the name Boginsky from the Comtesse de S^gur for 
him. I went to him once about a certain map, and, 
when he told me his real name, and I found out who 
he was, I doubt whether I was ever more startled 
before or since. It was a name which ranked with 
Garibaldi's or Kossuth's at that time. 

I am remembering too much, possibly. Both these 
gentlemen are now prosperous, and, I think, happy. 
Italy is united, and JPoland dead. That Boginsky, 
in his quiet Australian farm, weeps at times for wa 
dead rolonia, one cannot doubt : but she is only a 
memory. No doubt, also, that Frangipanni, I)e- 
putato at Florence, laments his Boginsky ; but the 
world has not behaved very badly to either of them, 
all things considered. 

I must ask your patience while I introduce Kriegs- 
thurm. Kriegsthurm was a large, powerful, and 
now a somewhat fat man, though still strong and 
active. He was a man with a muddy-red com- 
plexion, with a fat jowl, which would never shave 
quite clean ; a brown, short-cut moustache, a square, 
thick nose, heavy brown eyebrows, and two evil, 
steady little eyes. A gross, strong man, who fed 
gluttonously, and ruminated for an hour after meals, 
with his fat knees crossed, and his cunning little 
eyes gleaming into quick intelligence whenever 
there was the least necessity for attention to out- 
ward matters. 

This man got his living ostensibly by keeping a 
lodging-house, generally frequented by distreseed 

Eatriots; he al^ did a little photography, and a 
ttle of a great many other things which we will 
not particularize. Among other things, he was a 
fortune-teller and a subsidizer of spiritual mediums, 
and, somehow, had made a large and very paying 
connection in this line among certain of the upper 
orders. He was a spy and a traitor; but Boginsky 
and Frangipanni believed in him, loved him, and 
trusted him. He was a thoroughgoing revolution- 
ist, and far shrewder than such men as our two 
honest friends before mentioned. And the man had 
the power, strange to say, of holding these simple 
gentlemen in leash. When Frangipanni came back 
to him in '48, naked and wounded, Kriegsthurm 
took him in, and set him up again (let that be men- 
tioned to his credit). " I told you not to go," he 
said. "I told you the pear was not ripe; and I 
married a Jewess, and ought to know. And here 
you are. It will all come m time if you wait for it. 
A man of your mark should not go Strasbourging 
and Boulogning. By the by, his time will come, 
you mark my words. Let Boginsky go, if you like*, 
if he toas knocked on the head, I couM find a dozen 
like him. And, besides, I am not going to have it 
done yet." The man's shrewdness and power were 
undeniable, and Boginsky, who limped in later, was 
obliged to confess that Kriegsthurm deserved well 
of the democracy of Europe. When Garibaldi 
started for SicVly, in. V^QQ, \j;ii& laaa ranged and 
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raged through Leicester Sauare and EentiBh Town, 
aronsing the patriotic. ^ This thing will do, I tell 
you,** he said ; <* the time has come, and the man is 
on the spot I Don't stint yourselves for money now. 
Never mind what you owe me. Let it wait. I 
want the Two Sicilies to begin with. 1 11 let your 
three pound fifteen stand.'' 

^ To this man Kriegsthurm our old Mend S(]|^uire 
Silcote in later times propounded the question: 
^ Whether or no he did not think himself*, on the 
whole, the sreatest scoundrel in Europe ? " Kri^s- 
thurm lauffned in his face so diabolically that Sil- 
cote stood silent and aghast with wonder and 
admiration. 

In this man's house, — a dull, squalid house, in a 
back street in Kentish Town, — on a dull, rainy 
day, Frangipanni and Boginsk^ sat at their work. 
Count Frangipanni was correcting the Italian exer- 
cises of one of his pupils ; Boginsk^r was doing his 
map-work ; and they had sat opposite one another 
for some hours, scarcely speaking, for bread must be 
won somehow. It was a dull, dark, dirty room, 
with what Mrs. Grundy would call a "foreign" 
smell in it ; meaning, I take it, a smell of soup and 
cigars. But at last a neighboring clock struck one, 
and Boginsky cast his eraver, or whatever it was, 
<m the table, and cried out in English, for they 
neither knew well the other's language, — 

" Father Frangipanni, I will work no more before 
dinner ; and dinner is due. Father, if thou dottest 
another t, I will denounce thee. Talk to me. My 
floul is hungry." 

^ I will talk to thee, dear son, when I have fin- 
ished my next paragraph. Canst thou never wait ? " 
They thee'd and thou'd one another ; they thought 
from their experience of other languages that it was 
a proof of familiarity. 

•* Wait ? No, I can never wait. Father, the 
doctors of medicine in France can open veins and 
transfuse blood. Father, let us get here a French 
doctor, and let me have some of your old, cold, 
waiting blood, passed into my veins. For my heart 
18 like a blazin? coal. I want my Mazzini. He 
satisfies my soul. And he is not here, not there, 
not nowhere. Have the assassins caught him? 
Give me my Mazzini, or transfuse to me some of 
your heart's blood, and teach me to wait." 

" Titch me to weet," as he said it. Frangipanni, 
putting away his pens, ink, and paper with his 
usual tidiness, smiled at him. 

" I do not tell you to wait, dear little Pole," he 
said. " I do not tell you to hesitate in any way. 
There is the door, my dear, and outside it you will 
find George Street, Kentish Town, London, England. 
Cry Havoc, my dear, and let slip the dogs of war in 
George Street, hey ? You want a little wild talk, 
my son, and yoiir Mazzini is not handy for you. 
Talk your wild talk out to me, my son, instead of to 
jour Mazzini. Our dear one is safe, no doubt. I 
say to you that your temper is too hot about affairs, 
and the king is not ready. Scold me, dear child." 

The dear child Boginsky took him at his word, 
and scolded with a vengeance. 

" King not ready ? Did ever you hear of a king 
who ever was readv, unless he was pushed on behind 

Sr an overwhelming democracy ? I cry out, from 
e^most depths otmy burning heart, for a democ- 
raqy, and you talk to me of kings. Boll a kin^s 
hfad before the coalized scoun4rels as Danton did. 
Lfet the great heart of every nation speak out in a 
unversal sufirage.'' 
^< Asin FohiDd; hr instance, my child/' said Count 



Frangipanni. " How — knowing, as you do, that 
the peasantry are most naturally bound to the Rus- 
sian side, to the side of order, to the side which will 
give them some sort of peace and security — can 
you talk such nonsense ? Kings are of value, orders 
are of value. All should be utilized in the great 
cause of nationality, with democracy if necessary, 
without democracy if possible. Come, child, no 
more of it Am I not an aristocrat myself? You 
forget your manners, my dear ; and you forget also 
that you are an aristocrat yourself: proscribed, it is 
true, but Louis Napoleon Buonaparte was proscribed 
till the day before yesterday. Nothing can ever 
make you anything but Count Boginsky, you know. 
And you lose yoiur temper over it all, my A)n. You 
entertain personal feuds, and have your reminiscen- 
ces. Now you should copy me in that I have no 
personal feeling towards any one in the world." 

Boffinsky laughed, and, throwing himself back in 
his chair, burst into son^, set hurriedly tp some 
wild, whirling dance music, — and into no despi- 
cable kind of song either ; for he had a fine tenor 
voice, a good knowledge of singing, and w*b besides 
singing very noble words : indeed, there are but few 
better : — 

" I heard last night a little child go singing, 
'Neath Gasa Guidi windows by the church, 
* O beUa HbertA, bella ! * Stringing 
The same words still on notes he went in search 
8o high, for you concluded the upspringing," &c., &o. 

The older man's face flushed up. '^ But I have 
no personal feeling towards any man whatever," he 
said. ^* This is not the time K>r excitement either. 
Be quiet." 

No personal feeling whatever, my dear Count 
Aurelio Frangipanni/ You are quite sure about 
that? You and Boginsky had argued together 
about politics a long time, and you had always 
ended by asserting that you had no personal feeling 
against any one in the world : while our wild young 
^ginsky was for han^ng up half the European 
statesmen in a row. l%e above conversation with 
Boginsky is not very important, and is only a varia- 
tion on a hundred others ; but it ended by proving 
that you had a strong personal feeling agunst one 
man at least. 

For, while they were idly waiting for their dinner 
— Frangipanni having pronounced against singing 
of all kinds, even against Barrett Browning, en- 
grafted on Strauss, and certainly producing revolu- 
tionary fruit — there came a ring at the bell. Then 
there was a conference in the passage; and then 
the draggle-tail servant girl, a shrewd enough little 
Cockney on most occasions, who had shown in more 
princes than one into that parlor in her time, and 
who did the general work of the house, opened the 
door, and said, — 

" If you please, sir, here is the Prince of Castel- 
nuovo." 

The effect of the little Cockney maid's words was 
something fearful to see. The calm middle-aged 
gentleman, Count Frangipanni, without the slight- 
est personal feeling towards any one in the world, 
bounded on his feet, and cried out, "Death and 
fury 1 give me my sword 1 Is he mad to hunt me 
down here ? My sword, Boginsky 1 my sword ! 
Traitor, you are holding me I " And the ferocious 
and sanguinary democrat, who was ready to hang 
up hidf the statesmen in Europe in a row, threw 
himself on his brother ewMi\.,^\A V<^<^\i«sOQaj^^ 
sheer fotc€i, wfui^, ^''^o^ ^o\sl ^^ ^gW \» ^^«*^ ^ 
^ fool of youTOfclf , -jQu^atfyw- XQvx^^>i^<^^» ^ 
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gin at this moment if I was not here to take care of 
you. Sit down in that chair and hold your tongue, 
xou have bitten your mouth in your passion, and 
the blood is running. Suck your lower lip, and 
■wallow the blood. Don't let him see it; and, if 
you possibly can, sit quiet, and let me do the talk- 
ing. 

Count Fran^panni had done what he hated do- 
me beyond most men, — had made a fool of him- 
Beff, and been detected in the act by a rery pretty 
woman. He was standing in the middle of the 
room, towering up in a dignified uttitade, white 
with rage, the .yery veins in his forehead swollen^ 
and CountAygaxsjiLy was still holding him back with 
both hsii^^&ud beg^ng him to be calm; Utien 
there entered to tk^ a very handsome woman in a 
whit» bonnet, a ricli white; lace shawl over a silver- 
gray ..inoir^ antique dress, and delicately fitting 
cr^am-colored gloves, — a monstrous contrast to their 
. shabby squalor, — who l^egan, " I beg a' thousand 
^ pardons," and then Stopped in sheer wonder at the 
f ■ astoundmg appearance of the two men before her. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE PRIKCESR, AFTER AN INEFFECTUAL EFFORT TO COM- 
POSE MATTERS BETWEEN ITALY AND AUSTRIA, HAS A 
LITTLE TABLE-RAPPING. 

Count Fraxgipaxni was the first to recover 
his presence of mind. He advanced, blushing deep- 
ly, towards our old acquaintance the Princess of 
Castelnuovo. Boginsky stood staring open-mouthed, 
utterly taken aback at what one may be. allowed 
to call this "sell," and apparently very much in- 
clined to laugh. 

Fimngipanni took her for a foreiffner, prdbably 
because she was so well dressed, and spoke to her 
in his kind of French. ** I owe Madame a thousand 
apologies for discovering me in such a lamentable 
disorfler. My serene Madame will have the com- 
placency to bend her powerful mind to understand 
that I am getting old, and am subject to eblouisse- 
ments. The sudden announcement of the name of 
80 eminent a princess," — here he began to remem- 
ber that she was an Englishwoman — "of one so 
devoted to the Ted — I babble — to the Austrian 
interests, produced a recurrence of my malady. I 
am unfortunately Italian in my sympathies. The 
noble step-son of Madame, unless I delude myself, 
ornaments still the court of Vienna. May I do the 
honors of our miserable menage, and may I receive 
the commands of Madame ? " 

Madame, with her silly good-nature, never cared 
to inquire his name. " You may depend on it," she 
said in her French, which was much queerer than 
Frangipanni's, " these eblouissernents are all stomach. 
Don't let them cause you any inconvenience. A 
soup^on of brandy in your tea of a morning will set 
you all right Every one has them more or less, 
though you certainly do seem to suffer more than 
most, I must say. None of you Italian patriots have 
much digestion to speak of, you know : that is why 
you are so troublesome. But I am seeking Herr 
kreigsthurm, and that silly girl told me he was here. 
1 make then my apologies and withdraw." 

And she withdrew. Boginsky had time to say, 
"Is that the Englishwoman whom the traitor Cas- 
telnuovo married for her money ? " when she came 
back again, and, standing before the door, opening 
and sliutting her parasol, said, in her native tongue, 
"Does Monsieur speak English ? " 



"He does." 

" "Will jrou allow me to say, sir, that I hope there 
is no ill-will between us. I begin to think that I 
know Monsieur's face, though I cannot remember 
his name. Will he favor me with it ? " 

"To oblige Madame, anything. I am the un- 
happy Count Aurelio FrangipannL** 

" O, my ^ood gracious goodness 1" said ihe poor 
Princess, dissolving into tears, and iisiDg a lace 
pocket-handkerchief most unafifectedly. ^ This is 
the most dreadful thing which ever happened to me. 
My dear sir, I ^ve you my honor that I thought 
you had been dead some time. And to. find you 
alive, and in this miserable state, makes me so deeply 
unha^y. Can I do nothing ? " 

" Madame's disappointment at finding me alive is 
most natural. Madame's offer of assistance is most 
natural also, as it comes fix)m her kind and gener- 
ous heart. But she must, with her intuitive good 
taste, perceive that the acceptance of any such 
offers IS impossible on my part. 1 feel sure that 
Madame will see that without taking offence at my 
plain speech." 

So spoke the Italian gentleman to the English- 
woman whom he hated and despised, and whose 
husband had betrayed him most shamefully, in more 
ways than one, as he believed by her instigation. 
There was just a little irony in it, but the. Princess 
had not brains enough to see it. 

" I am so very sorry for all that took place. Count, 
and politics are politics, and your side were not 
blameless, you know, and I have plenty of mone^, 
and I am sure that my sainted Massimo, now m 
glory, would approve almost anything you would 
mention in a pecuniary point of view. Do think of^ 
it." 

" I will, Madame, and politely decline it." 

" I am afraid I have offended you by the offer of 
money. Forgive me. I am powerful at Vienna ; I 
represent the Protestant interest- there to a certain 
extent. Can I do nothing politically for you ? If 
you could manage — to manage you know — so far 
as to let me take in your submission ; I could man- 
age almost anything for you. Now do speak the 
word, my dear soul, because I really had not any- 
thing to do with it." 

So she dragged her coarse-toothed harrow over 
the nervous and delicate, almost fanatical, soul of 
poor Count Frangipanni. It seems that the men 
who came back in the best case from the ghastly 
nightmare Moscow expedition were the Neapolitans 
— the most sensitive, most passionate, and yet the 
most enduring of men. -Count Frangipanni was 
one of them. 

" Madame's offers are most politely declined," said 
he, very gently indeed. 

" Then," she said, " I wish yoU would tell me 
where Kriegsthurm is." 

We have most of us known more than one man 
who is under the delusion that if yon curse and 
swear in a foreign language, God does not hear you ; 
indeed, it is not an uncommon delusion. Kriegs- 
thurm, who had overheard the whole of this from the 
open door of the parlor, across the passage, must 
have been under this impression, or he never wouljT 
have dared to swear to himself in the wagr he di(J 
Polyglot spy as he was, he exhausted nearly 
oath in Europe over the unutterable stupid It^l 
the servant-girl who had brought about this ?'e/?cl| 
ire. The Princess's very presence there, in(juiriJ 
for him, he argued, would prove that he had at 
time been mTe\ait\oii^\X.\ilVi^ttaitoroua Italian- Al 
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trian party ; and, if she accidentally let out anytbing 
about their former relations — which, as the most 
loose-tongued woman he had ever met, she wiis very 
likely to do — Frangipanni and Boginsky would st;fc 
it about among other refugees not so scrupulous bs 
themselves, and it would be totally impassible for 
him to leavQ England wjthout the chance of a knife 
between his ribs. " AajAwhat the mischief does she 
want here ?.-" he kept asking himself in the intervals 
of swearinjlFV " Does she want foreign intelligence, 
or hanky-panky, or what the deuce does she want V " 

Hanky-panky, it appeared. She wanted spiritual 
intelligence of the last moment, on a subji^^ijt whit^'h 
had agitated and distressed her extremely. She 
had scarcely taken her seat, and had not been lialf 
a minute in the room, when she had told liim thus 
much. The wonderfully dextrous scoundrel was 
perfectly ready for her even in that time, and inter* 
nipted her. 

*' My dear patroness need not delay over prelim- 
inaries. I have been, in consequence of the spirit- 
ual rapport which exists between your higbnuas and 
myself, in a state of extreme agitation for these two 
hours. You have only to look at mo, madam, to 
see that I speak the truth." 

** How will that do as to time ? " he thought " 1 
know she has come straight to me; but did- she a^t 
the news at Silcote's or in town.? And whp^poe 
deuce is it V " 

He certainly did look disturbed; eved^Kcb 
cunning rogue as he cannot swear himgjyntp a 
blind rage one minute, and remove all cJUsea of 
it in the next. The Princess was ver/; -much ' 
delighted. 

"1 was certain that we were still en rapports my 
fattful Krie|Tsthurm. How can 1 remstrd you ? *' 
.-■ «By sharmg your anxiety with me, mrt<bim. It 
is worry enough that I, ih the interests of th Ai>iirfc 
of Vienna, board at my house two dark .luws ins. 
I beg you to remove this new cause of aivW*ty as 
quickly as possible." r 

" Then you have no notion of its cause ? " sskjed 
the Princess. 

" Madam, what time have I had to con?iull^ aBj of 
the usual oracles ? " And he reflected, *-* The first 
shot was a good one with regard to time ; ^e has 
heard something in London." Then he went on, 
" But you are fatigued with your long journey, 
madam ; long travelling in a railwajr ia most fa- 
tiguing, and the Great Western carriages are not 
well ventilated. May I get you a gla^s of winti ? ** 
All this because he knew the woman's habit of chat- 
tering, and because he knew, also, that suggestions 
of time and place would suggest ordinary ideas to 
her feeble mind, and make her chatter. 

" I have not come far," she said ; *' I got my cab 
at the end of Birdcage Walk. So I had not Wt to 
walk. I am not tired, but I am very lanch dis- 
tressed." 

He had it all now. 

" I have been distressed myself, madam, for a long 
time, on the same subject The original mlsfhief 
arose from Mars crossing Venus at the hotir of 
nativity in the house of death. Your ni'plKw has 
not been to blame ; no man could fight against such 
influences." 

" I don't understand astrology," said the poor 
Princess. (" Thank heaven I " thought Kru'fr^thurm, 
" for I am sure / don't. What an awful liool tliiy 
woman is. I wonder what she will stand over thia 
business ? ") "I am sure, as you say, that my poor 
Bobert, my favorite nephew, had been born under , 
3 



evil influences, and is not in the least to blame. ^ 
Bat I want a spiritual consultation with you, as to* 
whether bis father is likely to pay his debts after 
this dreadful JiaiicOj and if not, what is to be done. 
Tbia \iiitt busincBft'is tbe worst of all, and the Horse- 
Guards have taken it up." 

" We had better have a spiritual consultation, 
madam. I thii^ everything .tfjggdv. Shall we 
begin ? We^^^o4t,begin toojriH|u^a^ed, for 
he wanted Jj^Bo t^nJb, and diflHttK^Iwm^uch 
hs he ^^i^^\|^|B 

" Will«R&iii/n tbe room ?" said , the Frin- 

Nojf^Wie ktu w it^ thought Kriegsthurm; he 
wanteii to w^itt li thru foolish, handsome face in 
broad jp&^li;j;bt- '' Tbe spirits who communicate 
wit^SHMuadam, do &t require darkness,** he said; 
Wfgko tlio rogi^ ajDHT tbe fool sat down, and put 
^Rir hands on a talm^ This seems wearisome .and 
ridiculouA ; but pleflie to remember that, scarcely 
four years. agoi, a h,f^ minority of educated people 
were either playing at, or playing with, the same 
idiotic game, and that many are playing at it still. 

" If you are not going to darken the room," said" 
the Pnncesp, '* I tbink I will take a glass of sherry. 
I. am so awfully afraid of seeing something. I don't 
mind the knot- king so much aller a time, but I 
eonld n*t. bear to see anything. I should die of 
fright," ^ 

She had her sherry, and they sat down again. 
"For a very long time there was silence, but at last 
the Princess gave a scream, for which Kriegsthurm, 
now on the higli horse, rebuked her with a scowl, 
"'he rapping fiiul begiin with what Mr. Dickens calls 

I, runa^vay carriage double." Kriegsthurm frowned 

into silence, and bvgan taking down the num- 

^_ o{ the rapa on a piece of paper with a pencil. 

he rajjs all came from beneath the table in rapid, 
unaeeoun table groups, and by degrees the table be- 
came a^itatetl, and thej' had to stand up ; and then 
the table, being deprived of the assistance of Kriegs- 
tiiiirm*B great, u^ly, sausage-like knee, became quiet 
again. J don't Know how he managed the matter, 
but it was like a fourth-class amateur conjuring- 
triek from begintiing to end, — not to be compared 
to Frikell or Stodare^s worst ; but, having to do it 
before a very silly person, he d.ired, like those gen- 
tle men ^ to do it in daylight. The result is what we 
have to do with, however. When the raps had 
ceased, the table wm quiet, and he had had time to 
think tbe matter over, it appeared that the fol- 
lowing was the eotumunication from the other 
world : — 

'■'■ Captain Bob Sikote have undoubtedly made a 
worse mess of it than ever he have done beforei 
There m no chance whatever of his father's paying 
bis debts a^ain ; and any attempt of his most amiar . 
ble aunt*s doing tbe like thing will bring on her the 
anger of tbe spirits, at present well intended to 
waida H^ and may induce them to plague her, for 
her good, with a Poltergeist. There is no fear that 
Captain Silcoto will marry the Signora Maritornes, 
being marripd altea<ly, and knowing well what he 
ia about. "He had better go to Vienna (J Cheeze 
it abroad,' it stood in thaonffinal pencil .MIS., before 
lvriegi^th|inn had time to l^Mg his mind to* bear on 



dctait), where hip,^ A^t'sjjffie and influence will 
aid him.~ OptltWing v/Wfr^ his portion ; and let 
hi in keep 'cleae fjfT^rfcdfcices in Italian territory, 
leat theiy BliM3Mnd-S&alrroat he ia Il\& ^'kss. •aj^xiJi's^ 
nephew," ' ' 

So muc\i \uQji \\e ^\TXi'^ Xft ^w^'ti.^'^ \ixA«t ^^ 'osfc- 
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emnstances. He got rid of his visitor, and went 
anxiously back to his two lod^rs. 

They had no earthly suspicion of him : as loyal 
gentlemen themselves, they never dreamt that a 
man who had become their familiar friend in mis- 
fortune could be a traitor and a spy. Frangipanni 
talked persistently in a solemn monotone al^ut his 
wronp in gen^u^Land the iiyuries^received from 
'^ ►i aU^flnier time ; and ^^ 
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tharm against hal%g anything to 




ed Kriegs- 

his 

lus from 



English wife, who could not but be 
the name she bore. 

As tor Robert Silcote, his fiasco 

ing papers. In a spirit of sheer 

persuaaed that reckless Sp^iard, Madama Mari- 
tomes, to go for a tour, leavin her engagembnt, at 
the cost of thousands upon thAsands to hersw,«nd 
the great indignation of^ thft^ public. It was'tf 
openfy and notoriously the work of Robert Silcote, 
and came at the end of so mftny other shameful 
■candals, that his collapse was instantaneous. The 
army authorities interfered, and he was recom- 
mended to sell out. Frantic efforts were made by 
some of the tradesmen to catch him, but he anti- 
cipated all the ne exeats, and arrived safely in 
Vienna. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

80HE OP THE 8QUIBE*8 PLANS FOR ARTHUR. 

" And so that business is over and done with,** 
B&id the Squire to Arthur one morning before lunch. 
•* -^nd now the best thing you can do is to go over 
this afternoon and begin to make the agreeable to 
the eldest Miss Granby. It will be all right ; I 
sounded old Granbv on the matter. And at the 
same time write to those Oxford people, and resign 
your fellowship, — cut the shop altogether, and pitch 
your white tie overboard at the same time. It is 
not too late even now to leave the Church and go to 
the Bar. Don't let me see those black clothes any 
more. You must act up to your new position. 
One parson in a family is well enough, but the head 
of a family never ought to be in orders." 

Silcote said all this in a blundering, hulking sort 
of way, with his eyes turned from his son, wandering 
up and down ; he jingled his watch-chain also while 
he was saying it, and was evidently doubtful, if not 
actually afraid, of the way in which it would be re- 
ceived. He was not at all reassured by Arthur say- 
ing, very coolly, — 

" I don't half understand you. I think we must 
have an explanation." 

The Squire knew perfectly well how hopeless i^ 
was to attempt to bully Arthur. Still, no point 
would be lost by riding the high horse at first, 
whereas one or two points might be gained. He 
was so afraid of Arthur that he had nev^^rfrdlled 
his new plans to him, but had trusted that, when 
they were all in train, and half-accomplished, Ar- 
thur, would submit to them from necessity. Hence 
his confused announcement of them, which puzzled 
Arthur extremely. 

'* I am going to sulMiut to no explanations or dis- 
cussions whatever. You ase now the heir of the 
house, and I shall trouble you to behave as the heirs 
of great families are generally expected to behave ; 
with submission to the head of the house. Yester- 
day you were nobody, a mere fellow of Balliol or 
some such place. To-day you are the heir to a very 



great property ; and, with your talents, you must end 
in the House of Lords. 1 have let yolu have your 
own way while you were a younger son. I insist 
that you obey my will now you are the elder." 

" I ou don't mean to say that you have disin- 
herited Tom ? ** 

** Of course I have disinherited that scoundrel, su*. 
This morning I have madelmew will, leaving the 
whole of the property unreservedly to you. But I 
will have my conditions fulfilled. Nothing can pre- 
vent my leaving everything to St. Mary's Hospital 
if I choose. It does not take long to make a will, sir." 

" You have done a very foolish thing, and a very 
unfair thing," replied Arthur, steadily. '* Tom will 
do very well in time, and it was you who spoilt him, 
as you are spoiling Anne. As regards myself, you 
might have had the civility to consult mc berore 
buniening me with this wretched property and its 
responsibilities, and ruining aU my plans for the 
future. I have marked out a plan of life for my* 
self, and the possession of great wealth don't entei 
into that plan at all, — in fact, would ruin it. Con- 
ceive a man of my talents and ambition, and with 
my fanatical ideas of tlie responsibilities of wealth, 
having to drag out his life among the wretched de- 
tails of a large English estate ! You must be mad." 

*,* Better men than you have done so, sir." 

•'JB'm," said Arthur. "Well, giving you that 
poin4U|he more fools they. If you don't do your 
duty b^your estate, you are a rascal ; if you do, you 
cut yo^l^lf off from everything which makes life 
valuable. You, for one instance, make yourself a 
member of a particular order, and by dcffrees im- 
bibe the Drejudices of that order. 1 11 defy any 
man in the world to associate habitually with on^ 
set of neighbc^, and not take up with their ytty 
udices. And I want no prejudices. There is prig- 
gishak enough at Oxford for me. A word or a 
phras^^)o oflen repeated gets a fictitious value, and 
at las^^ worshipped as a sacred truth ; and he who 
dares handle it in any way roughly is a heretic and 
a villain: the word Rerorm, for instance. Now 
about Miss Granby. I have not the honor of the 
young lady's acquaintance. May I ask why her 
name was mentioned just now, as a matter of curi- 
osity?^ 

^* She has eighty thousand pounds, Arthur, and, 
if I could see her my daughter-in-law, I should not 
have a wish ungratified." 

** You want to see her eighty thousand pounds in 
thefemily?" 

" Precisely." 

" Then why don't you marry her yourself? You 
are not old, you are quite as good-looking as ever 
I remember you to have been, and she would sooner 
liave you than me. There would not be the same 
disparity in your ages. You know she is old enough 
to be my mother." 

" Then you are determined to thwart me in this ? " 

" Most assuredly." 

" Take care, sir." 

" I shall take very good care I don't marry Miss 
Granby. Come, don't let us quarrel ; we c|uite un- 
derstand one another. Tom will distinguish him- 
self, and be taken back into favor again. You 
know he has got a commission in the Austrian 
army?" 

" No. It is impossible. The regulations would 
not permit of it." 

"Nothing is impossible to our aunt, the Prin- 
cess, at Vienna, it seems. She has managed it 
He is fiddling at the top of the tune there." 
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** With her money, I suppose." 

••So 7 suppoee." 

" He will ruin her, as he would have ruined me." 

•* I fear there is very little doubt of it," 

" Can't you warn her ? " 

" Yes, I can warn her, and so I can warn her 
brother, my most gracious father; and so I can 
warn the thoroughgoing Radicals: but with the 
same result in everjr case." 

••It is a bad business," said the Squire. " Your 
aunt is very, foolish, Arthur. And she has got a 
very pretty bit of money of her own. She £w a 
terribly slippery tongue, but she can't have a bad 
heart Arthur, I iSlieve she is very fond of me 
still, and I have not spoken a civil word to her this 
twentv years." , 

•'More shame for yon," said Arthur. "Why 
can't you be kind to . her ? It is all nonsense, you 
know." 

'* Is it ? " said tile Squire. " Come, I wish you 
would drink some more of this wine ; it is real Clos 
Vourgeot, of the first cms, I imported the hogs- 
head with Cass of Northcote and Sir Charles Ha- 
selburn ; you can get no such claret at Oxford." 

" I am aware of it ; but I take very little wine." 

•* I fear you don't take enough. What makes 
j;ou so pale ? You get paler year by year : some- 
times you look quite ghastly." * 

•* Yet I never look tW, do I ? I work a zre&t 
deal, — a very great deal, — and very much by 
night In consequence of something a fellow-tutor 
said to me a few years ago, I determined to work 
mathematics up to the Cambridge standard, and I 
have done so. I am now examiner, and correcting 
the papers last term has pulled me down. Don't 
mention my health. I dislike it I am perfectly 
well." 

** On your honor ? " 

'* On my honor. I have never had a day's ill- 
ness since I was a boy. The reason I dislike the 
mention of it is that, to me, the loss of health 
would be such a hideous disaster." 

** I wish I could see you well married, Arthur." 

•' I thought we had done with Miss Granby." 

'* So we have, if you like. One could as soon 
make water mix with oil as make you marry any 
one you did not like ; unless you made it out to be 
your duty, and it don't seem to be part of ^our du- 
ty to obey your father. We will say nothmg more 
about her. I should not object to any other, pro- 
vided she was — ; provided she met your views, of 
coiu^e. Is there such a one ? " 

Arthur, usually so pale, was, in spite of himself, 
burning red as he answered, steadily, " No." 

" You are perfectly certain that you mean what 
you say, Arthur, and that there is no young lady 
whatsoever?" 

^I am perfectly certain," replied Arthur, looking 
his father steadily in the face, and getting by de- 
grees less fiery hot about the ears. " There is no 
one whatever." 

"I am delighted to hear it," said the Squire. 
** It is a great relief to my mind. That sort of 
thing never does, depend upon it — Well, I'll 
say no more. Now, can I do anything for you ? 
You must want some money." 

" I don't want any money, thank you. But I 
should be very glad if you would reconsider the 
measure of turning the widow Granmore and her 
sons out of their &rin." • 

" They shall stop in if you like, at your request" 

•• I only want justice done. I only want to see 



that you don't do yourself more injustice with the 
country. What is your case ? " 

The Squire stated it eagerly and volubly, — de- 
lighted to have a chance of justifying himself before 
a perfectly unbiased person. •• Case, sir ? it is all 
on my side. I allowed her and her three lubberly 
sons to keep the farm on after Granmore's death, on 
certain conditions as to crops and fences, not one 
of which ltt0 been fulfilled; they have neither 
bruns, eniwjgy, nor ca|>ital to fulm them. She is 
ruining my Quid. She is destroying the capital on 
which she professes to be paying interest. She is 
living on me. She is breaking every law of politi- 
cal economy ; and I have given her notice. I can- 
not have my land destroyed by other people's wid- 
ows : but, auler all, it is as good as your land now, 
and, if you say let her stay, she shall stay. Only 
I warn you that, if you are going to manage the 
estate on these principles, you had better let me 
marry Miss Granby in real earnest, and accept a 
rent charge." 

•• AVell," said Arthur, " in strict justice your case 
is a good one ; she has certainly no more right to 
ruin your land than to pick your pocket Send the 
baggage packing. You are only a capitalist, you 
know, and must, in mere honesty towards the state, 
behave as any other capitalist If she is actually 
over-cropping the land, she ought to go on every 
ground. I am quite convinced." And so Arthur 
rose, whistling. 

" Is there no middle course ? " said the Squire, 
before he had reached the door. 

"Eh?" 

•' Any middle course. Nothing short of turning 
her out?" 

" O yes, there is a middle course, if you think 
yourself justified in pursuing it Renew her lease 
for a shorter term on more stringent conditions, and 
lend her some money at four per cent to start with. 
She knows what she is about fast enough. That is 
a middle course. I don't recommend it, or other- 
wise ; I only point it out" 

" Well, I win follow your advice then, young sir. 
Is it the new fashion at Oxford to incur obligations 
and shirk out of the acknowledgment of them, — to 
persuade a man to do what you wish in such an ill- 
conditioned manner that the objection actually ap- 
pears to be on your side ? I will do as you wish, 
Arthur, and most humbly thank you for asking 
me." 

Arthur left the room, and was gone about ten 
minutes. When he retumied he came in very 
gravely, and laid his hand on the Squire's shoulder. 

" Father," he said, " I thank you very heartily for 
all your kindness to me, more particularly in this 
matter about the farm. I will, in everything, follow 
your wishes as far as they do not interfere with my 
private judgment. I have not behaved well to you 
to-night, and I ask your forgiveness." 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

SOMB OF ARTHUR'S FLANS FOR HIMSELF. 

It cost him something to say those last words, 
even to his own father. 

How far can a man, even of the strongest wilU 
succeed in curing the fa.MU» q>^ >»& Ooax'wivRx'l "^^ 
may xepx^aa \kem wv^Si V\^^ >(Jafcm ^xoib. ^^ ^'^'^V^c. 
^ot^^er ^eop\^ «^Hio^^ ^Ti^:^T^Vi,Vo^ ^'^l ^^ ^^^'^ 
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incubating. And when the moral system gets out 
of onlor, the moral gout gets twitching again. A 
man has generally contracte<l all the faults of char- 
acter he will ever be plagued with this side of the 
grave before he is sixteen ; some begin hereditary, 
some coming through foolish education, and some 
through evil opportunity. The life of the most per- 
fect saint would be the life of a man who by mis- 
fortune had found himself at years of discretion 
the heir to a noble crop of evil moral instincts, 
including of course the accursed root of the whole 
evil tree, selfishness; and yet who had succeeded, 
through all states of ill health, poverty, and the 
temptation of prosperity, in keeping them in repres- 
sion ; in never even betraying to tlie world the fact 
of the temptation ; the fact of the evil disposition 
existing at all : knowing himself to be often in 
wish a sinner, yet acting, throughout his Hie, in 
every relation like a saint. Such a character is 
possible, and yet even of such a character one could 
not say that he had cured his worse instincts ; one 
could only say that he had most nobly suppressed 
them. 

There are those who hold the very noble and 
glorious belief that, through the grace of God, and 
the persistent imitation of Christ, evil instincts them- 
selves become eradicated, and at the last that the 
soul itself quits the body in perfect accord with her 
Saviour. Of such a divine creed let us speak with 
reverence, and deep admiration. We have not to 
do with such great and deep matters here. We are 
speaking of the world, worldly. 

We are speaking of Arthur Silcote : a man who 
took pride in dexterously, and with shrewd common 
sense, steering clear of the Pantheists of those times 
on the one hand and the Tractarians on the other : 
destructively snapping, bitterly enough at times, at 
the weak points of each ; and constructively building 
up a most queer and adaptive form of Orthodoxy, 
which the more advanced and embittered spirits on 
either side agreed (in that if in nothing else) would 
certainly get him a bishopric in the end. 

He was no saint, although a man of perfect purity 
in morals, and one who made duty ana self-sacrifice 
(as he thought) the first objects of his life. If you 
told him that ambition and love of power were the 
mainspring of most of his actions, he would honestly 
admit it, and say coolly in addition that he felt him- 
self fit for power, and that it was therefore his duty 
to acquire it. Continual and uninterrupted success 
from his very youth had developed in him that form 
of selfishness which we call self-confidence. He had, 
with his self-confidence, taken stock of this same vice 
among other, real and imaginary, imperfections, to 
be cured in his scheme of making himself a perfect 
and successful character; and, as Mr. Pip when he 
wrote out a schedule of his debts and left a margin, 
thought it was as good as paying them, so Arthur, 
when he wrote down ** overweening self-confidence ** 
in the analysis of his character, alongside of gluttony 
and laziness, thought that the former devil, being 
en visage^ was of necessity laid with the two others. 
Nevertheless, Arthur had been a prig at school 
sometimes, and, in spite of all his spasmodic efforts 
to the contrary, was a little of a prig now. He was 
a man whose goodness shamed one, but he was 
without the quality of honhommie now, as he was 
five years before, when the old tutor at Balliol 
warned him of this fault in his character, and when 
he so faithfully determined to amend it. 

His iflHuence among undergraduates was less 
than nothing. The year of his proctorship he 



was nearly howled out of the theatre ; althoagh no 
one was able to bring a single case of injustice 
against him. Perfectly without blame himself, he 
was utterly unable to make allowances for lads 
scarcely younger than himself. He had been 
warned about uie reckless stinging use of his tongue 
by wise and good friends, and he thought he had 
conquered tliat habit at least ; but with overwork 
the old habit came back, and his sentences against 
undergraduates were embittered sometimes by cruel 
words, so that men said they would sooner be rusti- 
cated by the other proctor than gated by him. His 
manner as an examiner, too, was cold, conteu^tuous, 
and inexorable ; the " shady '* man, whos^pfuel fate 
left him to Silcote of Balliol, felt himself h^ plucked 
before he began. And yet there were about half a 
dozen men, all of the first mark in the University, 
who believed in him, as Jourdan believed in the 
young artillery oflScer Bonaparte, and who swore 
that he was not only the cleverest, but the best and 
kindest fellow alive. 

His ideas about women, about their powers of 
intellect, their great weight in the social scale, — 
whether just or unjust, — their natural capabilities 
of learning logical reasoning, — whether their senti- 
mental conclusions came from an inferior ' intellect 
or fii^m the want of a university education, — are 
not of much value, seeing that he knew nothing 
whatever about them. But he would reel it you off 
by the yard about women, with his hands in his 
pockets comfortably, and would leave you with the 
impression that they were .to be tolerated, but that 
he did not think much of them. Miss Austen ? O 
certainly, but then any one could write a novel. 
Her novels far better than Smollett's or Fiehling*s ? 
Certainly, they were more entertaining, and were 
without the element of coarseness. Mrs. Somer- 
ville and Miss Herschell ? They had shown a 
certain capacity for figures. Mrs. Ilemans ? Pretty 
idea of rhythm and pathos. Miss Barrett ? Well, 
he would give you Miss Barrett, if you came to that, 
provided you admitted her to be an exception, — 
otherwise would argue on until it was time to knock 
out of college. Madame Dudevant, then ? No, on 
no account. She only reproduced that rebellion 
against formulas which expressed itself in the lower 
thought of the Reformation and the French Revo- 
lution. Mere overstated cases against old formulas, 
did not constitute original thought. She was Heine's 
youngest sister's ghost, without his powers of epigram 
or rhythm. ^liss Bronte ? A good and nervous, 
though coarse, describer of a narrow landscape. 
And so on : on this, as on every other subject, apt 
to be bitter when he knew his subject, and trying to 
be smart when he did not. 

One Christmas-day, as the reader may remember, 
a most absurd accident threw him very awkwardly 
against his brother's governess. Miss Lee. He had 
entertained a considerable objection to that young 
lady, and his more intimate introduction to her had 
been exceedingly unfortunate ; but fate would have 
it that he should try to remove that awkwardness 
by sitting beside her and talking to her. Perfect 
physical beauty and grace, combined with propin- 
quity and opportunity, will have their due effect as 
long as there are finely organized men and women 
in the world ; and so Arthur, by the end of that 
somewhat memorable evening, discovered that Miss 
Lee was not understood where she was, and that 
her studies required dire^ing, and her mind form- 
ing : in short, he determined to devote a little of his 
spare time to taking Miss Lee in hand, and seeing 
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whether or no it was too late to make anything of 
her. 

Apparently there were considerable hopes that 
Miss Lee would not become an utter castaway. He 
evidently had great expectations of doing some- 
thing with her, though it was rather late in the day ; 
3ome hope of providing her with fixed opinions on 
which to shape her character, and of givmg her an 
object in life. He took to his task with a will, and 
Miss Lee's profound submissive reverence evidently 
gave him satisfaction, for he persevered in a way 
which drew the warmest praise from his brother. 
She was ignorant of poetry (she suppressed the fact 
of a tolerably extensive acquaintance with Byron) ; 
she must be introduced to the exquisite tender 
purity of Tennyson, and have the deeper passages 
explained to her, — sometimes, Madam Dora declares, 
in the square by moonlight. She was ignorant of 
history ; he was kind enough to read to her aloud 
the account of a Highland fight, in which thirty 
people were killed with the usual brutality, in the 
sonorous prose of the late Lord Macaulay. Further, 
Miss Lee's touch on the piano was most unsatisfac- 
tory, it wanted firmness for sacred music ; and noth- 
ing but Arthur's continued attention cured her of 
the odious habit of keeping her wrists higher than 
the keys. In, short, it was the old story, — Mon- 
seigneur amused himself He was short and sharp 
with her at times, and at times angry, for the poor 
girl, though not naturally dull, was dull by habit ; 
and, used as she was to reckless freedom, at times 
his drilling and his exigence were almost unbear- 
able. 

At first she submitted to him, and used her every 
eflfort to please, from mingled motives of respect, of 
fear, and of the wish to attract him. He was in 
her eyes a very great man indeed, a king among 
men, a man respected, consulted, and looked up to 
by all the other men she knew of, the savage old 
Squire included ; a man whose prestige was para- 
mount in their little world, and whom she, and .in- 
deed others, believed to have the same weight and 
consideration in the world as he had in his own 
family : there are such men in most families which 
are removed from the real world. So she had be- 
gun by trying to please him, and gain his esteem 
(and his admiration too, perhaps, for she had a look- 
ing-glass) ; and went on to find that he was wondrous 
handsome, and that his speech was so pregnantly 
suggestive of all kinds of unknown knowledge, and 
of sources of intellectual pleasure of which sne had 
never dreamt, that she had forgot about her beauty, 
and wondered how he could ever have taken the 
trouble to notice one so far inferior to him in every 
way as herself If after that fiasco of his on the 
Christmas evening, she had thought of attracting him 
by her face, that idea soon passed away. She for- 
got herself by comparison of herself with him ; in 
short, to use the old formula, the poor girl fell des- 
perately in love with him. In an innocent, silly way 
she had thought she would have liked a lover to fetch 
and carry for her. She had got one with a ven- 
geance ; but there was no fetch and carry about this 
one. 

And Mr. Arthur all this time? Why Mr. Ar- 
thur could look his father straight in thp face and 
say there was no woman in the case at all, and 
mean it too. But his temper began to suffer in 
these times. In Convocation and in Common Room 
be was getting an ugly name in that way, and his 
best friends were lamenung it. His enemies, who 
were many, allowed him any amount of ability, but 



said that his temper had always been bad, and was 

fetting worse, and that his temper would shelve 
im effectually. His friends said that there was not 
a better-hearted fellow in Christendom, but that he 
was trying too much, and that his nerves were get- 
ting shaky. Neither party knew that his fresh irri- 
tability arose from the fact that he was thinking too 
much of his brother's governess, and steadily trying 
to deny the fact to himself, — that towards the ena 
of each term he had nearly succeeded in forgetting, 
or believing that he had forgotten, the existence of 
such a person ; but that at the beginning of each 
vacation his wilful legs carried him to his brother's 
school-room, where he saw her again ; and found her 
improved in intelligence and beauty each time ; 
proving by her improvement that she had perpend- 
ed every hint and suggestion of his, and acted on 
them with diligent reverence, and an intelligence 
which seemed to " square " itself (mathematically 
speaking) month after month, and promised in time 
to become very great. He began to see that in this 
sometime dowdy careless girl there existed a very 
noble nature, a^d not a litue intellect ; and that he 
had awakened them. He wished he had never seen 
her, a hundred times a week. If he ever, in his in- 
exorable plans, " contracted an alliance " (he had 
no idea of your Darby-and-Joan marriages) he must 
have, first of all, " connection." Such a preposter- 
ous action as that of marrying Miss Lee meant ruin, 
retirement to a college living, and a wasted life. It 
was not to be thought of for an instant. And, be- 
sides, the girl's manners! He could train her in 
other ways ; but what man could speak to a woman 
on the subject of manners ? It was a worse matter 
than the " connection " business. Yahoo brothers- 
in-law were bad enough, but they might be pen- 
sioned. A wife whose family was without interest 
was bad enough too ; but a wife who was so utterly 
without knowledge of some of the ways of the world 
as Miss Lee, was quite out of the question. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

SOME OF MR. BETTS'S PLANS FOB HIMSELF AND OTHERS. 

One of the circumstances which it now becomes 
necessary to notice more prominently is the ex- 
traordinary friendship whfch had sprung up between 
Squire Silcote and Mr. Betts. 

It had begun in the battle-royal with the Sir 
Hugh Brockliss faction, about the removal of St. 
Mary's Hospital into the country. Mr. Bctts's 
shrewdness, his bold bull-dog style of fighting, the 
rough carelessness of speech natural enough in a 
somewhat coarse man finding himself among supe- 
riors, who were perfectly aware of his antecedents, 
and very much inclined to snub him ; more than 
all, perha^, his intense dislike and contempt for 
Sir Hugh JBrockliss, — natural enough, also, for men 
of his class are very apt to hate the class next 
above them: all these things, combined with the 
profoundest respect for the Squire himself, had won 
Silcote's heart, and he had admitted Betts to his in- 
timacy in a wonderftil manner. As time went on 
he found that Mr. Betts suited him, and became 
necessary to him; and Arthur, coming suddenly 
firom Oxford once, was very much astonished to 
find Mr. Betts quietly ensconced o^i^QS.\tft.\s®.^"S6S5asst 
before the ^T^,^\iK ^^ssa^x^. ^\A^fra!t^^«^J«'^'«^'^^^^^ 
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** This 18 queer," he thought, " but it may lead to 
good. Algys head trumpeter as the goyemor's 
chief confidant. If the fellow will not trumpet too 
loud, this may lead to a fi;reat deal of good. I won- 
der if he has tact enough to see that." 

He had quite as mucm tact as Arthur in hb way. 
He once, in a natural manner, when the conversar 
tion led easily up to the point, mentioned Algy's 
noble behavior to him in a manly, straightforward 
way, and left the leaven to work. 

*^ It 11 end in a legacy, mayhap ; but, as for that, 
the Squire's is a better life than Algernon's. I'll 
do all I can; but time is the word, and caution. 
That old Princess ! I wish she was choked with her 
diamonds, or smothered in one of her satin gowns, 
or hung in her own Vallanceens. I 'd give a ten 
pun' note, my lad, to know what games you have 
been up to in foreign parts in your time, and why 
you are everlastingly bobbing up and down to 
Kriegsthurm's in a black veil. There 's a nail loose 
in one of your shoes, madam, or you would n't be 
hand and glove with the most pig-eyed, false-hearted, 
ten-languaged " (Mr. Betts aistrusted, with a true 
British distrust, those who spoke foreign tongues) 
" rascal in Europe. I could buy your secret of him, 
my lady, if I was rich enough ; but where would be 
the use of sporting my shillings against your pounds ? 
Old Frankypanuy knows all about you, too, but he 
is such a stuck-up, honorable, poverty-struck old 
swell that I as much dare ask the Duke of Norfolk. 
There 's old Miss Raylock, too ; I was present when 
she was in the library, rummaging among the old 
books according to custom; and she was talking 
as pleasant to me as need be, and as confidential ; 
but when you came in, rustling with your silks, she 
shut up, did the old girl, all in a minute, as tight as 
a Chubb's safe, and begins a bowing and scraping, 
and sticking her old nose in the air ; ay, and looked 
the princess all over, as well as you, and better too. 
She knows. But she is no good. One of the same 
sort as Frankypanny. That Boginsky, he is a regu- 
lar young sieve ; he 'd be the fellow to work, but I 
never did trepan a loose-mouthed man, except in 
the way of business, and I never will. Neverthe- 
less, my fine madam, I am deeply indebted to vou 
for your well-meant effort to hoist me out of this ; 
and, if I can put a spoke in your wheel, you may 
rely on my doing so with a thorough good will." 

For the Princess stroi^ly objected to the intro: 
duction of Mr. Betts at Sikotes. Among her better 
reasons for this, one can see that she distrusted him 
because he belonged strongly to the faction of 
the dispossessed prince Algernon ; and it was pos- 
sible, with such a whimsical man as her brother, 
that his old dislike of Algernon might die out under 
new influence, to the terrible detriment of her dar- 
ling Tom, now become a pest and an expensive 
nuisance to his father. Arthur, in case of being 
heir, would deal nobly by his brother; from the 
wronged Algernon Tom could not hope much, she 
argued, not knowing that the Quixotic Algernon, in 
his blind devotion to Tom, would have most likely 
given him back nearly everything, or, at least, 
would have trusted him with far more than would 
the shrewder Arthur. Among the most ignoble 
motives for her dislike of Mr. Betts was the fact 
that Mr. Betts, having done a vast deal of foreign 
business in his life among shaky Continental bonds, 
was intimate with a great many very shaky ConU- 
nental characters, and chiefly with Kriegsthurm, 
whose close acquaintance with the chances of for- 
e/jrn revolutions had made him a most useful man 



in old times, and whose information he had paid fiar 
handsomely. 

^ She knew that Betts and Kriegsthurm were in- 
timate, and, "with her usual foolisnness, asked her 
brother if he was aware of the sort of character he 
was bringing into his house ; giving an account of 
Betts's bankruptcy, with a great many fresh particu- 
lars invented, l fear, on the spot Silcote had told 
her that he was quite aware of Mr. Betts's bank- 
ruptcy, but that he liked the man. He said it so 
very auietly, that she saw at once that she had 
only, by being too quick and eager, aroused tiie 
old obstinacy m him, and gave up her point di- 
rectly : becoming at once intensely civil and polite 
to Mr. Betts. 

A woman who shifted her tactics in the most 
transparent manner on the smallest occasion, a wo- 
man who in details never knew her mind for two 
days together, and yet who, with regard to a few 
great objects, which her weak brain was capable 
of understanding, could show a persistency to which 
the stupid, narrow obstinacy of her brother was as 
nothing! Some person remarking once to Miss 
Raylock that they wondered how such a very de- 
cided person as the Squire could have such a very 
weak and silly sister, that shrewd old lady re- 
marked, ** You little know her. She is a thousand 
times more Silcote than Silcote himself. She is the 
greatest living impersonation of Silcotism, which has 
found its latest development in that, to me, dread- 
ful young gentleman Arthur. You may prevent her 
from having her own way, but it will take two or 
three of the best of you to do it. And she is not a 
bad woman at bottom." 

From this tinie one of the leading purposes of the 
Princess's life was the elimination of Betts. She 
did not exactly know why, or even settle with her- 
self whether or no it was better to make a friend of 
him. She knew what she wanted done, and Betts 
was in the way of doing it Betts was a cleverer 
person than herself, and she was afraid of negotia- 
tion on that ground. He must be removed. She 
had only her old set of weapons to fight with, — mis- 
representation, patience, and affectionate politeness 
towards the victim. Betts kneW her object, and 
understood her artifices, and she was perfectly 
aware that he did so ; but she knew, better than 
twenty Bettses, the power of everlasting affection- 
ate civility : it lulls the most hard, bitter man to 
sleep some time or another, particularly when it is 
administered by a princess. The victim is sure to be- 
come confidential sooner or later, and commit himself. 
Her instincts in this respect were better than Betts's 
shrewdness; but, unfortunately for her, Betts had 
nothing in reserve about his previous life with the 
exception of his bankruptcy, of which all the world 
knew. She, on the other hand, felt perfectly cer- 
tain that a man who was on the best terms with her 
beloved Kriegsthurm must have some fact in his 
biography in reserve ; which fact could be bought 
firom Kriegsthurm for a consideration and made use- 
ful. And Kriegsthurm was a great silent ox of a 
fellow, who was not to be suddenly or spasmodically 
moved without a large outlay ; and Tom was very 
expensive to her now that his father had pitched him 
overboard ; and so all outward and vigorous action 
against Betts was given up for a while. 

In a short time Betts saw this ; he kept his eyes 
on her very closely until he saw that she was pasr 
sive, and then knowing all the time that she was 
the key to all the cross purposes in the house, he 
began his work. He neither saw end or object at 



SILCOTE OF SILCOTES. 



89 



first ; he only saw that the Dark Squire (whom he 
found to be not such a bad fellow after all) had been 
abused, and he guessed that the Princess was at the 
bottom of it all. The first thing to do was evident- 
ly to gain an influence over the Squire, and that 
was not very difficult. 

What the whole Silcote family are plagued with 
seems to be a kind of moral ossification of the 
brain. Some time in his earthly career each mem- 
ber of this family seems to get an idea into his head, 
which never can be cot out .again without severe 
worldly afiSiction, ana the patient efforts of all the 
well-meaning friends of the family. And a notice 
over thine is, that obstinate fanulies of this kind 
always have so many friends. 

The most foolish obstinacy amon^ us does beget 
some respect Silcote himself, in spite of his brutal 
rudeness, was most highly respected and feared in 
the county. Arthur was respected at Oxford. 
Algernon, when he began to develop the family 
failing, was respected even by the Protestant party 
in the parish : even Miss B^aylock respected the 
Princess, though she declined to acknowledge it. 
But we have to do with Silcote himself now. His 
particular form of the family failing had led to his 
shutting himself out of all society, until he began, as 
a shrewd man, to see that he was falling behind- 
hand with the world. To him appeared Betts, keen, 
cunning, and wise in the ways of the world from 
which the Squire had dissociated himself so long. 
Is it any wonder that Betts*s influence over him 
Tery soon became almost equal to that of Arthur ? 

" I want to see the right done here," Betts said 
to himself; " but it is all so wrong, that I don't see 
my way to the right The Squire is not wise, but 
that is a family failing. However, here is twelve 
or fourteen thousand a year to be manoeuvred, right 
-way or wrong way, and it is a precious sight better 
fun working other folks* money than your own. 
Ah ! there you are, my good friend Squire Silcotes, 
coming over the lawn to consult me about buying 
those Welsh bullocks, knowing perfectly well that I 
know no more about bullocks than I do about 
church decorations. If I was a fool I should pre- 
tend to know something about them, but as I ain't 
a fool, I shall chaff you about coming to a stock- 
broker for agricultural information. All you Sil- 
cotes want a dry nurse to take care of you ; only 
she mustn't be particular about having her shins 
kicked, or her nose bit off." 

** Mr. Betts," said the Squire, " would you mind 
coming down to the green, and looking at some 
Welsh bullocks for me ? " 

'^ I 've no objection to look at your bullocks, Squire, 
only bargaining that you should tell me which is the 
head and which is the tail." 

" 1 wanted your advice with regard to buying 
them." 

" When was the bailiff took ill, then ? " 

« He is not ill." 

" Then why don't you ask him about the bullocks ? 
He knows a deal better about them than a stock- 
broker. You ask too much advice, Squire; and, 
what is more, take too little." 



CHAPTER XX. 

JAHB8 HAS A WET WALK. 

« Stand there," s^d Dora, "and I will show you 
how it all was. Tou are not quite in the ri^ht phice 
yet You mitft stand cloBe to the fire with your 



hands spread out, blinking your eyes. There, that 
is just exactly the way you stood on the very first 
night in that very same place, with all the dogs 
round you, and your face all bleeding and bruised, 
and your dirty little cap in your hand, and your 
dirty little smock-irock all over mud ; and you 
looked such a poor little mite of a thing that I 
cried about you when I went up stairs, and was 
peevish with Anne because she wanted to go on 
with the silly play about the Esquimaux." 

James Sugden stood for a few minutes looking 
into the fire, without answering. He had grown to 
be a very handsome upstanding younc fellow indeed ; 
with more than the usual share of physical beauty, 
and a remarkably clear, resolute pair of eyes. There 
was also a dexterous, rapid grace about all his move- 
ments, not generally observable in sixth-form hob- 
bedehoy youths. He still wore the uniform of St 
Mary's, and was in age about seventeen. 

For the first time he had been invited by the 
Squire to spend his midsummer vacation at Silcotes, 
and join Algernon's children in their yearly hdi- 
days at their grandfather's grand house. He had 
hitherto spent all his vacations since the removal of 
the school in Lancaster Square ; and the sunmier 
vacation had been very dull to him ; for Dora and 
Reginald, with ' the younger ones, had always been 
at Silcotes. He had been condemned to drag on 
the burning long summer days alone with Algernon 
and Miss Lee, and had always longed intensely for 
the time to come to return to school. This year» 
however, Mr. Betts had written to him to say that 
he was to render himself at Silcotes by five o'clock 
on the twentieth of June without fail. So, commit- 
ting his box to an intricate system of cross country 
carriers, — each of whom was supposed to meet the 
other without fail at obscure villages, and remember 
a vast number of obscure directions, — he had said 
good bv to his old firiend, Ben Berry, the porter, 
and, taking only an ordnance map and his sketch- 
book, had started from St Mary's by the Lake early 
in the summer's morning, with his face set straight 
towards Silcotes. " Only two half-counties to 
walk through, before the afternoon, my Ben," he 
said on starting. " Not much that, hey 1 Not so 
bad as the journey down here." 

A resolute young fellow enough. A Silcote 
could not have been more resolute. The glory of 
the day waned as he walked stoutly on, until he 
saw his fiuniliar old Boisey in the hazy dim distance 
at noon. The distance was very hazy, and the air 
was very close and hot, yet he held on through a 
country utterly strange to him, choosing always, by 
that geographical genius which one sees in some 
men, but not in very many, the roads which would 
suit his purpose, and end somewhere ; in preference 
to those, apparently as much trafiic-wom as the 
others, which only delude one by leading to the 
parsonage-house and the church. The course was 
northeast, and the great Alps of thunder-cloud, 
creeping up through the brown haze, had met him 
and were overhesul, when having crossed the infant 
Loddon at Wildmoor, and having delayed to pick* 
for Dora, a nosegay of the beautiful gemus and 
orchises, which to him, coming fh>m the heath-coun- 
try, seemed so rare and so rich, he turned into Uie 
deep clay lanes towards the hei&th. 

By this time every one was getting to shelter, and 
the thunder was loud. The landlord of a Httle rotd- 
side inn he passed \u^^ Vsmbl Na ^^«^>'kbl^. '^^*'^3. 
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weather mattered little to the shepherd lad, and he 
pleasantly declined, saying that *' he had not time." 
The landlord looked curiously and admiringly after 
the swift-footed pleasant-looking young gentleman 
as he sprang up the steep ascent towarcb the thun- 
der ; but James never paused, although the storm 
came down fiercely now, and Boisey was hidden 
from him completely. In Bramshill Park, the light- 
ning was leaping and blazing all around him, lighting 
up the dense cloud of rain in every direction, and 
once, with a snap and a roar, it shone in blue and 
white reflections from every window in the whole 
of the vast fa9ade of the house, showing him that he 
was dose to shelter. But the humor was on him 
now; he would walk on, though not altogether 
recklessly ; the storm had settled down on the park, 
and was tearing and riving at that most beautiful 
spot, till it had exhausted its fury ; even in his 
headlong humor he knew this, and kept away, as 
fer as possible, from the trees. Before he had been 
long in the park he had received his caution on this 
head ; a great oak loomed on him out of the rain, 
and he suddenly saw a bright spark in one of the 
forks of it ; and before he could put his arm over 
his head, eight centuries* growth of timber was scat- 
tered around him among the fern and the heather. 
Yet, though he saw the figures of men about the 
stables beckoning him to stay for shelter, he held 
on. He had set it in his mind to be at Silcotes by 
five o'clock, and he held to his resolution with steady 
good-humored tenacity. 

The next village and street was a stream of water 
as he passed through it ; no soul was out of doors ; 
and, as they saw him pass, they wondered whether 
he was penniless or desperate to walk in such 
weather. Had some of them known that he was 
bound for Silcotes, they would not have wondered 
at all : it would have been merely Hamlet going to 
England. By the time he had passed Bear Wood, 
he had succeeded in walking down the storm, and 
Boisey was close before him in the sunlight of a 
very practical and quiet summer's afternoon. The 
reckless fit passed when he found himself in decent 
and ordinary weather, and he began to bethink 
himself how he should look at his journey's end, and 
what the Squire would say of him in his present 
very untidy condition. 

The uniform of St. Mary's, carefully developed 
by the theoretically-minded Arthur, and the really 
practically-minded Mr. Betts, was as well calculated 
to recover from the effects of weather as that of a 
French soldier. Yet, in his intense eagerness to see 
some bit of the old country again, to be again within 
the range of his earlier experiences, he begrudged 
even the time it took to dry his clothes, which he 
did at a riverside inn. He now got into the old 
country at last, and changed his pace suddenly; for, 
anxious as he was to get to the Silcotes* country, he 
was anything but anxious to meet the Squire. 

He had come so fast, that even the drying of his 
clothes and the dawdling along by the old mmiliar 
paths did not make him late. Every hedgerow was 
familiar to him, and such an incident as the mend- 
ing of a stile, or the filling up of some time-honored 
gap, was of strange importance, and tempted him 
to delay ; but, nevertheless, as the turret clock struck 
five, he peered through the open door into the dark 
and empty hall. 

Empty but for one figure. Silcote himself was 

seated before a wood fire in the great cavernous fire- 

p/Mce, and which was never without fire, summer or 

nnter. Heaiiag a footstep on the threshold, the 



Squire rose, turned, and looked steadily at him for 
one moment 

He was not changed. There was the same sturdy, 
strong figure, and the same grizzled hair, so familiar 
to James from his childhood. It was the same old 
** Dark " Squire who advanced towards the young 
man as he stood, hesitating and modest in the , 
porch ; but there was a look about that Scjuire which 
James had never seen before in his cursory obser- 
vations of his face. Something had gone very 
wrong with the Squire this mormng. Things gen- 
erally did go wrong with him, but the effect 
generally was mere petulance and ill-temper. On 
this occasion the Squire came forward with his head 
bowed down, and an expression of grief and terror 
on his face. James thought he was coming to speak 
to him ; buf, to his great astonishment and alarm, 
Silcote passed him steadily, waving him on one side 
with his hand, and then stood in the porch beside 
him, but looking away from him, and said, — 

" It is of no use. I will not recall what I have 
done. You have had chance after chance, and you 
have turned persistently to evil. Even if God 
pleases to deal with me as heavily as He threatens, * 
it will not benefit you. When all is done, I may 
fall back on another beside you. You have no right 
here ; this is one of the innumerable theatrical fol- 
lies of my sister. You have had my answer once, 
and, even in this deep affliction, I have all my own 
obstinacy about me. The house is at your disposal, 
but I am not accessible. The Princess and you have 
arranged this between you. Pray carry out your 
arrangements in my house to the utmost I wash 
my hands of the whole matter. I only caution you 
of the extreme danger of your presence here, and j 
assure you that I will do nothing whatever to stay 
the course of justice." 

It was evident to James that the Squire had 
driven himself mad at last, as his mother always said 
he would. Thinking it best on the whole, however, 
to justify himself, even to a madman, he turned to 
Silcote, as he was passing on, and said, humbly 
enough, — 

*' I beg your pardon, sir, but it was by your own 
orders that I came here.'* 

Silcote turned and looked on him again. At first 
he was confused for a moment, but recovered him- 
self very quickly. " My boy," he said, " you must be 
young Sugden. To be sure. You were to be here 
by five, and are punctual. That is good. I have 
had afflictions, ray boy," he continued, drawing near 
to him, attracted by his bright, honest look, and 
evidently glad to explain himself to any one. " I 
have had great afflictions through all my life, and 
the heaviest has come this morning. They confuse 
me at times, these afflictions of mine, and I took 
you for some one else. Be a good son to your 
mother, boy, for she is a good woman. God is hard 
on bad sons and bad fathers ; The Syrians were 
right there. As for you, I hear nothing but good of 
you ; all kinds of good fi'om every one. You will 
die young, but that is no matter ; the good ones 
always die young, — Cleobis, you know. Make 
yourself happy here ; hear but a word in private, 
llold your tongue about what you heard me say 
just now. Let it be a secret between us, boy. Dora 
is in there ; go in and find her. Don't fall in love 
with Anne, mind; she is too much of a Silcote; 
choose Dora. Go in and keep our secret. Not a 
word to any soul, or it will come round to Arthur at 
last ; he gets hold of all our secrets in time. 

Jaxnes feVt a Y\U\^ ixiot^ (i.^3.^^ >\i'a.'a\i<& ^%s^ m thA- 
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height of the thunder-storm in Bramshill Park. 
Here was a curious reception after a curious head- 
long journey. The first average and commonplace 
incident which befell him during that somewhat re- 
markable day was his meeting with Dora in the hall. 
She was commonplace enough, as she always was, 
for she at once made him stand before the smoul- 
dering fire, and spoke to him the words which stand 
at the beginning of this -very chapter. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

** And /," said Dora, " consider that you have 
improved since that time, immensely, both phys- 
ically and morally. Other people, as for instance 
my aunt, may hold the opinion that you are in dan- 
ger of becoming a very shallow young spark. Miss 
Lee, whose opinions, more particularly when directed 
and inspired by my uncle Arthur, I am bound to 
respect, may be of opinion that we are both getting 
too old to continue our former intimacy. I am not 
Jhefe, however, to combat other people's opinions, so 
much as to express my own. And to tell you the 
honest and plain truth, James Sugden, I have 
watched you pretty closely for some years, and I 
think you will do." 

" And you will do in time," said James : " that 
is, if you will think before you speak, and when you 
have made a mistake, think again and mend it. 
Which you don't do now, you know. There, that is 
flippant enough to suit the Princess. Now, let us 
be comfortable. How are you, and what's the 
news ? " 

** I am very well, and I may have some news or I 
may not." 

** / have had an astonishment, to-day," said James. 

" So have I." 

'* Are you going to trump my trick as usual ? " 
said James. 

Said Dora, **I can't tell till you have played 
your card." 

And then James remembered that he was bound 
by all the rules of honor not to say a word of what 
had passed between him and the Squire, and so he 
told her that he could not play his trump. 

" Then any small card will do for the trick," said 
Dora. ** I have been utterly astonished at the size 
and coloring of my grandfather's quilled Grerman 
asters. Now." 

" There is something more than that, Dora, I 
know." 

** I suppose you do, unless you are a goose ; but 
if we are to play the great game of astonishment, 
you shall not hold all the trumps in your own hand." 

" I can't play my trump, Dora. I can't tell you 
what I have heard in the last twenty minutes. An- 
swer me this. Is there anything wrong in the 
house ? " 

" You give up the game ? " 

"Entirely." 

" Well, then, I will tell you; and I am very glad 
-we are alone together. I fear there is something 
Tcry wrong indeed. There has been a long inter- 
Tiew between Arthur and his father in the library. 
Uncle Arthur came out first, looking as pale as a 
ghost,, a deal more like death than life, James, I 
assure you ; and after a time, grandpapa came out 
ci^ng, — ay, he did, and sat there before the fire 
-with hii head in his hands for I don't know how 
long.^ 



" Why, I saw him sitting so myself," said James. 

" Did you ? " said Dora. " Well, that is an im- 
portant and valuable fact, supposing any one had 
the audacity to question my statement. At present 
we can keep it in reserve. The question is, what is 
the matter?" 

" I wonder what it is," said James. 

" I suppose you do, unless you have determined 
to give up wondering for the rest of your life. / 
wonder. Any gaby can wonder." 

"After all, you know," replied James, " you have n|t 
any right to wonder, because it is no possible busi- 
ness cw yours. And you have no right to catch 
me up so short I dare say you think that sort of 
thing very fine, but I don't I don't approve of it. 
You are fond of doing it to me when we are alone, 
but you know you never dare to do it before com- 
pany, for fear of my picking you up. I thought you 
were going to be comfortable. If this is what you 
mean, you had better be uncomfortable." 

" I awi uncomfortable," said poor Dora, stamping 
her foot, and beginning to cry. ** I meant to be so 
nice to you, and I am so very fond of you — " 

As this is an eminently unsentimental story, I will 
omit what passed before James and Dora were 
standing looking out of the window together, per- 
fectly " comfortable." " Paul and Virginia" is not 
out of print surely, though I have not seen it lately. 

But though Dora was " comfortable " enough with 
James, she was far from being good company ; at 
least to any one but him. Everytliing was going 
wrong, it appeared, at Lancaster Square (she said 
that things m general were all mops and brooms, an 
expression which we are forced to trace to Miss 
Lee, in her earlier form of development) : grandpa 
Betts was always here now (meaning at Silcotes) ; 
and poor pa haid not a sound head left in the house 
to guide him except hers. There was only one pu- 
pil left now, young Dempster, who had only stayed 
on to propose to her, and liad got his answer. There 
were no new pupils coming. The weekly bills were 
all in arrear, and likely to be, for her father had de- 
clared for ritualism, and the pews would all of them 
be empty in three months. It was a sudden resolu- 
tion. He had been brooding over the matter for a 
long time ; but after his recent visit to Oxford, he 
had decided, and declared that nothing would move 
him now. If grandpa Betts had been by his side, 
he could have made the thing more palatable to the 
parishioners ; he always warned pa to let them down 
to it very easy ; but then he was here, concocting 
business of some sort with grandpa Silcote, and so 
what was the use of talking? Algernon's health 
was worse than ever, and he had to swallow a king's 
ransom in cardamums and gentian, and, though the 
doctor might wait for his money, the grocer certain- 
ly would not Then she passed to Miss Lee. 
Passed to Miss Lee, and stopped. " I cannot speak 
of her. If I dared tell her that she was neglecting 
the duties nearest to her, she would only say that 
she is fulfilling higher ones. I wish she could find 
time for both. But she can't, and she is a good 
woman. Believe in Miss Lee, will you, James r " 

" The last saint in the calendar : certainly," said 
the public schoolboy. " About the Princess, for in- 
stance. From a great variety of hints I have 
received, — or, to be perfectly truthful, from a vast 
number of conversations I have heard, as an unap- 
preciated and unnoticed fourth party in your fiai- 
thers house, between yo^is ^^\3ate«^ Kx^\iL^^"*^xv^ "C^^s^ 
baius\ied wmii^ Ttwsovaa.^— -Wwi. 'fercvwi.^ Sicvv^ ^sso^ 
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mischief which happens in this house. How does 
■he stand affected in the present instance ? Here 
we have all things ffxng wrong, both at my old 
home in Lancaster Square, and at this new home 
here at Sllcotes. A woman is at the bottom of it, 
you know. Tell me about her movements, and I 
will form my judgment** 

"Vanity Fair, Vanity Fair," replied Dora at 
once: "you are talking Vanity Fair, my lord. 
The book that makes every schoolboy who has read 
it believe that he is a man of the world. Bless you, 
/ read that book, and thought it was the key to the 
world. But Miss Lee and Aunt Mary have cured 
me of that Don't talk Vanity Fair. Be a boy.** 

" And don't you give me your Other's renuurss on 
that book at second-hand. Come now." 

"I think we had better have no more of this 
crude babble,** said Dora. 

" And there spoke your uncle Arthur," said 
James. 

"Well, here come Reginald and Anne," said 
Dora. ^^ My dear James, we shall never do Beatrix 
and Benedict We have not the art Let us be 
firiends.*' 

There entered now a pale, delicate, but very 
amiable-looking boy, a boy say seventeen, and with 
him a very beautiful girl, of nearly the same age. 
The pair were utterly indescribable, simply because 
there was nothing to describe as yet 

They were merely a well-looking enough boy and 
girl, but in no degree remarkable as yet in outward 
appearance. To the shrewder, and younger, or 
rather more slowly-developed pair who watched 
their entrance, there was something observable: 
they had been quarrelling, and were not on speak- 
ing terms ^ with one another. James and Dora 
" sparred " continually, but never quarrelled. Reg- 
inald and Anne, who always paired off together, 
seldom or never "sparred," but spent their time 
between strongly ostentatious bursts of affection 
and long periods of sulks. They were sulking at 
one another now, in a more than ordinary way; 
and Dora was so fully aware of this fact, and fol- 
lowed her kindly instmct so far, as to go across to 
James, lightly pass her hand over his hair, and lay 
her hand on his shoulder. James, in the most ac- 
cidental manner, managed to turn his head and 
touch that hand unseen, and so was enlisted on the 
side of the peacemaker. 

" I have come through such an awful storm," he 
■aid, as soon as the usual greetings were given and 
exchanged, though without moving for fear of 
Dora's hand going from his shoulder. " Thunder, 
and lightning, and rain, beyond belief. But I had 
some one to see at the journey's end, and I never 
flinched, Dora." 

" You were afraid of grandpa's being angir if 
you were afier your time, and you were more afraid 
of him than of the thunder." 

" Well, there is something in that," said James, 
throwing back his head, and looking up in her face 
laughing, " though it may not have been pretty to 
say so. I knew there was a Silcote, male or fe- 
male, young or old, at the end of the journey ; and 
that I was pretty sure to get my nose snapped off 
somehow. Keggy, old man, it was lucky for you 
that you came on two days before me, you would 
have got drenched. There has been no storm 
here." 

There seems to be an Avenger who waits on the 

/teel9 of good-natured people who try to solve (in a 

cbemic&l sense), or water away, a quarrel by com- 



monplace. When I say an Avenger, I don't in tlitt 
least mean your Nemesis. Your Nemesis acts on 
settled law, principle, and logic, through long pe- 
riods of time ; sometimes so long, that a matter of 
exactly eight centuries will go by without a sign of 
her. She belongs to the atmosphere of tragedy, 
with which we have nothing to da The ordinary 
Social Avenger holds the same relation to her as 
Mrs. Sherw^'s Inbred Sin ^the only agreeable 
character in the " Infant Pii^ms ") holds to Mil- 
ton's Satan. Your Nemesis is deliberative and in- 
exorably just; your Avenger is sudden and emi- 
nently unjust; acting, for instance, in this case, 
only on the very vague basis that you have no busi- 
ness to talk commonplace on any grounds what- 
ever. The Avenger came swifUy down on James, 
and gave it to him. The thunder-storm was the 
very point on which Reginald and Anne had beon 
quarrelling. 

" I am glad to find myself confirmed," smd Anne, 
from the window in which she was sulking. " There 
has been no thunder-storm here ; and there will be 
none. And he has hurried me home here, from 
where we were comfortably by the river, watching 
the fish, because he said there would be thunder di- 
rectly. He would not have his health if he did not 
have his own way." 

A tremendous crash of thunder among the beech 
woods close by only made matters worse. Reginald 
was right, which was profoundly exasperating ; and 
what was more, took every opportunity of remind- 
ing her of it, in the pause between each blaze of 
lightning and each rattle of thunder, till his voice 
sounded like a response in some terrible litany. The 
quarrel was not mended that night 

But the hours, and the bells which announced the 
hours, were as inexorable at Silcotes as at any 
Trappist monastery. In spite of a wild imbroglio 
of weather outside, the dressing-bell rang its defi- 
ance to the thunder, and they went to dress. Then 
the dinner-bell rang, and they came one by one into 
the blue drawing-room, bluer than ever with the 
continual fiashes of lightning ; and were marshalled 
solemnly by the butler into the long oak dininff- 
room ; where these four young people were set s<3- 
emnly down to their soup, in a thunder-storm, with a 
butler in black, and four footmen in crimson plusk 
breeches, to wait on them. 

Ridiculous enough ! The youngest footman was 
the most intimate and bosom friend of James in the 
old days, and James was dying to compare notes 
with him ; but there was an awful gulf between 
them now. They had been schoolmates, and had 
been shepherd-boys for neighboring fanners, and 
many times had surreptitiously driven their sheep 
close together at the risk of their mixin?, at the 
risk of a terrible beating, that they might while 
away together some few of the hours of a winter^ 
day by the interchange of such human thought as 
was working in their dull little brains. But the tail 
young footman took no notice of the handsome 
young scholar, beyond insisting, in spite oi a marti- 
net butler, on waiting on him, and on him solely, 
and plying him with every kind of sauce, the wine 
not as yet being within his jurisdiction. 

In the midst of this very awful dinner, the Prin- 
cess, now seen for the first time, swept in solemnly, 
and took her place at the head of the table. Jt had 
pleased her, for jpurposes of her own, to dress he»* 
self like Mary Queen of Scots, and she sat then 
and presided at the table, with her jewels and laoe 
lit up every momwoX \>y tVx^ Vl^\»\ii^^ looking ai 
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theatrical as «he could possibly have wished herself. 
In general, she was very cheerful and playful with 
the children, but something had happened in the 
house that morning, and she was aetermined to 
make the most of it She greeted them all courte- 
ously, but scarcely spoke,, and left them again as 
soon as the dessert was on the table. Of the Squire 
or of Arthur there was no sign. 

The young people got free soon after this, and 
James's first movement was to catch his quondam 
friend, the youngest footman. Time was short, as it 
might please the Squire to come down for coffee, 
and he dreaded offending him. ** George, old fel- 
low I " he said, catching^him in a passage, ** what is 
wrong in Ae house ? Do tell me." 

" It 's Mr. Arthur," said the young man hurriedlv. 
« He has been having fits, and kept it to himselfl 
But he can't live three months. That is what is the 
matter." 

The storm swept by, and left a steady down-pour- 
ing rain. Reginald and Anne had gone away to 
different parts of the house, with their childish quar- 
rel still festering between them, and Dora and 
James sat together before the wood fire in the great 
hall, alone and almost silent, complacent in one 
another's company, comparing notes and exchang- 
ingopinions on the past and future. 
^The whole of the house was nearly silent ; there 
was only to be heard the whisper of the now distant 
thunder, and in distant offices the deadened sounds 
of the great domestic life which it pleased the Squire, 
in his useless ostentation, to keep around him. A 
footman had come in and brought a tray with wine 
and water. The butler had come in a long time 
afler, and having looked around him, had disap- 
peared again like a black respectable ghost, who 
wished to assure himself that the other ghosts in 
that great hall were conducting themselves properly, 
and not annoying his master's guests before the- prop- 
er hour of night. James had not told Dora any- 
thing about her uncle Arthur ; they had arranged to 
be " comfortable " together, and were carrying out 
their intention, with the example of Reginald and 
Anne before them, by saying the first thing which 
came into either of their heads, and not contradict- 
ing one another (which is the true base of the art 
of conversation), when night suddenly became hide- 
ous. I think, when we were first introduced to the 
Silcote m^nagey there were about a dozen blood- 
hounds. Since then the breed had become valu- 
able, and Mr. George had paid considerable sums of 
money for several of them. The Squire never ob- 
jectea to the turning of an honest penny, and had 
kept up the breed, so that there now were some 
twenty of them, and they all began barking and 
baying at once. 

James and Dora had hardly time to say " Some- 
body coming," when a step was heard at the hall- 
door, close opposite to them, and the man who trod 
that footstep, whether frightened by the horrible 
noise of the dogs, which he had every reason to be- 
lieve loose, or anxious to get out of the rain, or 
unable to find the bell, began rattling at the door 
with all his might. James, with a certain terror 
of the dogs in his own mind, solved the difficulty by 
walking across the hall and letting him in. 

The man he admitted at once walked half-way 
across the hall before he spoke. Then turning to 
James he said: ^ Young gentleman, I guess uom 
your uniform that you are m the navy. Sea-going 
— notoriously good for the nerves, as Trafalgar 



shows. But even at Trafalgar there was no talk of \ manded oC \^ia. 



Lord Nelson being eaten alive by bull terriers. 
Consequently, I hope you and this young lady will 
excuse my abrupt entrance. I wish you a good 
evening, miss, and all good fortune." 

He was a lean, sallow, black-whiskered man of a 
doubtful age. He stood before them dressed in 
mackintosh, dripping, and they wondered with a 
very great wonder wio he could be.' 

" xou need not be afraid of the dogs, sir," said 
James. " Mr. Silcote generally keeps them tied up. 
And there has been no accident with them for above 
a week. Did you want Mr. Silcote ? " 

*^ No," said the man in mackintosh ; '* unless I am 
mistaken, I want to speak with this young lady by 
the fire. Miss Lee, I believe ? " 

** No," said Dora, rising ; *' I am not Miss Lee. I 
am Miss Silcote. Miss Lee is my governess." 

" Is not Miss Lee here, then, miss ? " 

** No," said Dora ; ** she is not here. She is at mj 
father's house in Lancaster Square." 

The man in mackintosh actually swore in the 
presence of Dora, but apologized for it immediately 
afterwards. **That is your private inquiry ofiice 
business, miss, all over. They can't be employed to 
trace Miss Lee for us, but what they must trace her 
forty mile too far, and put our people to ten pounds 
extra expense, if that mattered. liy the by," he 
added, turning to James, ** now we are on the spot 
it may be worth while. Do you know these parts, 
sir?" 

" Pretty well," said James. 

** What is the name of that village I came through 
just now, outside the park gates ?" 

" Beechwood," said James. 

" You don't know the name of Sugden in con- 
nection with these parts, do you ? " said he in the 
mackintosh. 

** My name is Sugden," said James ; " and I was 
bom and bred there." 

** Thank you," said the stranger ; " and Miss Lee, 
vou say, miss, has not come to spend her holiday 
here with your grandpa, but is at Lancaster Square ? 
Thank you very much, miss. I am sure I hope you 
will excuse the mistake of addressing a young lady 
as the young lady's governess, but Miss Lee was de* 
scribed to me as being of remarkable personal at- 
tractions, and so the mistake was perfectly naturaL 
Mr. Sugden, if you are not too nervous to see me 
out of the avenue, or if any of Mr. Silcote's people 
had such a thing as a lantern, I should feel more 
comfortable about getting back to my fly at the 
lodge. The driver remarked that the Squire ob- 
jected to hired vehicles in his grounds, and, on re- 
monstrance, said he would see Aiwsc//* farther before 
he 'd go a yard fSTther. You will come with me 
there? Thank you.'] 

James went with him to the lodge. The man was 
profoundly respectful to him during their short 
walk, and on getting into his fly, said, — 

** Present instructions are binding, sir. I am not 
going beyond them when I ask you to present my 
respectful compliments to your mother. Geoi^ 
Thompson is the name, sir. I wish you a very good 
night." 

And so he drove off. And James, returning^ 
found that Dora was gone to bed, and that the only 
occupant of the hall was the Princess of Castelnuo- 
vo, as Mary Queen of Scots, who was standing be- 
fore the fire with a bedroom candlestick, in an at- 
titude. ' 

" There \iaa \>few. «^ xs^asi >wi5t^^\i«i'^'* ^^^ ^*^ 
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'* Yes, my lady.** 
" German ? " 
** No, my lady." 

** Italian, then ? Do not prevaricate." 
" I am not prevaricating, my lady. The man 
-was an Englishman." 



CHAPTER XXII. 

ARTHUR <H)£S TO TBA WITH MISS BATLOCK. 

There lived in the village near Silcotes two 
people called ]Mr. and Mrs. Jones, in no way re- 
markable, except that they knew every one about 
that part of the country ; and every one considered 
them to be so amiable, so inoffensive, and so insig- 
nificant, that they found themselves, some three 
times a week, the repositories of the most important 
secrets; sometimes, I regret to say, of actionable 
libels. 

And they did n't know why, and no one would 
tell them. The great fact remains, however, — an 
undisturbed, good, and undeniable fact Everybody 
told them everything. 

Sometimes, at first, one used to think that the 
reason of their being such general confidants was 
that they were a safe couple, and held their tongues. 
One mi^ht ^ as far as to say that separately, and 
at certam times, they did hold their tongues, and 
you got to trust them. But afterwards, when they 
were both together even, you found that you could 
get anything out of them you liked. Taken apart, 
one soon found they were a pair of sieves, and won- 
dered much why tney should be elected as the con- 
fidants of the neighborhood. You came to the con- 
clusion that they were not so chosen for their reti- 
cence, but for the opposite quality. You have many 
things which you would wish to reach your neigh- 
bors* ears, and yet which you would not like to say 
first-hand. One began to see, after a time, that the 
Joneses were not so much confidants as vehicles. 

'A certain now eminent man was once roundly 
abused in a common room, in which he was not 
present, by a certain theologian. The mutual friend, 
the vehicle, brought the intelligence to him, then a 
struggling man. He had one weapon, and he used 
it ; he had the mutual communicative friend. " He 
is a ruffian, and drinks I" said he to the mutual 
friend, knowing that it would be carried faithfully. 
The knife went between the old theologian's ribs 
deeper than if the stab had been made first-hand. 
The retort was false, though not falser than the 
attack; but it hit deeper. Mr. and Mrs. Jones 
were often used in this way. 

They were, at all events, on the very best terms 
with every one. They were on the most intimata 
terms with Miss Raylock (Jones had written some 
novels), and that very dear and good old lady was 
by no means averse to an innocent accumulation of 
facts about her neighbors : had not mankind, with 
its virtues, its foibles, its ways of action, been the 
study of her life? Was she to lose all interest 
in her neighbors because she had left off writing 
uncommonly smart and unmistakable sketches of 
them? Not at all. Why, Squire Silcote himself 
stood as hero in her novel of " Cleverness and 
Credulity." And she naturally was most anxious 
to see whether or no her guess as to his future would 
come true. She was in the habit also of declaring 
himiorous)y among fi*iends that, if she was younger, 
she would write another novel, and call it ** Frig- 



gery and Pugnacity ,*• the hero of wliicli shonld be 
young Arthur Silcote ; for she could not bear that 
young gentleman at all. She was, in short, a dear 
old lady, one half of a good gossip herself. She 
could listen admirably, and in a tentative way; 
making you talk about your neighbors until sbe 
knew what she wanted; and then chanc;ing the 
converaation by a little prudish advice about the 
evil of talking about your neighbors' affairs. As for 
getting one word out of her, except what she chose 
I*) speak deliberately, that was petfectly hopeless. 
Ihe other half of the qualities of a really good gos- 
sip, a sieve-like incontinence of speech, was want- 
ing in her. She was, therefore, a very intimate ac- 
cjuaintance of the Joneses, who, however, never grat- 
ified their curiosity about the Princess, for example, 
much as they desired it. When they had laid their 
treasures of hearsay at Miss Raylock's feet, they 
had only to make the sb'ghtest inquiry as to the an- 
tecedents of that sainted Princess to make Miss 
K-iylock bridle, and say that they had been talking 
quite enough about other folks' affairs, and begin 
talking of agriculture or geology. 

She was a perfect old empress in her way. She 
considered that an invitation to tea with her was of 
quite as much importance, as great a compliment, 
as one of those dreadful invitations to Compile. 
The Joneses, who were mildly literary, rich, and 
very agreeable, were in the habit of" having down" 
literary men, artists, theatrical people, sometimes abo 
people concerned in the government of the country, 
noble or other. The Joneses had champagne, pic- 
tures, rare books, carriages and horses, flowers, and 
India-rubber opinions of the most advanced order, 
suited for all guests, and expressed in the most 
advanced language ; in short, everything which can 
make life worth having. But the great treat which 
they proposed to all their guests, — from the Rev. 
Mr. A. (U. S.), the Baptist missionary of Nevada, 
to Mr. Z., the ultra- Anglican ceremonialist ; from 
Mr. Dawkins, the man who considered Mr. Bright 
a half-hearted man, too cautious and compromising, 
to Mr. Hawkins, the Tory Essex agriculturist,— 
the treat proposed to all these people was the same. 
They schemed and fished for an invitation to tea 
with Miss Raylock. A. and Z., Dawkins and Haw- 
kins, — it was all the same. They believed in Mia 
Raylock, and these people must come to tea witii 
her. If they had never heard of her, that was their 
ignorance ; if they had never read her books, that 
was their neglect; if they had read them, and did 
not like them, that was their want of taste. But 
they must not be allowed to suppose that, bexiause 
one lived in the provinces, one was getting in the 
rear of thought Miss Raylock was the only visible 
intellectual phenomenon in those parts; and the 
high honor of going to tea with her was a sacred 
one. 

So these two honest toadies of the good old wo- 
man made a queen of her, and kept her to the be- 
lief that such honest and good thought as she had 
uttered in her day, and with some purpose, was 
still current under her stamp. In the main she was 
right.* The truth she had told was recognized truth 
still, but it had been handled by fifty hands since, 
some coarser, some finer than hers. The most ever 
said about her in the world was now and then by 
some critic of fiction, who had read her books ; and 
the most that such a man ever said was : " Why old 
Miss Raylock said the very same thing five and 
twenty years ago." The old lady knew nothing oC 
all t\^. She "SnA oivK^e V)^^ii d. c^een^ and she con- 
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Adered herself a queen still. And her peremptory re- 
fiisal to admit Dawkins, the Eadical and Atheist 
(as she called him), into her house, is still preserved 
among the archives of the Jones family. They 
.have a profound respect and fear for the old lady, 
which does in a way both themselves and the old 
lady credit. A shrewd tongue is a great possession. 
1 doubt whether Mrs. Jones had a prouder moment 
in her life than when she broke gently to the great 
Dawkins, the headlong democrat, the fact that Miss 
Baj^lock could n't made her principles coincide with 
asking him to tea ! Dawkins was not amused, be- 
cause he was not in possession of facts, and haid 
never in his life heard of Miss Kay lock. But the 
triumph was great for Mrs. Jones. "You are a 
ffreat and dangerous man, you Dawkins, but here 
IS one greater than you." 

There came one aay to call on these Joneses Ar- 
thur Silcote, in a rather more pragmatic frame of 
mind than usual. It was only a day or two after 
the peremptory rejection of Dawkins, and Mrs. 
Jones, naturally proud of such a very exclusive ac- 
Quaintance, such a very celebrated personage, be- 
iore so famous a scholar as Arthur, mentioned it 
accidentally to him. 

" Miss Raylock ? " he said. " And who is Miss 
Raylock?" 

This was such an astounding and puzzling rejoin- 
der that Mrs. Jones sat perfectly silent, not having 
made up her mind whether to be indignant or 
scornful. Arthur saved her the trouble. 

** O, Miss Eaylock," he added quickly ; " I know. 
She is the funny old trot of a mad woman who 
'lives in the village. Of course I know. How stu- 
pid I am." 

Mrs. Jones said quietly, " She is not mad, Mr. 
Silcote. She has known you and yours for many 
years. I am astonished that J^ou should not re- 
member her. Your memory is getting short." 

For one moment, when she said these words, Ar- 
thur's eyes twitched and wandered, and a look of 
deep anxiety came over his deadly pale beautiful 
face. He was himself again in a moment, and 
said, — 

" Well, a man with his brain worked like mine 
cannot remember everything. There is no need to 
tell him that his memory is breaking and his mind 
going" ("his manners too," thought Mrs. Jones), 
" because he cannot at a moment remember the 
name of an old mad woman. I remember her per- 
fectly well now, and I beg your pardon. So she 
would not have the great Dawkins to tea, eh? 
Plucky old lady. I wul show her how I appreciate 
her conduct by going and having tea with her my- 
self this very afternoon." 

" Has she asked you ? " said Mrs. Jones. 

" Not she. I am going to ask myself" 

" I would n't do that if I were you," replied Mrs. 
Jones, and then more eagerly, " Pray don't do any- 
thing so — so — rash ! " 

" Rude begins with the same letter as rash," said 
Arthur ; " was that the real word ? " 

" O dear, no, not at all," replied Mrs. Jones, with 
quite as much emphasis as is allowed to a lady in 
tnese times. *| But I would n't go if I were in your 
place." 

« Why not?" 

" Because, if I were in your place, I should not 
think of doing anything of the kind." 
■ Seeing that Mrs. Jones had retired behind the 
bulwark of female reiteration — and a terribly 
strong one it is — > Arthur laughed, and departed on 



his rather rude and self-sufficient errahd. He re^ 
membered Miss Baylock well enough now, but some- 
how had got to think she was dead. There are 
some old people whom we always hesitate to inquire 
after on our return to our native village. Arthur 
had been living very fast, I mean intellectually fast, 
and Miss Raylock had got confused in his mind with 
some one else. Things did get confused to him now 
sometimes ; he felt it, though he would not acknowl- 
edge it to himself; and it vexed him, and made him 
angry. He was in one of his later and (naay I say 
it of one who was really a noble person ?) more ill- 
conditioned moods when he rang at Miss Raylock's 
garden gate. 

It was Miss Raylock's love of beauty which, in 
the first instance, made her write tales at all ; it was 
her intense love of order which made her write 
them so well. Having retired wisely and nobly, 
with her prestige untouched, from her task of tell- 
ing the beauty of order to the world with her pen, 
she had expressed it to herself and the few friends 
who came to see her in her house and her garden. 
People for whom even the Joneses dared not ask an 
invitation to tea were allowed to* see her garden, — 
a maze of flowers, from the time when the Christ- 
mas roses raised their pale heads from the frosty 
ground, to the time when the last chrysanthemum 
drooped his bold head before the 

" Hungry irind that went wandering about 
Like a wulf which has smelt a dead child ouf 

Of the exquisite order of her quaint little cottage 
we need not speak here. It is only the beauty of 
her garden with which we have to do. This old 
maid, whose pride it was never to have had a lover, 
had an intense love for certain forms of beauty. 
And even in her devotion to her flowers you found, 
when you came to know her well, that the old feel- 
ing in favor of order was stronger than the almost 
equally strong feeling for ostentatious gaudy color- 
ing. A coreopsis was dearer to her than a prize 
balsam, — the perfect folding of the old moss-rose, or 
the Souvenir de Malmaison, dearer to her than the 
rich barbarity of color with the inferior and lower 
form of such a rose as Ophirie. 

It was high summer-time on the afternoon of 
which we speak, and the whole of the garden 
flamed and blazed with rows and piles of well-or- 
dered color. AVhat little green there was was as 
smooth as a billiard table ; the gravel, scarcely less 
smooth than the grass, was guiltless of a leaf or a 
straw : the whole place was faint with a thousand 
scents, hot and quiet, — one vivid blaze of brilliant 
painting, under a bright summer sun : and in the 
midst of it all, alone m the sunlight, utterly color- 
less in face, stood Arthur Silcote, in black from , 
head to foot, a wonderful foil to all the bright 
color around him. 

There was beauty of a rare kind, and order of a 
rare kind, in him too, — of a rarer and higher kind 
than any which could be found in the very best 
flower in Miss Raylock's garden. But Miss Ray- 
lock, afler having said to her little maid, " Let him 
in," could not see it, and said, looking through her 
drawing-room window, '* Aha 1 my younoj gentle- 
man ! and so you are there. I shall begin to be- 
lieve in the Princess's table-rappinjj soon ! " 

Arthur was let in by the door which led into the 
garden, and took his solitary black figure from 
among the brilliant flowers and the bright sun inio 
the dark little drawing-room of Ml?>% "Rjo^V'^viV. ^^.^ 
common or co\ft!c>vcv^\AQtv \oq\xv <iS. ^ ci^»6«5i.\^^<5\> '^^>" 
very beat ^\afte fox «X\3AY^^^ ^^ V^>^s» ^^^ ^ec.^^ 
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Iftdiet, but Arthur'fl noie was bj this time mifficient- 
I7 educated to tell him that he was in the drawing- 
room of a lad^r. There was nothing to ^ide hini 
to an^ conclusion but his nose, for, comine out of 
the brilliant sun, and more brilliant flowers, nis eyes 
were perfectl;^ useless ; his ears also were of very 
little use to mm, for Miss Raylock stood up perfect- 
ly still and silent, eying him with intense curiosity, 
hke a cunning little old bird. 

"How much do you know, and what is the 
amount of your influence, my little gentleman ? " 
she said to herself, but remained silent just long 
enough to give Arthur time to see that be had done 
a very impertinent thing. Seeing a dim gray figure 
before him, and feeling that he must go through 
with his adventure, he of course spoke flrst. 

" I have come to pay you a visit. Miss Ray- 
lock.** 

" You got my invitation to tea, then ?" said the 
old lady ; *♦ that is right." 

Arthur felt deeply foolish, hvit he could not lie in 
the very least degree under any circumstance what- 
soever. He had therefore to answer, " No." ' 

" That is not wonderful," said the inexorable old 
lady, "seeing that it never was written. And 
though I certainly do want to see you, yet I doubt if 
it would ever have been written. I don't like you, 
young gentleman, and so I warn you ; shall I tell 
you why ? " 

" I don't think we should gain anything by that. 
Miss Ray lock," said Arthur, laughing, ana perfectly 
at his ease. She was using his own weapons, and 
he was perfectly at home with them. " The reason 
of my visit here is very simple. I was given to un- 
derstand that your tea-drinkings were very exclu- 
sive businesses, and I determined at once that I 
would drink tea with you uninvited. I should do 
the same thing (with different tactics) if I was de- 
fied to appear at one of the Duchess of Cheshire's 
balls." 

" That is very neat," said Miss Kaylock ; " at least, 
very neat for a Silcote. The Duchess of Cheshire 
and myself, as leaders of exclusion, would, you im- 
ply, be both flattered by having their Olympus 
scaled by such a giant as yourself. 

" That is not quite so neat as my pretty speech, 
my dear madam ; and I think jou will find that in 
real life badinage rapidly deteriorates in point after 
the first few retorte, and the common room is not a 
bad school for repartee. Suppose we drop it. The 
question is, have I earned my tea by my impu- 
dence ? " 

" You have." 

" Then ring the bell, if you can see where it is ; 
and let there oe peace between us." 

He had calculated on her being amused and 
pleased by his " bumptiousness," and he had reck- 
oned right. Besides, he knew the old lady was 
fond of celebrities (her " Recollections " prove that), 
and he was in his way an eminent man. She be- 
gan to feel friendly towards him, and had no rea- 
son to be afraid of him. She confessed to herself 
that, if her object had been to match her brains 
against his, she would have felt afiraid. Her object 
only was to speak of certain things and names, and 
see how they affected him. They wei^ very soon 
quite comfortable together. She was a shrewd and 
pleasant talker, in addition to being a wonderfully 
well-posted woman. Lord Balliol, who at one time 
that aftjirnoon really had half forgotten about her, 
foujjd that she was very pleasant, and that he was 
enjoying himself, Italy was the subject she chose to 



stick to, and^ the shrewd Arthur beHeved, becsoM he . , 
had never been there, and she wanted to show off. 
But she showed off very charmingly ; so much so 
that when she said, " Did you notice my flowen ? * 
he was rather sorry that she had changed the con- 
versation. 

** I noticed them, and they were rery beantifliL 
Stay, that is fagon de parler. They were too gau- 
dy ; almost barbarically gaudy." 

** You are right," she said. " But when you are 
as old as I am, and your ey^ get dim, and your 
bones get cold, you will pine, as 1 do, for colon and 
warmth, even though it be barbaric. These horri- 
ble long English winters, without light, without col- 
or, without warmth, make one sigh lor the delidoas 
winters of Italy." 

And, though the old lady spoke of dimmed eyes 
and chilled lx)nes, her eyes were as bright and as in- 
quisitive as a jackdaw's, and her attitude of intense 
curiosity spoke of anything but a rheumatic old 
age. The room perhaps was too dark for Arthur to 
notice this, and he only said, " I wonder yon dont 
go to Italy, Miss Raylock. You have spent tiie 
winter there, then ? " 

" One or two," she said, sitting back in her cluur. 
" One very pleasant one. Let me see. Whom did 
we have at Florence that year? Let me speak 
slowly, and remember. There were Pozzo Argen- 
tine, and your father, and your aunt the Princess, 
and Castelnuovo ; one ought to put the lady be- 
fore the gentleman, though," and nere she watched 
him intensely : ** and their factotum, Eriegsthurm, 
who murdered the postilion," — (speaking very slow 
here,) — " at least he was proved not to have mur- 
dered him ; but then, as we all believed he did, it 
was very charming and romantic to have a man we 
knew to be an Austrian, and whom we thought to 
be a murderer, as major-<lomo ; but I am getting 
below stairs. We novelists, you know, study afl 
ranks in life, from duty. And then we had Sympli&> 
gadesi, the Greek, — a charming person, but, I fear, 
a sad rogue. How he got his name together I leave 
to a fellow and tutor of Balliol. And then there 
were the Hathertons, from Boston, — most charminff 
specimens of the very best kind of Americans, and 
the Lennoxes, from New Orleans, — equally charm- 
ing ; and last, not least, my dear old triend. Count 
Frangipanni, the patriot. You know him, of 
course ? " 

Arthur did not. She saw that he knew nothing 
of any of these people except his father and aunt 
She went on. There was another name she kept in 
reserve, and she watched for the effect of it care- 
fully. 

" We had a very pleasant winter, I assure you. I 
suppose it is wrong for English artists, authors, po- 
ets, and so on, to leave these muddy skies for clearer 
ones : but they do. Heine twits us with it Our 
best poetess is there now, saying all kinds of things 
about the future of Italy to English ears, when she 
might be as well employed in singing the wrongs 
of the agricultural laborers at home. However, I 
have done the same thing in my time. I had a 
charming old villa, — not at all like Dickens^ 

* Pink Jail,' — and used to receive • these people. 
They are uncomfortable, though, tliose Italian coun- 
try houses, in winter. There is no preparation far 
cold. A place like Uflon is worth all of them to- 
gether in winter. Do you know Ufton ? " 

"I know it well. I should think that Samuel 
Reade must have painted * Sprites' Hall ' or the 

* Haunted llouae ' \tom \\, '* 
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" So I should tbink," said Miss Raylock. " You 
do know UfloD, do you ? And how, for instance ? " 

*' I am much interested in St Mary's College in 
Haoipshiref and that is the nearest great house to 
it. I know it well, — a place of bats and owls ; the 
most perfect specimen of what they call a Tudor 
country-house I have ever seen." 

•* How far is it from the college ? " 

•* About six miles." 

** Do you know that the upholsterers are in it, 
8hd that they are doing it up, — that the owner is 
coming back ? " 

•* No. I have heard nothing, and care to know 
nothing about it I suppose I shall lose the run of 
tiie grounds now." 

** X ou at all events know the name of the propri- 
etor, who is coming back from Italy to live there ? " 

** I can't say I can remember it 

•* Sir Godfrey Mallory." 

She looked more keenly than ever at him now. 
He only answered, without any change of feature, 
*« Hah ! descendant of the man who wrote * Morte 
ly Arthur,' I suppose. Is he an old goose? I'll 
make him believe about the * Morte D' Arthur,' and 
get the run of the place again." 

" Then you never heard of him ? " 

** Never in my life," said Arthur. 

*' He knows nothing " thought Miss Raylock ; and 
she began to get impatient. " Have you any influ- 
ence over your aunt, the Princess ? " she said. 
* «* A little. But what degree of influence ? " 

** Can you prevent her doing a silly thing ? " 

" No. Can you ? " 

" I don't want repartee ; I want sense. Can you 
prevent her going to Ufton, or going to Italy, or 
going to Vienna ? Can you prevent your father 
from maundering and daundering down in his idle- 
ness to that foolish college ? There, you are no 
use whatever ; but can you take a message ? Give 
Mr. Betts my most respectful compliments, and tell 
him that I expect him here to tea at five o'clock to- 
morrow. I have not the honor of his acquaintance, 
I allow ; but there, I am a lone unprotected woman, 
and this interview has been scandalously long. If 
our dear neighbors say anything unpleasant about 
it, remember, on your honor, that it was of your 
seeking. Go along with you. Master Oxford, and 
don't tread on my nower-beds. Send me Betts, will 
you ? Send me Betts." 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

IN WHICH DORA DISCOVERS A SECRET. 

The beds at Silcotes were more comfortable than 
the beds of St. Mary's ; and besides there was no 
eight o'clock chapel there, and indeed no apology 
dr mibstitute for anything of the sort. Arthur, in 
his earlier and more vigorous development, had 
certainly tried prayers, but habit had been against 
him, and had beaten even him. Nay, the great 
English institution of breakfast was in that estab- 
lishment a mere form, so diluted that, when the 
house- was full of such people' as still cared to go 
there for the shooting, it was merely changed, by a 
Httle vigorous action on the part of the butler, into 
lunch. No times were kept in that house before 
seven o'clock, and then woe be to the man who was 
late down to dinner, and cared for soup. 

I believe that the first thing which |in English 



schoolboy looks forward to, irhen he comes to yoa 
for the holidays, is a regular good lie in bed of a 
morning, — a "swink"! think they call it; at all 
events they used to call it so. Ask the next youi^ 
gentleman you have over to spend his vacation with 
you at what hour he would wish to be called. If I 
am wrong he will no doubt correct me. And again 
your sailor fresh from a voyage, or your traveller 
pressed for time, will inform the schoolboy as to 
the ^at fact that there is nothing like bed of a 
morning. Charles Lamb again, a man firom whom 
I am informed there is no appeal just now, goes 
with them, or I should say went with them, and lay 
abed till he chose to get up. 

It was therefore perfectly natural for James to lie 
long and sleep heavily the morning afler the storm^ 
and when he awoke it was with a start, and with 
his old keen swift look around him, for he felt in 
his sleep that some one was looking at him, and lo I 
the Squire himself sitting on the bed, and holding 
in his nand a large clumsy key. 

" Hallo I " cried the Squire, " you can't have 
much on your conscience if you sleep like that 
I have been staring at you ever so long. I am 
going out all day, and so I have brought you the key." 

*^ Thank you, sir," said James, not quite clear as 
to what key it was. 

" Yes," said Silpote. " I have kept it locked up 
ever since she went I had a great respect for your 
mother. A downright plainnspoken woman, but a 
lady, a perfect lady. Do you see much of her 
now?" 

" I have never seen her, sir, since the day she left 
me at school." 

" So she has stuck to her resolution," thought the 
Squire ; ** a most remarkable woman 1 She has 
taken what I said somewhat too literally. Do you 
ever hear from her ? " 

" Once every year, just merely telling me to be 
steadv, and saying we shall meet some day." 

" And where is she, and what is she doing ? " 

" I have no idea." 

" Indeed ! was there no postmark on the letter ? " 

" Only London, sir. I suppose you don't happen 
to know where they are ? 1 should hke to see my 
father again." 

" Very creditable. But I have no idea. A few 
days after you went to school thev came to the 
steward with their key, carrying heavy bundles. 
And they walked off eastward, and were lost in a 
mist, and from that time to this not a word has been 
heard of them. Do you think you would remember 
her?" 

" I am very doubtful of it, sir. And I fear she 
would not know me." 

Silcote laughed. " Not much fear of that," he 
said. " But iwill go. I have one of my riding fits 
on, and sha'n't be at home before dinner. By the 
by, if you were to bring your mind to bear on get- 
ting up it might be as well, for it is past eleven," 
and, laying the key on the bed, he went away. 

James came thoughtfully down stairs, and found 
that the breakfast-room was empty, and that the 
others had all breakfasted and dispersed ; there was 
only one plate laid, and on it a letter addressed to 
him. 

It was in an easy running business hand, with 
boldly emphatic initial letters and tails. It was as 
follows, — 

time i£ you ^o\M Vm^^ ^\3X \aa \w i{«®km»sso. ^'L 
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the address of your mother, l^frs. Sngden, I venture 
to ask you for it I go 'to London by the next 
train : and so perhaps you will be so good as to 
telegraph it to my employers, Messrs. Barrett and 
Hall, Lincoln's Inn Fields. I see now that I was 
wrong not to have asked you for it last night, when 
we stood face to face ; but I was a little put out by 
finding she had , left Beechwood. Apologizing for 
giving you so much trouble through my neglect, 
" 1 remain, 

" Your most obedient 

and humble servant, 
" George Tuompsox." 

His old friend, the young servant, evidently de- 
tailed fur the service by collusion with the butler, 
brought in breakfast alone. Tliis breakfast was a 
most sumptuous and elaborate piece of business. 
Silcote had taken a fancy to this youth, and proba- 
bly gave some hint about his being royally enter- 
tamed : at all events, he was so entertained, and 
with no one but his old friend to wait on him. His 
first act, I am happy to .say, on seeing the coast 
perfectly clear, was to shake hands with his old 
friend, and look at him admiringly. They then 
lapsed into conversation. 

" AVho brought this letter, Joe ? " he asked. 

" A messenger from the Red Lion at Newby, the 
first thing this morning." 

*' It is to ask about my mother's address," said 
James. 

" You had best send it to them at once. He is a 
lawyer's clerk, and seems to have come, in the first 
instance, after Miss Lee. But, when he found he 
was close to Beechwood, he drove down to the Bull, 
late as it was, and knocked them up, asking where 
Mrs. Sugden lived. And they told him they did n't 
know, and that nobody knew ; for that she and her 
husband had been gone away this five year. And 
then he cussed owdacious, he did. And he had 
8ix];)enn'orth of rum hot, and he give the driver 
half a pint of beer, and he ffot in and he drove off, 
cussing like one o'clock. Your mother has come 
into some property, in my opinion; and you had 
best let them lawyers know where she is, or they '11 
put the whole of it into Chancery, to make business ; 
and then a fine lot your mother will ever see of it. 
Eat some more of that omelette ; and don't let out 
that we was familiar together. Hogworth " (the 
butler) " warned me that he 'd like to catch me at 
it ; and he is a tartar. But I have been doing on 
it all the same, you see. So long as you don't 
mind, I '11 chance all about he." 

" / mind, old fellow ? " said James, quickly ; *' do 
you take me for a snob ? " 

*' Never a bit," said the other. " Only I must 
say, in self-defence, that you do look the gentleman 
all over. And so I was a bit scared. There ! Now, 
how is your mother ? Your mother was a kind and 
good woman to me." 

*' I (hn*t know" replied James. " I have never 
set eyes on her since the day I went to school." 

"Never seen your mother! Well, I suppose we 
all get over that sort of thing in time. But I al- 
ways was a young mammy-bleater, and I thought 
you were in the same boat. AVhy, I never see a 
boy that hankered afler his mother more than what 
you did. Not that you ever wanted pluck any more 
than me. Do you remember your turn up with 
Bates of the Blue Lion, the time his gang came 
a/ier tho Squire^s pheasantSf and found Captain Tom 
ai home, and your father awake ? " 



" I remember," said James. 

" Pluck don't go by a chap's caring for his mother. 
I 've had two or three rough-and-tumbles ; one only 
three months ago^ over that question. But I thought 
you was — so to put it — in that line yourself. You 
heard about 3«'im Bates, of course?" 

"No." 

" Lor, you gentlemen hear nothing. He has mar- 
ried Mrs.' Vidley, of the Bear, and ne has sold his 
fishing-nets, all except the long fiew; and he has 
sold his dogs, all except Nip, the white terrier with 
the black ear, that is up still, in spite of age, to fight 
for the championship, and that bustin' old lurcher, 
Bobby ; and he has sold all his ferrets, except the 
two white uns ; and he has sold all his guns, except 
his new French breech-loader ; and all his game-neti, 
except his big partridge-net, for which there was no 
(.'ustomer, and a dozen or so of rabbit-nets for the 
accommodation of customers and neighbors ; and he 
is a reformed character altogether. He lias taken 
out a spirit-license, and gone into the coal-tradei 
and is churchwarden, and heads the opposition to 
the rector in the matter of chanting the Cantieles, 
in consequence of the rector refusing to give eigh- 
teenpence a ton for the coals for the charities over 
and above the usual price. He is up to all manner 
of games, I tell you. AVe must have Mr. Arthur 
down on him soon. But about your mother V You 
had better send them that address." 

How little had he thought of her ? That is not 
our business. Less, actually, than the Squire. One 
(.'an not give names to every phase of human passion. 
Can any one ? One can only speak of what one 
knows, and it would be well for tne advance of hu- 
man knowledge if every one were as honest as that 
If one speaks of a sentimental fact, however im- 
mensely important, one will be accused of sentimen- 
talism. One must ^in and bear it There came on 
this lad James, all in one moment, a gush of intense 
tenderness for his mother. (I use the words hand- 
iest to me. They are unclassical, but they are aw- 
fully true : ask the first American you meet.) His 
remembrance of his mother came on him suddenly, 
and seemed to flood his soul; but the flood never 
poured out of his eyes. He was not of the crying 
sort He walked out on the terrace perfectly dry- 
eyed. But there was a pang, a spasm, at his heart, 
which told him that he had most basely forgotten 
the pleasantest companion, the wisest friend, the 
most loving overlooker of defects, the most gentle, 
kin<lly, and honest critic, that ever man had. He 
had Ibrgotten his mother : and here was Dora, ad- 
vancing from among the flower-beds, — good honest 
Dora, — perfectly ready to take hor place. 

This boy and girl were very fond of one another. 
Boys and girls do get very fond of one another even 
at that early age ; but we have not much to do with 
that ; we have more to do with older folk. So much 
we must say, however, that Dora was determined to 
spend a long day in his company, and found him « 
this low and most properly penitential frame of mind 
about his mother. She had expected to find him in 
a holiday mood, charmed and full of wonder at the 
glories of Sllcotes, ready to give up the day to her, 
and wander away, sketching and romancing, firom 
the highest point of the forest to the swampiest 
island on the river. He was prepared to do nothing 
of the kind, but told her everything, and then pro- 
posed to her to go with him and look at the old cot- 
tage. She encouraged him in his mood, pointed oat 
to him how heartlessly he had behaved, and con- 
scnteOL to unOieTUk^ Iha i^llgcimage to the old cot- 
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tage, of which he held the key in his^ hand. Did she 
know that this bright-eyed young artist lad was one 
of the most charming companions in the world? 
l>id she know that he had a shrewd tongue in his 
head, and that she was a little bit afraid of it ? Did 
she rejoice at getting an advantage over him, and 
having quieted his tongue for one day at least; 
getting him in his best and most sentimental mood ? 
All this is quite possible, because she was a very 
clever young lady indeed. She immediately agreed 
to go to the old cottage with him. 

A very sharp, shrewd, and keen young lady in- 
dee '1, with a naturally quick intellect, with great 
persoQal courage and determination, all of which 
qualities had been considerably sharpened by the 
hand-to-mouth life she had led in her father's house 
in Lancaster Square, — pure, noble, good in every 
way, yet not' without knowledge of evil. A girl 
brought up by a Miss Lee, among housemaids, is not 
without a knowledge of evil, although they may 
hate evil more deeply than if they were ignorant of it. 

Did you ever see a deserted cottage? Samuel 
Beade iias given us more than one deserted man- 
sion, and pathetic and beautiful 4he^Are indeed. 
But to me (possibly because I have bJ^iconnected 
with the artisan and laboring class so intimately all 
my life) a deserted cottage is more romantic than a 
•deserted mansion. The desolation of the Tilney 
Ilall estate is one thin^g, the ruin of a small cottage 
18 another. The reviAUes of the Tilney estate still 
are paid in by the farmers, and there are heirs, and 
the property will recover, and a new house will be 
built. There is hope there. But in a deserted cot- 
tage the element of hope is wanting. A new six- 
roomed brick one may be built, and it will be better 
for all parties, but the old folks are gone — to the 
workhouse. One seldom sees such a thing within a 
hundred miles of London, but one does sometimes. 

Again, when you see a deserted cottage you see 
that you have come to the very lowest verge of ruin. 
The hare is very near the hearthstone. 

One seldom sees such a thing on the most neglect- 
ed estate, but these two young people saw one that 
day, and it was a great contrast to the well-kept 
gardens of Silcotes. The garden was a jungle. The 
roses bad grown till they could flower no longer ; the 
lilies had spread out from their roots till they were 
a mere mass of yellow flowerless vegetation ; the 
lavender was represented by a few sticks ; while the 
tea-shrub had tangled itself over the porch until it 
had broken the frail wood, and made it necessary to 
lower your head as you put the key in the door. 

*' It is awfully lonely here," said James. " I knew 
every plant and flower ; they were like living thinjjs 
to me. And now they are all stretching out their 
arms at us and speaking. Do you hear them ? " 

** No. What do they say ? " 

"Neglect I Neglect!" 

** Quite right if they do," said Dora. " You are 
getting foolish, getting too artistic. Open the door, 
and let me in." 

*^ I am afraid^ said James. 

" Well, I am with you, and I am certainly not 
afraid. What are you afraid of?" 

** Suppose, when you opened that door and went 
into that deserted house, you were to see my mother 
standing waiting for us beside the cold hearth ? 
What etFect womd that have on you, Dora ? " 

*'Well, I suppose I should be frightened, out of 
my wits. But I'll chance it; all the more be- 
cause I know that nothing of the kind is at all 
likely to take place.** 

4 
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" Do you believe in ghosts ? ** W^ 

" I am sorry to say I do. It is very lamentSoIe 
and humiliating ; but, if my Aunt Mary had been 
your aunt, you would do the same." 

" I believe that we shall see my mother^s ghost the 
moment we enter that door," said James. 
. " But she is n't dead," s^ud Dora- ,/^ 

. " That don't matter," said James. "^^ 

■ " Don't it ? " said Dora. " AVell, there is one 
iway out of the difllculty. Give me the key, and let 
me* go in first. You are actually frightening me 
now, with your nonsense. Give me the key, and let 
us go in. 1 am ashamed of you." 

She took the key from him, and with a little difli- 
culty opened the door, and they passed in togjether. 
There was no ghost to be seen. A certain kind of 
spider, which I have never been able to identify, 
had spun great webs in every amiable part of the 
little kitchen, — a sort of spjdl ^^fc , it strikes one, 
is contented with very smM^giM, say three per 
cent ; contented with one or two wandering flies in 
a twelvemonth ; quite distinct from your speculative 
devil-may-care autumnaw BBfjjtf ^yho spreads his net 
in the gooseberry bushes, alM^oes in for fifty per 
cent of late bluebottles, — a short life, and a merry 
one. Likewise there was a toad, who cast his beau- 
tiful eyes up to these »t wo beautiful young creatures, 
as if asking what they, in all the power of their 
youth and their beauty, meant to do with him, the 
careful old keegir dnbia Jttglected house. 

Dust, —. daitmmj^kisfft^ery where ; on the floor, 
on the solftATy dresser, the last of the fixtures, on the 
jalnbs of the windows, everywhere. A dull gray 
color of dust, like discolored London snow, settled 
down over everything ; a gray dust which had toned 
down everything like wood color everywhere, except 
in one place. Among the gray ashes of the long- 
cold hearth lay irregular pieces of paper, some only 
torn, some half burnt. And Dora saw them ; and 
she spread herself before the fireplace to the full ex- 
panse of her crinoline, and she said, — 

"James, my dear, where is the little room in 
which you were sleeping when you were roused by 
the poachers ? You remember. Our first intro- 
duction, you know. I should very, very much like 
to see it." 

" Up aloft here, and then turn to the right," said 
James. " Come up, and let me show you the old 
place." 

" I am a little tired," said Dora, " and should like 
to sit still. Gro up yourself: I think, under the cir- 
cumstances, that it would be better for you to go up 
alone. You may come down and fetch me up when . 
you choose." 

He had hardly got on the first stair when she be- 
gan to turn over the half torn, half burnt letters 
which lay amidst the ashes. She was shrewd and 
keen, and had heard the servants talk and joke, 
both at Silcotes and at Lancaster Square. The 
first glance at these letters showed her that there was 
a mystery here for which she was utterly unprepared. 
The letters were all in one handwriting, — and it 
was not the writing she expected to find by any 
means, — they were in the large bold hand of her 
uncle Thomas ; and were many of them signed by 
his name. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

AND KEEPS IT TO HERSELl^ 

" And," tho\\^VA o>x\.''5Wjt^Qt^^^\S«."^'»ss!kS*» 
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ihis^ruth, be is a rumed man for life. Ill burn 
tbem all." 

One must do ber tbe credit to say tbat sbe was a 
wonderfully shrewd and determined girl. There 
was no chance of getting fire within naif a mile. 
James ^|as in a very sentimental mood about bis 
mother p9id she knew that the moment he noticed 
these old letters he would wish to read them. Yet 
sbe, without fire, was entirely determined tbat they 
• should be burnt without being read. 

He came slowly down afler a little while, and she 
began at him. 

^ How dreadfully close the room smells ; like a 
vault" 

" But there are no dead men here," said Jametf. 
" Your nose is too aristocratic, Dora. We are well 
enough used to this close smell." 

"And to loiMi|W£/' replied Dora. "Fudge; 
don't begin the Cg^H^ repartee style of conversar 
tion just now. It is \ery pleasant, I don't doubt, 
when you always get the best of it ; which you, by 
the way, never do. .^^MliAbicle for conve}nng hu- 
man thoughts from 4flHiiHU to another, I should say 
that the epigrammatic form of dialogue was weaker, 
shallower, and sillier than any other. If any true 
. souls ever got en rapport through dramatic dialogue, 
" ^ they must have been the souls of two most incalcu- 
lably shallow geese. I say that the place smells like 
a vault. And so it does. YoiLja^ that there are no 
dead men here, but the4|jHi^iA^61ks' memories. 
Dead folks had much better berhiffltb Wten I die 
I shall go in for incremation." 

" You had better go in for it before, or you will 
find it too late. Who is talking nonsense now ? " 
asked James. 

" I am ; but that is no business of yours. The 
place smells of dead folks' bones, and I hate tbe 
smell. I wish you would light your pipe, James. 
Don't say you have not got one, because I know 
better." 

" 1 thought you did not like smoking ? " 

" I like it here. Light your pipe, and let us have 
a comfortable talk. And it is cold. Cannot we 
light a fire ? " 

James, like most schoolboys in these days, was 
provided with a pipe, tobacco, and matches. He 
very soon lit his pipe, and began smoking. When 
he had smoked for a minute or two he said, — 

" I always thought that you spoke the truth." 

" So I do," said Dora, looking sadly guilty. 

" As in the present instance," said James. 
" Well, I have lit my pipe, which was the first thing 
you asked me to do ; and, as for the second, I will 
do it for you directly. You want a little fire to 
Yrarm you. I will make it with those half torn, 
half burnt letters of my mother's which are lying 
among the ashes, and about which you have been 
trying to deceive me." 

There was not much which was romantic about 
Dora. " The only fat Silcote since the Fall," Miss 
Kaylock called her once. But, " the only fat Sil- 
cote since the Fall " did become, on this occasion, 
somewhat romantic and powerful. This is the spec- 
tacle of a fat, good-natured girl, standing before a 
fireplace, and scolding a schoolboy ; but hear what 
she said, with her finger pointed at him, as he 
lounged against the tame smoking, and then judge. 

" You are right about my having tried to deceive 

you, and'nny having failed. You are right about 

those letters referring to your mother, but you shall 

never see them, and for two reasons : — first, be- 

cauffe I win prevent yaa by sheer force ; and, sec- 



ondly, because you daren't look at tbem. How 
dare you read your mother's letters ? " 

The pipe was put out now ; but he threw a box 
of matches on the damp brick floor at Dora's feet, 
and went out 

He waited for her outside in the beecb wood, and 
they walked together, down bill, towards the river, 
side by side, silent for a time. He spoke first, fiv 
she was resolute in silence. 

" What was in those letters ?" 

" How should I know ? " said Dora. 

" Did not you read them then ? " 

" I am not in the habit of reading other people's 
letters. I may be deceitful, but I never do that" 

"Then why did you keep me from seeing 
them?" 

" Because on every ground it was infinitely less 
your business than any one else's. And, mind you, 
I have been accused of deceit to-day, and I don't 



like it It is not a pleasant thing, you know, and 
you shall have the truth in future, I promise you. 
But I knew the handwriting, and 1 was determmed 



that you should not see it. How much do you like 
that ? AVe^^re brought into the world, James, to 
disagree, andl think only to love one another the 
better for our disagreements. We have been 
brought up in hard schools, James, and we must 
make the best of one another. Now for the river." 

They got a boat, these t\iKwand rowed together 
miles and miles down the ^asant reaches, and 
among the beautiful islands of the river. And 
Dora, who had thus early made it part of the 
scheme of her life to know everything and do 
everj-thing, must, among other things, learn to row. 
And James had to teach her, and steer, which, on 
the whole, was very pleasant. When she looked 
out of the boat to see how her sculls were getting 
on, he would say, " Eyes in the boat now ; look at 
me." When she, in her pains-taking efforts bit her 
lower lip, he said, "Don't make faces; put your 
mouth straight, you know, and look at me " ; and she 
pouted out her mouth prettily enough, and looked 
at him. And when he said, " Now mind about the 
feathering ; when you are at your farthest point for- 
ward, turn your wrists just a quarter of a circle so," 
she said, — 

" Thank you very much. Verbal instructions 
are quite sufficient. You are not my uncle Arthur 
any more than I am Miss Lee. And you are not 
teaching me to play chants on the schoolroom 
piano." 

And James said, " Oho I " and relinquished the 
practical part of his task. 

And Dora said, " Oho ! " also. 

And James said, " And so he teaches her chants 
on the schoolroom piano, does he ? " 

" No, he don't," said Dora. 

" I thought you said he * does.' That is seven 
places down for grammar, by jingo." 

** I did not," said Dora. 

"Why! — " 

" Why ? " snatched up Dora, " tilcause sbe won't 
let him. He' did a year or less ago. But she won't 
have it now. Can you keep a secret ? " 

" No ; but you had better tell it to me, for you 
know you cannot keep it to yourself." 

" Well," said Dora, complacently, " I suppose I 
can't If I could I should certainly not have in- 
vited you to share it. But / believe that Miss Lee 
has turned Roman Catholic." 

" I say, Dora," said James, aghast ; " think what 
^ an awfuV t\nng you axe aayvtv^. You have no right 
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to bring snch an a^rfal acctraation against anybodj 
without clear prcof, yoa know.* 

•* I don't bnng any accusations. I only say what 
I think," said D^ra, attending carefully to her scull- 
ing, and hitting herself severely in the ribs every 
Hiird time she brought her sculls out of water. " I 
Bay what / think : I always did ; and, as far as any 
poor silly idle purposeless mortal like you or me can 
predict, I always mean to. / believe that she has 
turned Roman Catholic." 

"Why?" 

" Well, * why ' is a short sentence. I believe it is 
customary in society to address a lady in something 
more than a monosyllable. My answer is that we 
will change the conversation. It appears that the 
same lawyer's clerk is looking up ner and your 
mother at the same time. I wonder what those two 
can have been domtr," 

"Now, Beatrix!" 

" Now, Benedict. Come, let us leave sharpening 
our silljr little wits on one another. How are the 
new buildings at St. Mary's getting on ? * 

"Keep your eyes in the l)oat. I am lord and 
master here. They are going on very well." 

"My eyes?" 

"No, the buildings. I thought you were going 
to leave sharpening your silly little wits on me. 
Aha I my lady. The buildings are going on very 
well, I believe. They have made a confounded 
mess about the place with their bricks and mortar, 
and have dug some holes. But Chaos before Cos- 
mos, you know." 

" Gracious ! " said Dora ; " what long words we 
are getting to use ! " 

"Not at all," said James; ''they are short 
Hind your rowing." 



CHAPTER XXV. 

THE FINAL DEVELOPMElTr OF ST. KABT^S. 

" Look at your cowcumbers and marrows again, 
for instance," said Mr. Betts to the Squire on one 
occasion : " you put a thing like a little piece of 
deal chip into the ground, and in two months your 
head gardener comes to you and tells you that your 
marrow-vine has got over the wall into the neigh- 
bor's garden, and that the neighbor objects, being 
serious, on the score of temptation. I was thinking 
of my own little crib in Islington, then, but the 
truth remains the same. Squire. An idea is like a 
vegetable marrow. It grows and develops so un- 
common quick, that before you can look round, like 
the — a railway scheme, for instance, that before 
you have eat half a dozen marrows, you find your 
serious neighbor — worshipping in a different circle 
from what conviction, and a daughter which took 
to religion late, but with all her father's determina- 
tion, have brought you to — going about with you 
quite savage, on the score of temptation. I il- 
lustrate this to you as a metaphor, Squire. I took 
up with this idea of St Mary's Hospital quite cas- 
ual. But it has grown on my hands until it has 
overgrown the neighbor's walls. Sir Hugh Brockliss 
is grumbling again." 

" Confound the ass ! " said Silcote. 

" Not at all," said Betts. " Although by your in- 
fluence I have just been carried in triumphantly to 
the office of ^ treasurer, and am provided for hand- 
somely for life; and although I take this opportu- 
nity of giving jron my most sincere thanks, — but 



there 's a pur of us, ain't there ? you like the receiv- 
ing of thanks as little as I like giving 'em, — although 
Sir Hugh may be an ass, and, in regard to barts. 
generally, I hold that they are neither the one thing 
nor the other : yet still I say, don't confound him. 
He don't want any confounding. What Jie may 
have to learn from you I don't Know, — 1 ain't a 

gentleman : but you have a great deal to learn from 
im. And, what is much more important, we want 
his name. In what I am going to do we want a 
good name, and his is a good one. Not first-class, 
you say, but still it is one which will go down, for 
want of a better, with the High Church Liberals ; 
and unless we get them we had better put the 
money into the Illinois Central." 

" What the deuce are you going to do with me 
now ? " said Silcote. 
" Sir Hugh Brockliss," contii^ii^Mr. Betts, « has 

fot a ^ood and most respectanajnmie, and we must 
ave it. Therefore you be civil to him : at least, 
as civil as you can manage. We must have one 
tolerably respectable nai|^, I should like a bigger 
one than his, but we have n^fti^t it, and must do the 
job with the materials. He is all against the whole 
thing, but he is, as you so shrewdly said, an ass, and 
will believe the last thing that is said to him. And • 
so I want you to be civu to him, because I intend - 
to ffo into the moderately High Church business ; it 
is the paj-ing one, SqjHire,^nd I mean to make this 
thing pay. And ^ii;ha#'we want names, and his 
name is the only respectable one we have got." 

"There is mine," said the Squire; "is that no 
use?" 

"Lor' bless you," said Betts, "a deal worse 
than no name at all. It 's a lucky thing for you, 
Squire, that your father was bom before you. If 
you had had to grub about for your own fortune, 
you would be in No. 1a, Queer Street, just now. 
A name is a marketable thing in England, as any 
fool knows ; but you have made such a mess of your 
name that I, even I, can't discount it, and am ob- 
liged to discount Sir Hugh Brockliss instead of 
you." 

"You rather maze me, Betts. What have I 
done?" 

"Done? Nothing; about the worst thing you 
could do in these steam-engine days ; and talked a 
heap of nonsense the while." 

" As a matter of curiosity, my dear Betts, may I 
ask you what you wish me to do ? " 

" I wish you to be civil to Sir Hugh Brockliss. 
We must have a name* and yours is no good." 

" I submit to you. I will be civil to Sir Hugh 
Brockliss. Any further directions ?" 

" There is another bart. whose property, as they 
say, * impinges * on ours at St. Mary's, who ought to 
be conciliated. Do you know his name ? " 

"No." 

" Then I don't ; for the nonce." 

" Now, sir," growled Silcote. 

" Furthermore," said Betts, " I think it would be 
much better if you left off going to the Board. I 
do, indeed." 

" And why, for instance ? " 

" There are many reasons," said Betts. " It is a 
long way, for instance ; and again — " 

" And, again, Sir Grodfrey Mallory is come back, 
and you and Miss Raylock don't think that it is 
right for me to run the chance of coming against 
him. What asses ^^^ v^o^*^ «x^\ "^wcwt^ ^ 
couwe lYvvnk, ^ivvV ?\^V5^ ^v\, VJoaJL "^ie^TS ^^^ "^^ 
\ wrong l\im^ tv^U \>^' ?l^n\^^. 'Y^Q.^^.^&^Q^iQx^^^^'^'^ • 
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They will have power somehow, as the Wife of Bath 
knew. But look at yourself. Do you know what 
you are ? You are a bankrupt stockbroker, a man 
whom I have made over again. You owe me every- 
thing, and five minutes ago you were prepared to 
take possession of me, body and bones, and order 
me abdht like a schoolboy. I took you up, because 
you pleased me ; if you cease to please me, I shall 
put you tlown again. Have the goodness to under- 
stand that I am master, and you are servant. Have 
you brains enough for that ? " 

" I did n't mean any offence, sir." 

" A fox don't mean any offence. But he gives it 
He can't help it. Now look you here. You have 
been alluding to Sir Godfrey Mallory." 

" I never mentioned his name, sir." 

" How I could make you lie, if I took the trouble. 
You know you motioned him ; and, while you were 
in your ban tanfibO(dc> vein, you said you did not 
know his name *ftfr"the nonce.' Now you mind 
what you are about. If you ever dare to go into, in 
any way, my relations wij^ Jhat man, I '11 smash you. 
That is plain enough,,i| ifnot ?" 

It certainly was. 

" And I '11 have no colloquing with that old Miss 
Raylock. She has never had anything to do in her 
lifetime but mind other folks' business, and, when 
she found anything worth writing about, to hang up 
her neighbors before the public, for about five hun- 
dred pounds apiece. . She 18 Uirinff on the proceeds of 
her wicked old iniquity now. " fte interast in me, 
and in her knowledge of my inconceivable wrongs, 
is enough to pay her butcher and baker at this day. 
And, again, I '11 have no colloquing with my sister. 
She may, or may not, be a fool, but she saved my 
life, I believe, at the risk of her own. And I will 
not have you in communication with Kriegsthurm. 
I am perfectly aware that your connection with him 
began in some queer business about foreign bonds, 
but it must end now. I don't know that Ihave any 
more hints to give you at present, but when I have, 
you shall get them hot and heavy. Stay, one more. 
Old Raylock or my sister, or some fool, has evidently 
given you some notion about my former domestic 
relations. Now leave these matters alone, will you ? 
You don't know how to handle such matters. On 
one or two occasions I have seen you speak up like 
a man for my eldest son Algernon. I liked you for 
that. But, once for all, understand that you are too 
coarse a hand to touch on any domestic relations of 
mine. Now go on. You have some scheme on 
hand. Go on?* 

" Well, sir, that is rather difficult, after your late 
outbreak." 

" Difficult ! I suppose it is difficult ; but I never 
said that a beaten dog hunted free. You have had 
the travel taken out of you, have you. There, let 
us leave quarrelling. I have ten times your brains, 
and fifty times your determination. And I have 
venison, champagne, a most neat sort of sherry, con- 
siderable influence, and a strong personal liking for 
yourself. In exchange for all these good things I 
merely a^k you to amuse me, and to let things, which 
a man in your position can't in the least understand, 
alone. Amuse me, therefore. What is this wonder- 
ful scheme of yours ? Let us have it." 

Mr. Betts unfolded it to him, and we will do so to 
the reader. 

" O, but he is a brimstone," Mr. Betts remarked 

in confidence to Algy afterwards. "I went a 

ha^porth too far, and did n't I catch it ! All our 

tongues are unruly members, I am. given to under- 
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stand. But Smith O'Brien ain't a more unruly 
member than his. I know I ain't going to run the 
risk of it again," 

It will have been seen from the above conversar 
tion, that Mr. Betts was now treasurer of St Mary*- 
The old treasurer having, as Mr. Betts expressed j 
" dropped," and the Silcote influence, since the n. 
tirement in dudgeon of Sir Hugh Brockliss, beiuj 
supreme, Mr. Betts had been appointed. Sir Hugi 
described the business as a shameful job, which 
rather made Betts wince. Because, if Sir Hugh 
could not swallow that, if he called that a job, what 
on earth would he say when the enormous |;igautic 
and audacious job which was just then being ma- 
tured in the stock-broking brain of Mr. Betts was 
unfolded to him, as it must be in the course r 
business ? 

However, there he was, treasurer, and a mc 
splendid treasurer he made. As the Squire hin.t 
most truly said to the Board, " You could not 1 id 
got another man in all England so good for the s. fl. 
money." He was a most excellent man of busind 

But he was more. If he was one thing more th 
another, he was a speculator. His splendid know -, 
edge of finance had prevented him making more ' 
than one false step in his life. And for years after 
his bankruptcy he was a shipwrecked, poor man ; 
a man who felt mean ; and again still meaner when- 
ever any of his feeble little schemes went wrong, as 
they did, for want of money. But the moment he 
found himself in a high position again, the moment 
he had the handling of considerable sums of money, 
the old passion revived. 

The man had poetry in Kim somewhere, and it 
found vent in the only way it could. The man's 
education will always be used to bring out the poetry 
which may happen to be in him. Look at Quentin 
Matsys. Betts had had but one education, the ed- 
ucation of money. The poetry in the man, the 
creative power, was forced to express itself in money. 
To make three or four sovereigns out of one — to 
make a fortune — was his kind o£ poetry. He did n't 
loant the money. He did not want the money's 
worth. He onlv wanted to use what seemed to him 
a creative faculty, and make it. Look round and 
see if I am not right Are the money-makers mon- 
ey-spenders? And are they ever contented until 
they are in their coffins^ any more than a poet is 
contented with verse-making until his hand is too 
fbeble to hold the pen ? 

His idea was this : The revenues of St Mary s 
were little inferior to those of Eton. The demand 
for good schools was just setting in. Why should 
he noj; make St. Mary's the greatest school in Eng- 
land. He determined that he would try. 

All this was perfectly fair. Betts was only a 
specimen of one kind of British merchant, the kind 
who can't have the handling of money without try- 
ing to " turn it over." He now, after many years, 
found the beloved cash passing through his fingers 
once more. The old stock-jobbing instinct, the 
poetry of the man, developed again suddenly. He 
did not care for money's worth. His salary was 
good ; and out of it he assisted Algernon to pay 
part of his lawyer's bills (Algernon having been 
prosecuted by his church-wardens for lighting seven 
candles on his communion-table before dark. Algy 
said it was dark, and the church-wardens' people 
said it was n't ; and " it went against " Algy). Bett» 
did not in the least care about his own money, but 
he most particularly liked handling that of other 
people. He knocked up a splendid scheme for 
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making St. Mary's greater than Eton, and it was to 
a certain extent successful. 

There was no difficulty with the Board about it. 
'^e Silcote influence was high. The more intelli- 
I ieht members of the Board knew perfectly well that 
t t'ietts had done well for the charity in helping to get 
[ ct moved into the country, and also that his was the 
I frreatest arithmetical head among them. He was 
1 tneir Napoleon, and had earned the right to be en- 
trusted with armies. And this man would give them 
prestige, by getting up a bigger thing, in which 
their names should have the old predominance. 
! There was no difficulty with the Boa«i at all, so far. 
' Sir Hugh Brockliss himself, so far as this part of the 
.business was concerned, behaved himself like a 
i 8 -^trrteous and high-bred lamb, with a great power of 
DLjwing. " The spread of a sound education was 
ciHij' of the things nearest to his heart. He had 

** fer been thrown against commercial complications 

"self; but he had no doubt that perfectly blame- 
our* people were sometimes seriously affected by 
nevin. His general rule in life had been to hold 

.t the hand of fellowship to any member of the 
^ *Jommunity pointed at by the finger of scorn. 
Whether it was advisable that any member of a 
j Board should use his undoubted influence to get a 
i member of his own family, or, to speak more cor- 
rectly, his son's father-in-law appointed to a post of 
trust in which," — and then he mazed himself in a 
labyrinth of grammar, and broke his shins among 
involved sentences, leaving the Board with the im- 
pression that he was a good-natured old . ass. As 
I mdeed he was. The Board determined to build 
\ on to the school, and to make it, if possible, the 
greatest school in England. 

But this was not me job which Betts had in his 
head. Silcotes accepted all this with perfect com- 
placency, when he had once scolded Betts into sub- 
mission. Betts had dreaded Sir Hugh Brockliss as 
the great enemy. But, after he had got the last 
taste of the Squire's tongue, had seen that the devil 
in Silcote was not always dumb, he began to see 
that Silcote himself might turn against the job : for 
one reason if no other, — that Algernon was in- 
volved in it. But he was an obstinate man, of the 
same breed of man who waited at Waterloo till the 
Prussians came up. He wanted the thing done, 
and he did it in his own way, — defiant and obsti- 
nate. 

" You a^e with all we have said. Now the 
question arises about the head master. We must 
have a first-class man for head master ; we must, to 
make it pay, you know ; a first-class man. A Hert- 
ford scholar, you know, but a man of mark ; — a 
man whose name in an advertisement before leader 
will be like the unfolding of a banner. Now you '11 
have to pay such a man as this. Through the 
nose." 

** I suppose we must," said Silcote. 

" I suppose you must also. But then I have 
calculated every halfpenny, and we haven't got 
the money to pay him." 

" I ain't going to find the money, if you mean 
that," said Silcote. 

" I don't mean anything of the kind," said Betts. 
** Taisez, ta'sez. I have been in a general way 
knocking round and asking questions.*' 

" Is Krie^thurm your man ? " 

^* No, Kri^thurm ain't. But I find, going into 
details, that the man we want as head master can't 
Ibe got under twelve hundred a year. Not the man 
we want can't. Aad we must pension the present 



old man who calls himself head master, with five 
hundred a year. And I can't find the money." 

" Then you must drop the scheme till you can," 
said the Squire. 

" Why, no," said Betts. " I know a man, up to 
every requirement, who could do it for seven hun- 
dred and fifty." 

" Snap him up then." 

*' I have. Do you care to know his name ? It is 
Arthur Silcote." 

" Do you mean that Arthur has lent himself to 
this job ? " 

" Yes, I do. And this ain't half of it As for 
Arthur, he wants rest, and he will get it here." 

" Will he ? " said SQcote. 

" I told you you had not heard half of the busi- 
ness. You must have ever so many more masters. 
Now I know of one who would 4uit exactly. Not 
a first-class man, but a good maff enough, and ac- 
customed to tuition." 

" My dear jfriend, let me have his name, without 
any more beating about the bush. Do go straight 
at it." 

" Algernon Silcote, my son-in-law." 

The Squire stood mute. 

" You are a bold man, Betts : but this is too bold. 
The Brockliss party won't stand it, man. The 
world won't stand it. I, the chairman of the Board, 
get my son's father-in-law appointed as treasurer — 
as treasurer — and immediately appoint one of my 
sons head master, and another second master ! It 
won't do; I cannot consent. We shall have the 
Times down on us. I admire your audacity, but it 
won't do." 

" Arthur is going to send in his testimonials, and 
you must give it him. No man within miles of 
him will apply at such a salary. You can't oppose 
him. And, if you stand in your eldest son's light, 
it will be attributed to wrong motives. He is going 
to send in his testimonials, and, if you give the 
weight Of your name against your own son, worse 
things may be said of you than if you jobbed him 
into fifty places. There are those who think him 
an ill-used man already. But, if you change your 
passive neglect into open and active hostility, and 
stand between him and his poor children's bread, 
you will have worse things said of you than any- 
thing the Times will over the mere matter of a 
small job like this. And, lor ! it is nothing ! " 

" Not to you, perhaps," said the Squire, laughing, 
" but I am not so usea to this sort of thing. I sup- 
pose it will look a little less disgraceful and prepos- 
terous when I get a little more used to it But 
about Mr. Silcote. What has he been doing? I 
thought his church was full." 

" That is just where it is, Squire. He can't do 
without me. I must have him under my own eye ; 
I can't trust him out of my sight No sooner dfd I 
begin to stay here, no sooner was my back turned, 
than he goes to Oxford, and stays with his old 
friends. I've seen him tending to it for a long 
time. He bc^an Lowish enough Church, you know, 
but all the old college friends he really ever cared 
for were High Church, and he has come round to 
'em at last I warned him of it. I spoke seriously 
to him. I pointed out to him the danger and error 
of such a course ; that it led to the still more de- 
grading superstitions of Rome ; that his church was 
not adapted for it, being what you may call of an 
orthodox style of ar<ih\tAc.\xa^ % ^'sa.x. \sb& ^"cfw^«^ 
frat\otiYia\«eL^.^.\\Vft ^\^aw\ -kwV "^^"^ '^'^ "^^^ 
^ had never \>eeii tosAfe \» VM <»^BssiK«^>aC\^* ^^*^ 
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Gould n*t make him see it Not being a religious 
man yourself, Squire, I hope I give no offence in 
sabring that it is very difficult to make really re- 
ligious men see things in a commercial point of 
view." 

'' O, you could n't, eh ? " said the Squire, shaking 
his great chest with internal laughter at the mental 
spectacle of Betts trj^ing to argue Algernon out of 
his religious convictions on commercial grounds. 
** So he would n*t listen to you, eh ? " 

" Not a bit of it," said Betts. " I knew he would 
make a mess of it if I did n't stay by him. I saw 
he was getting bent on it; and consequently I 
knew he 'd do it sooner or later ; for his name is 
Silcote, you know, — that 's about what his name is. 
And the last words I said to him were : * If you 
find that your mind leads you to it,' I said, ' I sup- 
pose you must da. it But,' I said, * let 'em down 
easy. Preach ufFip it cautious,' I said. ^ If it 's 
the right thing,' I Mid, * go in for it ; though as a 
last word it has n't took in the north part of Ix>ndon, 
and is against my own principles ; but, whether it 's 
right or wrong, there ift no harm in making it pay 
in a commercial point of view. Lor' bless you 1 ' 1 
said, *■ I have made many things pay in my time, 
and, if you give me time, I may make this ; though 
no one has yet. Now I am going to your fether ' 
(meaning you), * and, if you are determined, begin 
preaching up to it cautious.' " 

" I hope he followed your advicOi" said the Squire, 
laughing more kindly than he had done for thirty 
years. 

" My advice ! " said Betts, utterly unconscious of 
the amuHement he was causing. *^ Is n't he a Sil- 
cote ? He preached in his surplice the first Sunday 
I was away. Ah ! I *m telling you the bare truth. 
He turns the chairs towards the altar, and he calls 
that letting 'em down easy. What on earth are 
you laughing at? I don't see anything to laugh 
at" 

*' I won't laugh any more if I can help it ; but, 
dear Betts, has his course been successful ? Won't 
he let his pews better in consequence of this cere- 
monialism *? " 

« ** I tell you that that sort of thing don't suit our Is- 
lington folks all of a sudden. They want letting down 
easy, and he has gone and let 'em down by the run. 
And he has emptied his church. And he must have 
this master's place ; and, if you get out of it with 
that, without my coming on you for a couple of hun- 
dred pounds to pay his tradesmen and his doctor, 
you may think yourself lucky." 

^* But he is a JPuseyite, Betts," said Silcote, as soon 
as he had smothered his internal laughter; *^and, 
according to your own confession, Puseyism don't 
pay ; and our own apology to human decency for 
the outrageous job in which we are both concerned 
will be to make it pay. This Algernon Silcote is a 
marked Puseyite ; they have left his church, and the 
boys have cast squibs and crackers into his area. 
We shall ruin the whole thing if we take a man 
half way to Borne into the business." 

" And how will you get out of that, I wonder ? " 
thought the Squire as he stood behind Betts, with a 
more genial light in hb eyes than any one could re- 
member to have seen before. ^*This is fun, and 
seems to rattle one's heart about pleasantly. How 
will you, you kindly old rogue, make this thing 
fit ? " 

The kindly old rogue was blessed in resource ; he 

^ad onJy to bite hia finger in silence for less than 

aae minute, when he found bimadf able to wade 



towards his idea through a vague skirmishing army 
of commonplaces. 

" Why, there 's various ways of looking at things, 
Squire. What's treason in one place is patriotism 
in another. In a similar way, what is orthodoxy in 
a cathedral is Puseyism in a church. Architecture 
has a deal to do with it, and we are going in for the 
highest style of architecture procurable for money. 
Close imitation of the old buildings. Real mediaeval, 
none of your renaissance, tag-rag, and bobbery. Lor' 
bless you, his surplice won't be noticed in our chap- 
el I Why, we chant the Psalms now, and Algernon 
will go in for everything short of incense, and we 
are safe with him, you know. And there is a farther 
consideration for your not opposing Algernon's nom- 
ination as master." 

" And what is that ? " asked Silcote. 

" This," said Betts, suddenly and furiously, in a 
way which strangely startled the Squire ; "just be- 
cause, if this man Algernon Silcote is kicked out in 

the cold to starve with his children, by I'll 

pitch the whole thing to the Devil, and you after 

him. If he has to beg, by 1 '11 beg alongside of 

him. If he has to go to the workhouse, I '11 go to 
the workhouse with him ; if he has to stand in the 
dock, I '11 stand alongside of him. He will never 
take a penny from me. And he see it out with me 
through thick and thin, — through a bitterer time 

than you *ve ever seen. Come ! And by I '11 

see it out with him to the end and finish of it aU. 
If 1 don't, may — " 

" Hush, my friend, hush ! " sjud Silcote, laying hia 
hand very gently on Mr. Betts's shoulderi " Don't 
scold and swear. You have scolded yourself into 
tears during a business conversation. How very 
unbusiness-like. Be quiet; I will do everything you 
wish for this gentleman. He was my late wife's son, 
you know. Now that I see what you are, I will tell 
it all to you some day. Not now. Let one man 
make a fool of him at a time. Now have you got 
any other officers in your eye, you audacious old 
schemer ? Won't you appoint me shoeblack, and 
request Sir Hugh Brockliss to undertake the office 
of scavenger ? ** 

Betts laughed. " Well, now it 's over, we may as 
well have a little talk to get it all out of our heads. 
Officers? Ah, we want a new matron, and had 
better see to it at the next Board. Old Mrs. Jones 
is past her work. She will be swallowing her spec- 
tacles soon. I 've had to advertise without waiting 
for the Board. You will pension her, of course ! " 

" Of course." 

" And Berry ? He ought to be pensioned, you 
know." 

" He '11 last. How about the matron ? *' 

** One application, which seems likely. Splendid 
certificates, but belongs to a sisterhood." 

" That won't do. We can't have a Roman Cath- 
olic woman with a wimple about the place." 

*^ She wears no dress, and, I believe, takes no 
vows, and she is a Protestant. She is evidently a 
tip-top person. If you don't object, she ought to 
be snapped up." 

" Is she used to this kind of thing ? " 

" She has been used to everything pretty nigh, 
from her testimonials. She was in the Crimea to 
begin wich. The doctors at the Small-pox Hospital 
at Manchester wrote and asked for her, but the lad* 
superintendent writes for me to say that she has set 
her heart on this. You had best have her." 

*^ She will be better than a Gamp, I suppose. I 
see uo dii&cuVty, L%c^<& salary ? " 
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" Lor' ble«s you, her sort don't take money. She 
must be* decently found, but she mustn't be offered 
money. That was expressly mentioned." 

" We will have her in, my Betts. What is her 
name ? ** 

" Mrs. Morgan. They call her Sister Mary, but 
she is to be called Mrs. Morgan if she comes to us." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

MRS. MORGAN. 

I BELIEVE that Mr. Betts, in his ignorance, 
actually thought that Arthur's work at St. Mary's 
would be lighter than that at Balliol. It is impossible 
that Arthur could have thought so, but he may have 
thought that some change in the form of his eager 
activity would amount to a kind of rest ; for of rest, 
consisting of actual quiescence, he was utterly inca- 
pable. It was known to but very few, of whom his 
father was one, that on several occasions he had 
fainted. The first doctor he had consulted on this 
alarming symptom had spoken so very gravely of 
the symptoms that he had found it necessary at last 
to tell his father, which he did the day before James 
arrived at Silcote. Ajiother doctor, however, had 
given a more cheering account ; there had been no 
recurrence of the symptoms ; and here he was fairly 
installed lord and master of the new regime. 

His buildings were not quite finished, but his 
boys were due. He had been three days there, and 
in those three da^s there had been some fifty wak- 
ing hours ; and, in that time, if Arthur had evolved 
from his steam-engine brain one scheme for making 
matters better, he had evolved fifly, — one an hour 
certainly. He was a little anxious about his ap- 
pearance ; the glass told him that he looked younger 
than a great many school-boys. He found himself, 
therefore, uncommonly apt to stand on his dignity 
this evening ; but there was no one to show off on 
except poor Algy, and he was no use. Any one 
could bully him. 

However, he walked across the moonlit quad- 
rangle to his brother's house. It was a pleasant 
house, opening out of the cloisters, and looking down 
on the lake. The children were in bed. He found 
his brother reading in his handsome crimson-fur- 
nished study. He was glad to see his dear old 
friend so well-housed and comfortable after his 
troubles ; and he said, — 

'* How do you think you shall like this new life, 
Algernon ? " 

" Not at all," was the reply. 

This was scarcely encouraging. His brother did 
liO't seem inclined for talking. It occurred to him 
that he might as well go and see how the matron 
was getting on ; and so he went towards the dor- 
mitory, where he expected to find her busy. There 
was a light in one of the sixth-form studies, and he 
directed his feet that way. **I wonder where she is, 
and what she is like," he asked himself. ^* Bv the 
by, they say that she is something very superior." 
- Here she was at last, putting one of the sixth- 
form boys' studies tidy : a most remarkable-looking 
woman indeed. As Arthur saw the face, it was the 
face of a woman who had been beautiful, — a very 
powerful and resolute face even now. She was 
quite gray, and wore her hair banded back into a 
knot behind. Her dress was gray, of a somewhat 
superior texture, and she wore a long gray shawl, 
which «early covered everything, pinn^ close up 



to her throat ; hair, shawl, and gown all nearly the 
same color. She had no ornaments about her ex- 
cept a white cross, which hung at her side; and 
Arthur, seeing a lady before him, immediately took 
off his cap, and made his best bow, — all the school- 
masterism knocked out of him at once. She crossed 
her arms on her bosom, and bowed reverently ; and 
then they began to talk. 

" You seem perfect mistress of your duty, Mrs. 
Moi^an." 

*'I have been carefully tridned to it, and, being 
naturally clever, I have mastered it." 

" You will jgive great satisfaction, here, I see." 

" I suppose I sh^, I mean to do so." 

This was not said with the slightest approach to 
flippancy, but there was a tamed and deliberated • 
boldness in her way of speaking, to which Arthur 
applied in his own mind the epi^et " splendid." 

" I hope we shall worfc wejl ^fti^ther, Mrs. Mor- 
gan. I am rather apt to be fidgety and exact- 
ing, but I will try not to be so with one so evidently 
skilled in detail as yourseljfl" 

^^ There is little doubt that we shall work well to* 
gether, sir. I intend that we should. Your boys 
are due to-morrow morning. At what time do you 
think?" 

" All hours, Mrs. Morgan. Up to chapel time at 
nine in the evening." 

** Those who come from close by are the first, of 
course; and thope jfrom longer distances the lat- 
est?" 

" No. I should say rather the reverse. But you 
cannot tell. I am only judging from Oxford. Can 
I do anything for you ? " 

" Nothing ; thank you very much. There are 
one or two matters of detail I wish mended ; would 
it be your place to mention them to the Board, or ' 
mine?** ^ 

" Yotrs, certainly." 

"I shall have to appear before the Board, then ? " 

" Of course, if you have any report to make. 
And now, good night. May I be allowed to say 
that I have had a pleasant surprise ? " 

"And I also," she said, with a very pleasant, 
honest smile. " May I ask one question more. Do 
you keep the chapel door open ? " 

" I will be most careful to do so. It was always 
my intention to do so. By the by, have you found 
your way there yet ? " 

" I am never long in doing that," she said. "And 
now, good night." 

She had to light him down some stairs; and, 
when he saw her last, standing on the top of a 
flight of steps, the light was strong on her face and 
hair. What with her gray hair and gray clothes, 
she seemed, as she bent her head towards him, to 
be dressed in a radiance of silver. Waking up 
once or twice, he thought of her in the chapel, and 
how very little he should like to stand in some dark 
corner and see her come sliding silently towards 
him in the moonlight. 

But it was not to the chapel or to prayer that 
she betook herself that night. She had prayed 
over this matter long enough, and now b^an to 
doubt whether she would wish her prayers answered 
or not. " I have prayed so earnestly that he should 
not recognize me. And yet, if he does not — " 

Up and down, hour after hour, between the two 
long lines of white beds, went the gray, ghost-like 
figure, passing from band to IwAiA ^^ 'Wv^jjsJ^ \asaR!««- 
light, w)[iic\i N«iaA \)kwwtl ^c^msi V5ftfe\aw^^^^^s:. T^^*^ 
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her as an awful figure to meet sliding along the 
midnight aisles of the chapel. Hod he seen her 
now, as she paced up and down^ with her silver-gray 
hair flashing in the moonlight as she passed each 
window, and her whole figure becoming black as 
she passed the alternating shadows, he would have 
thought her more awful still. Up and down nearly 
all night, with the sleeping world around her. In- 
eapable of prayer now, tor she was half wishing 
that the constant prayer of the last three months 
might be unanswered. The High Church folks had 
tamed her wonderfully, and there wai no exclama- 
tion, no gesticulation. But no system of religion, 
of which I have heard, has any rule against a 
woman's walking swiflly up and down all night, 
with a whole world of loving and longing in ner 
heart, unable for the time to pray, unless it were to 
pray that her praters might not be answered. 

So for the niglit. The morrow found her seated 
in her room, at her duties, directing her maidens, 
cool, calm, cheerful, business-like, with piles of the 
boys' linen around her. It was buttons and needles 
and thread now, and kindly religious talk, and 
sensible advice to the demurely-clad servants who 
were assisting her. *^ A pleasant, kind lady," said 
the maidens to one another. " A wonder to find a 
real lady takintr such a place as this." Yet, though 
she was majestic, she was very genial ; and not a 
girl of them all but felt that she was in the presence 
of a person the like of whom she had never seen 
before. 

She did not talk " goody ** to them ; nothing of 
the kind. She inquired about each of them kindly, 
but not obtrusively, and somehow managed to leave 
each of them with the impression that religion was 
the principle to which all others must be deferred, 
without in the least degree thrusting the idea upon 
them. 

She was absolutely inexorable in details, they no- 
ticed. No missing button could escape her eye. 
Yet she had nothing of the " Tartar " in her, hke 
the old goose, now pensioned. Mother Berry. 

" Get the new uniforms out, my dear," she said 
to the youngest maiden, " and lay them in a row. 
The boys should begin to arrive soon. At what 
time do they generally begin to come?" Little 
thought the demure damsels what a wild expectant 
woman's heart was raging and beating beneath that 
solemn gray shawl. They were awed and hushed 
by her awful, calm solemnity : they little thought of 
the volcano within. If they had, they would have 
only wondered. They were maidens, and knew 
not of the Storg^. 

At last the boys began to arrive, or, to say more 
truly, creep in. For the first arrivals were two 
feeble little orphans, presentation boys, aged ten 
and nine, coming to get their uniforms ; torn by the 
inexorable necessity of poverty from their mother ; 
terrified at everything, and coming here for shelter. 
Her two long arms came from beneath the long gray 
shawl, until they formed horizontally a cross to her 
body ; and she said, '* Come here, my dears, to me." 
And they looked in her face, and then they crept 
to her, one under each arm, and were frightened no 
more. 

Then others came, and then more, until her eye 
got bewildered with their numbers and their vane- 
ti.e8, and her ear got confused with the wonderful 
differences of their voices ; she all the time, though 
doing her duty steadily and mechanically, waiting 
to hear one voice; which, although it must be 
(Ranged by now, she thought she would be able to 



recoffnize. The other boys came swarming in to 
her, big and little, in all manner of moods, but the 
voice she longed to hear was dumb to her as yet. 

They were in all moods, these bo}'s. Some were 
low in their minds, almost to being penitential ; 
these were those who were the most inclined for 
tears. Others were fractious and petulant ; others 
facetious ; others from the very first riotous. They 
all looked at her curiously, as though to see how 
much iionsense she would stand; and, finding no 
clew to the answer in her calm, benign face and fig- 
ure, began an inductive course of experiments, with 
a view of finding out what her temper really was, 
and what stand she was likely to take. 

Though they tried her hard, she was perfectly 
calm and good-humored. The bolder spirits began 
dancing and fighting before her very soon. Still 
she took no notice whatever, only now and then 
quietly smiled. 

The riot got most fast and furious. They whirled 
into her room and out of it again. They fought 
one another in play, and rolled over and over on 
the ground. They put on their clean night-gowns 
over their clothes, and danced in them, sometimes 
singly, sometimes in a mad, aimless carmagnole, 
sometimes waltzing in pairs, and coming headlong 
over together. The demurest and oldest of her 
maidens protested mildly. "Madam," she said, 
" you will never be able to man£^e them if you allow 
them this liberty." She said, "/will manage them. 
I am not here as a disciplinarian. Are boys not to 
play ? Is the sun not to shine ? Besides, girl, I 
am waiting. Leave them alone, girl." 

Waiting, but not much longer. There was a new 
noise in cloister and corridor, and the burden of it 
was, " Here 's old Sugden." 

She could not pretend to stitch now. She folded 
her hands over her work, and said to herself, in 
prayer, " Grod,' let it be Thy way." And then she 
sat and looked at the crowd of young faces and 
young figures before her, keeping her eyes towards 
the door. 

A glorious lad, with vitality and vigor in every 
limb, and with youth, health, goodness, ay, and not 
a little beauty too, in his face, came hurling in. 
Their eyes met. She sat perfectly calm, praying 
silently, with her folded hands clasping one another 
painfully. She saw, that, when his eyes met hers, 
the expression of them changed from rollicking vi- 
vacity to wonder, to admiration, to respect. But 
^here was no sign of recognition. Her prayers were 
answered. Her own son did not know her. It was 
well. 

It was very well, save for one ghastly spasm at 
the heart, which she did not allow to show in her 
face. Yes, it was very well. 

" Now, Mrs. Morgan," he began, " you must take 
care to be especially civil to me. I am the oldest 
boy here, very nearly ; and you will follow me when 
I say that I am a power in the place. Your policy 
will be to treat me with peculiar consideration and 
respect, and never on any account report me. 
You will be particular about that ; do you see ? " 

" Yes," said Mrs. Morgan. 

" You see I am so clever, my dear Mrs. Morgan, 
and of such a very strong will, that natures less 
gifted than mine must naturally yield to me. And 
phi/sique goes a long way, you know. About my 
personal appearance there can only be but one 
opinion, I believe. Have the kindness to look on 
me, Mrs. Morgan, which you don't seem inclined 
to do, and see wVieUiw or uo I am. a beauty.* 
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" And indeed you are," said the motlier's heart 
within her. The boy had meant nothing whatever 
by what he had been saying. It was all what he 
would have called " chatt." But when she turned 
her great kind eyes upon his, and laughed low in 
answer, he got puzzled, and began to think he had 
gone too far in some way. How, he could not con- 
ceive, for she was not angry. 

" You don't mind my nonsense, do you ? I for- 
got you were a lady. I don't mean any harm. 
The last matron was not a lady, you know." 

" I don't mind your nonsense," said she. 

" You don't, eh ? Very well, then, allow me to 
give you a little more of it. Permit me to tell you 
that you don't know your duties as a matron in this 
establishment. Look at the hay these fellows are 
making about your room, and you sitting there sew- 
ing on buttons. Your duty as matron is to get 
into a blind wax, to bounce out of your chair, to 
catch the first boy you come across (as it might be 
me, you know) by the hair of his head, bang his 
head against th^t wall, and clear the room. The 
other matron always '^id." 

"Then, you think," she said, "that I could not 
do it except in that way? " 

"Not you ; you don't know us." 

"Do I not? Watch me." 

The tall gray figure rose to its fuU height, and 
that attracted some. Her voice made them all 

5[uiet at once, from curiosity, if from nothing else, 
t was round, full, powerful, and most wonderfully 
audible. " My dear boys," she said, " look at me, 
and listen. I have been used to order, and accus- 
tomed to have it when I command it. There has 
been disorder enough, and I must have order now. 
You hear? Go, and go quickly. Sugden stay; 
tbe rest go." 

Thejr went like lambs, and James was left alone 
with his mother. 

" There, you see," she said to him when the^ 
were gone ; ** that seems wonderful to you, does it 
not ? If one could deal with all the ghastly disor- 
der in this world as easily as I have with that little 
riot, why then, boy, the world would the sooner be 
ready for the second coming of Christ. For they 
may set the time of his coming by stars and by 
numbers, but he will never come again, boy, until 
we, by tears and by blood, by life-long struggles for 
the good, through ridicule and poverty and self- 
denial, have made this world fit for him. Then 
lie will come', and we shall see him." 

This was so utterly unlike anything which James 
liad heard in sermons, that he was a little awed. 
He had a dim idea that it was strangely expressed ; 
but also that it meant something. He had to 
speak, and he said, — 

" You are not angry with me ? " 

She, with her whole heart yearning for one kiss, 
angry with him ! If she could only make any pre- 
text for getting near him, touching him, feeling liis 
breath, putting her hand over his hair ! How subtle 
and quick the Storg6 makes a mere hen ; do you 
think Mrs. Morgan-Sugden was to be beaten ? Not 
she. 

" Your collar is all frayed, Sugden," she said. 

" Jt is an old shirt," said he. 

" I shall not have your clean shirt ready before 
to-morrow," she said ; " and you can't go about that 
figure. Come here, and I will set it right." 

" Shall I leave it out ? " . 

" No; come and have it done. I have too much 
to think about'' 



So she got him near her, and in doing her work 
would lay her hand sometimes on his shoulder. 
Close to her ; yet the one sweet kiss, for which her 
mother's soul thirsted, as far away as ever. The 
work was done ; one more little artifice was lefl her 
before he must go. She put her hand over and 
through his short curls, and said, " You must have 
your hair cut, Sugden ; I don't allow long hair." 

"It was cut a fortnight ago, ma'am," urged 
James. 

" Then it must be cut again to-morrow," she 
answered. " Look here," she said, drawing one 
gently out ; " this lock is much too long. Now off, 
boy ; I have much to do." 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

8ILC0TE ESCAPES FROM THE BEOION OF BOBEDOM, — 

It got to be terribly dull for the Squire at Sil- 
cotes that autumn. 

Betts was of course installed in his new lodgings 
at St. Mary's, doing his new duties at the scnool, 
fussing, examining into everything, directing, ad- 
vising those above him in authority, and bullying 
his inferiors like fifty Bettses. Arthur was there 
likewise, hard at it. The Princess was supposed to 
be at Silcote, but was mostly in London or else- 
where ; her only public appearances being at the 
Twyford Station, where she periodically was seen 
by admiring country neighbors, exquisitely dressed, 
gorgeously bejewelled, taking her ticket and drop- 
ping her change. The Squire was reduced to his 
old company. No one was left to him but Anne. 
It was awfully dull. 

Why ? He had got on like this for twenty years, 
and never found it exactly dull. He had made out 
his time pretty well. He shot a little, and rode a 
great deal, when he found himself getting dull in 
old times. He tried these remedies now, but they 
would not do. He shot better than ever, and never 
swore at the keeper, but engaged him in conversa- 
tion. He rode nis splendid norses hard and far, 
and, one day, sneaked so near to the meet that he 
got into the ruck of men, and went away like a 
bird ; going hard and well, cutting down most of 
the field. The hunt did not one half of them know 
his person ; but at the first check it got whispered 
abroad that the man who rode so well on that great 
bay was no other than that hete noire, Dark Squire 
Silcote. They killed the fox after a most tremen- 
dous run, and the Squire was in with the very few at 
the death, finish, or what they call it. The 
master rode up to him, and spoke a few cheery 
neighborly words to him (the Squire was a fifty- 
pound subscriber), and Silcote found himself chat- 
tering eagerly and pleasantly to the master about 
the run, with an almost* boyish animation. But, as 
he rode home through the darkness, he was the 
Dark Squire again, — darker than ever; and Sil- 
cotes was duller than ever that night. All the 
profusion, all the really well-ordered beauty of the 
place, had got hateful to him. 

And why? Firstly, because the memory of a 
great wrong was beginning to die out of the man's 
soul, — of a wrong so inconceivably and unuttera- 
bly great that, when I have to tell you of it, as I 
shall have to do immediately, I see tbafe 1 vcco^ 
touch with tbft l\^\«a\, ^^ti'cWeltk^ <iaafc> — ^\sfeRa»^ 
\ 1 say t\ie memoTY oi ^QtoX. ^wroi^s,^^ ^"^'^''^'%'^x'^r'^ 
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fweep aside old loves, at all events does the same 
for old hatreds and wrongs. Secondly, because the 
man had been aroused firam his selfish stupid torpor 
by new ideas and new interests; and this fact, 
acting and reacting with the mere effect of time, 
had made his old, tedious, selfish life disgusting to 
him. 

That a man of such intense moral and physical 
vitality should have slept so long may seem sur- 
prising to any one who had never seen his face. 
But Nature told his story vip|binly enough to those 
who would read. The deep-eunk eyes, so close 
together, told her story about the man, retiring as 
they did under the heavy eyebrows, as though ttiey 
would shrink into the very soul. The gait of the 
man, slouching and suspicious, in spite of his physi- 
cal activity, — the head always thrust forward, — 
told the very same story. The story of a man who 
had the deepest hatred of publicity, — the deepest 
iealousy of any fellow-man seeing for one moment 
mto his soul. And yet, at the bar, whilst he was 
there, the man was distinguished for an audacity 
and a disrespect of persons and formulas which 
amounted to bad taste. 

Was this unnatural ? Surely not. His defiant 
impudence was an effort always, an unnatural 
effort; and he will confess that, in making that 
effort, he always said far more than he meant. A 
man who cannot debate without getting fierce had 
better leave debate alone. There was no more 
harm in the Squire than this. He, although with 
nearly first-rate talents, was suspicious and jealous 
beyond most Englishmen ; and to this man there 
had happened a hideous and inconceivable wrong. 
And the man had shut himself up, his wealth 
allowing him to do so, and growled his soul out to 
his sister and his servants and his bloodhounds. 
That is all. 

But this course of procedure would not do any 
longer at all. The man, such as he was, was roused 
and wakened. Arthur b€^an it by leading him into 
this St. Mar/s Hospital business, which had in- 
volved Betts. And now he found that he could not 
do without his Betts. Betts's intense realism was at 
first a rather pleasant foil for his own suspicious sen- 
timentalism ; but Betts had now become a neces- 
sity, as ice is to an American. Betts and he had 
fought out, and carried through, what he thought 
(with intense pleasure, I am bound to say) a most 
scandalous job. And there was Betts down at the 
school, ^ettmg all the fun, and he, the Squire, left 
alone with Anne at Silcotes. It was terribly dull. 

And Anne. Well, and again Anne. Mrs. Sug- 
den, that remarkable peasant woman, had told him 
once that he was making a rod for his own back by 
his spoiling that girl ; and the words of that very 
remarkable woman seemed to be coming true. 
Anne was what our American brethren call a 
" limb." He knew that perfectly well, and had seen 
that every governess would not stand her ; and so, 
at great expense, he had got the services of a 
placid, even-tempered lady, possessed of every vir- 
tue and every accomplishment. He had told this 
lady that she would please to consider that her 
present engagement meant a provision for life. The 
good lady was very poor, — in fact, penniless, — 
and very humble. But this autumn morning she 
had come, and, after dissolving herself into tears, 
had given notice that she would wish to leave that 
day three months. 
Sihote would not accept her warning at all. He 
U>Jd her tb»t his word was passed to provide for her, 



and put her on her honor to stay. After which he 
sent for Anne. 

<^What is this matter between you and Miss 
Heathton, Anne ? " was his mild remonstrance, for 
he was afraid of her. 

" What is the meaning of the fire-works on the 
fifth of November ? " was the young lady's answer. 
" I don't know. But they always come. / don't 
know exactly how it began. She went on exasper- 
ating me with her old-fashioned drill-sergeant 
notions until I could n't stand it, and broke out. 
And, if my memory serves, me, I was very rude, and 
very vulgar. But I am sick of this place and all 
about it. I will go and make it up with her, if you 
like. What are you going to do to-day? Can't 
you take me for a ride ? " 

*^ I am going to ride across country to St Mary's," 
said Silcote. 

" Do let me come. I am so utterly weary here, 
I do hate this place so I " 

This was to be his return, then ! 

" You have everything which the mind of man 
could possibly desire here." 

" I am so bitterly lonely. I have not a soul to 
speak to," pouted Anne. " I am sick of the horses, 
and the dogs, and the peacocks and pigs, and the 
footmen and grooms. I wish I had been a boy, and 
gone to school. I wish I had been stolen by sweeps, 
and made to climb up chimneys. I saw a sweep 
yesterday, and he was laughing at something fit to 
split his sides. I never have anything to laugh at 
Come, do take me. Get my pony ready, l can 
sleep with Dora." 

He gave his consent, and she was soon by his 
side in a gray ridii^-habit and low-crowned hat 
She was very beautiful, there was no doubt about 
that ; but on a very small scale. They were splen- 
didly mounted, and rode fast, having far to go. 
Anne was half wild with joy and high spirits. She 
would sometimes lay her pretty little gloved hand 
on the Squire's great arm, and squeeze her thanks 
into him. She was clever and agreeable, and she 
made herself verv charming to nim. It was the 
most delightful ride either of them had ever had, 
— long remembered. 

Late in the afternoon they left the enclosures, 
and came on the wild, silent heath. At sunset they 
pulled their horses on the edge of a roll in the 
moor, just above St Mary's College, and looked 
over into the deep hollow beneath. The lake was 
a great crimson pool, with all the fantastic school- 
buildings reflected in it, with the dark woodlands 
rising sheer behind. Lights were beginning to 
shine from the windows, sending long trails of 
reflection into the darkening water ; whue the hum 
of three hundred voices arose pleasantly on the 
night air, and lost itself in the solitude around. 

Anne drew a breath of deep delight. " This is 
something like a place," she said. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

— AND, AFTEB AN EXCURSION TO DOUBTING CASTLE, — 

Their men led the horses away to the head- 
master's stables, and Silcote, wickedly and for "fun, 
sending Anne perfectly alone, and with no direc- 
tions, to find Algernon's lodgings, held his way 
towards Arthur's ; looking back from time to time 
to see how Anne got on among the crowd of boys 
to whose t/eudet memo^ \i<& \vad so miachievoiuly 
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eommitted lier. She was not in the least embar- 
rassed, but, drawing the skirt of her riding-halnt 
over her lefb arm, she reauested one of the nearest 
of them to ^o and find Mr. Sugden, and then stood 
perfectly still, with her whip>arm drooped at her 
side, not a little pleased with the astounding effect 
which her beauty produced. The sensation reached 
its climax when James appeared, and, coolly accost- 
ing her as ^^ Anne," marched off this splendid crea- 
ture to the third master's lodgings; and, having 
seen her in, went across the quadrangle whistling, 
with his hands in his pockets, perfectly unconcerned. 

The Squire, entering by the principal way, found 
himself in the comfortable bright corridor, swarm- 
ing with well-fed, well-dad youngsters. His heart 
warmed at the thought that no inconsiderable part 
of the good he saw around him was his doing. One 
of the masters whom he did not know, an amiable, 
gray-headed man, was standing near him, and the 
Squire, in the warmth of his hearty went up to him 
and introduced himself. 

"Your servant, sir. I am happy to have the 
honor of your acquaintance. I hope you find 
everything here quite comfortable, sir. \ye have 
hunted high and low for talent, and, by cfove, sir, 
we intend to induce talent to remain with us. A 
word to me at any time, sir, on any point, will meet 
with attention." 

"Thank you very much," said the wondering 
Algy. " I have the honor to — " 

"Not at all," said the Squire, with a polite wave 
of the hand. 

This was very disconcerting, but Algy came at it 
again. 

" I was about to observe that I had not the hap- 
piness. If you will allow me — " 

" Certainly, certainly, certainly," said the Squire, 
with great good-humor. " By all means." 

Algy could not help wishing that this burly old 
gentleman in gray breeches, butcher's boots, and a 
white hat, would not be quite so polite. He hacnx) 
bring .it out so awkwardly. 

" That, in point of fact, I did not know to whom 
I had the honor of speaking." 

" Surely not, surely not ! Ha, ha I how could 
you ? And I going on all the time supposing you 
could know a man you had never seen in your life. 
Capital! I am Silcote of Silcotes, my dear sir, 
where I hope to see you some of these days." 

Algernon drew suddenly back and grew pale. 
He had not, till this last announcement came 
euddeniy upon him, the slightest idea that this 
burly old country squire in gray was his terrible old 
&ther. But he had to speak. 

" My name also, sir, is the same as yours. It was 
the necessity of my children which drove me to this 
place, sir ; not my own. I had intended to keep 
out of your way, but fate has ordered it otherwise. 
I only ask you to believe that our rencontre is as 
purely accidental on my part as it is on yours, and 
to withdraw." 

Silcote was not the less thrown off his balance. 
He had approved (or consented to) Algernon's ap- 
pointment, and had got into some corner of his 
brain the notion that sometimes, at the further end 
of a corridor, he might see a figure which avoided 
him. He had never wished to speak to his son, or 
to find him. He had been speaking to him, and 
liad found him, — had found in his son a man as 
gray as himself, but more bent under the pressure 
of the horrible secret which had ruined both their lives. 

The corridor was light, and the noisy stream of 



boyhood was passing and repassing. The son would 
have gone q^metly away, but the father made a ges- 
ture to detain him. Algernon had the children to 
think of. The two men stood face to face under a 
lamp, but not looking at one another. Silcote'i 
eyes were on the ground, — he in deep thought, 
and Algernon calmly watching him. 

An inexorable sort of figure, and a very inexora- 
bly-shaped head, was all that he saw before the 
Squire r^sed his face honestly and calmly to his, 
and said, — 

" Let us talk together." 

"Will you follow me?" 

" Certainly. I cruelly let the curse descend on 
you when you were seventeen. I repent I did 
wrong. It was a shamefully vindictive action. 
Since then I have heard nothing but good of you. 
No one has heard any good of me, Grod help me I 
You have borne this bitter curse better than I ; and 
yet, firom what I have heard of you from every 
mouth, you are a man who would feel it more. 
And you are as gray as I anu Go on, and let us 
talk together." 

They passed fi^m the noise of the boys and the 
lights of the corridors, through the dark cloisters, 
towards Algernon's house. As the dark-gowned 
figure of Algernon passed on firom shadow to 
shadow before Silcote on their way, shastlj doubts, 
followed by the faint ghost of a new-born joy, very 
dim and afar off as yet, passed through his souL 
When they were in Algernon's well-ht study to- 
gether, the Dark Squire threw himself into a chair, 
and Algernon began the conversation, standing 
erect before the fire. 

" Thb interview, sir, is deeply painful to both of 
us. There is no doubt of that. It was not of my 
seeking. I anticipate that you will say that I had 
no busmess to marry at all. But I married, as I 
thought, an heiress, and so no blame can be given 
me for that. Mr. Betts has doubtless explained all 
that to you. I am a broken and ruined man, sir ; 
but I ask nothing for myself; only I will kneel and 
cringe to you for the sake of my unhappy children.'' 

SUcote raised himself fi^m Lis chair, slowly and 
solemnly, and confronted him. " Come to the light, 
sir, and let me see your mother's eyes once more. 
I know they are there, and I must see them once 
again before the great coming darkness, even if the 
sight of them kills me." 

Algernon came close to the lamp, and looked at 
him steadily and quietly. Silcote looked at him 
fixedly for nearly a minute, and then said, " Hah I " 
like a sigh, and dropped back in his chair. Alger- 
non stood steadily where he was. 

Afler a few moments Silcote spoke again. 

" Boy, how old are you ? " 

" Forty-one." 

"And gray. Grayer than L But it has not 
killed you yet." 

"Not yet, sir." 

" Odd. Look at yovar physique, and look at mine. 
And you knowing it ever since you were seventeen ! 
You ought to be dead, you know." 

" I ought never to have been bom, sir." 

" And you have known it for nineteen years, and 
not died under it." 

" My religion has supported me, sir." 

"We will leave that alone. You gray-headed 
boy, look at me again." 

Algernon did so. 

"1 can \»ac \\M»fe c^«fc Ttfs^\'V ^^^Mgc^»^ xsssSu 
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wild chance that we liaTe both been abused and 
deceived ? " 

" That is entirely yoor businew, sir: the respon- 
sibility lies with you. If we are both deceived, / 
have been deceived through you." 

** That is true asMn,** said Silcote ; ^ that is true. 
I can't stand much tsdk on this question. Only I 
ask for one thing. Don't say anything about this 
interview in a certain quarter." 

" In which quarter, su» ? " 

"Confound the man," said the Squire, testily; 
" is there more than one quarter ? The head-mas- 
ter's quarter, — Arthur's quarter. Don't tell him 
of this, man. We have been half maddened, you 
and I, by this business ; but I hope we have both 
brains enough left to know a prig and a bully when 
we see one ; and Arthur is both. But, mind you, I 
love Arthur better than all the world besides, and 
have made him my heir. He tells you everything, 
I believe. How is his health ? " 
• " His health is perfect, sir." 

** You know nothing, I see. But the doctors say 
that those fainting fits are nothing. Do you ever 
hear from that vagabond villain, Tom ? " 

•* If you mean your son Thomas, now rising in 
the Austrian army, I hear from him very often, sir." 

" You may let me know about him on a future 
occasion. Now, sir, if you will do me the kindness 
to send for the boy Sugden, I think our interview 
may end. Will you shtOLe hands ? " 

" Certainly, sir." 

" That shake was for the sake of your children ; 
take this pat on the shoulder for your own good 
self. You are a good man, sir; you are a good 
man. Now quick, — the boy Sugden." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

— OBTS TSTO THE BEOION OF UlTUTTEBABLB AST02nSH- 
MEUT — 

The Squire had completely changed his manner 
by the time that the boy Sugden appeared. The 
reaction from his terrible talk with Algernon had 
made him sarcastic and peculiar. Our old friend 
James appeared before him, looking horribly guilty, 
but very charming and handsome ; and the Sjuire, 
sitting up in his chfur, began on him snarling. 

" You are a most charming boy ; you are a nice 
piece of goods ; you will do, you will. Mr. Silcote, 
teep your eye on this boy : he 11 do. What do you 
think of yourself, sir ? Hev ? " 

James might have said that he thought a great 
deal of himself, but he did n't. He only stood be- 
fore the chairman. Squire Silcote, shifting from one 
leg to the other, looking, as the Squire afterwards 
told Betts, so confoundedly handsome and amiable 
that it was a wonder he did not throw the poker at 
him. 

" Silence, hey ! Is. this obstinacy or stupidity ? 
Is this letter yours, sir ? " 

" It is certainly mine, sir," said James, quietly. 

" A cool proposition, that I should send you to 
, Italy at my own expense; and, if possible, my^ 
nephew Reginald also I On what grounds, may I 
most humbly ask, do you base this astounding de- 
mand?" 

** It is no demand, sir," said James, looking frankly 

and slyly at him, for he had got to understand him ; " it 

is only a proposition. It is generally considered to 

/be not on)jr a duty, hat a privilege, of the rich to 

patronize and asaat geniua/' 



"Certainly," said Silcote. "I allow all that. 
Would you be so condescending as to show me your 

rius ? You don't happen to have it about you, 
you ? If you will meet me so far as to take 
your genius out of your pocket and hand it to me 
for inspection, I'll be^n to think about patronizing 
it. No more of it, sir. 1 11 think over it when I 
have seen your drawings. Come with me, sir. 
Good night, Mr. Silcote." 

So the Squire and James went away together. 
" Boy," he said, as he crossed the quadrangle, " I 
will think of this Italian scheme of yours more 
ftilly. I don't think I shall let you go. I vrill ex- 
amine your drawings as an amateur, and get them 
examined by more competent men. Unless their 
dictum is * First-rate ' I shall not consent. An artist 
of necessity dissociates himself from all ties of — of 
any kind whatever — and I don't see my way to it. 
Now I want to see this new matron, lady superin- 
tendent., or whatever she calls herself. Take me to 
her. What do the boys say about her ? " 

"She is strict, but very kind; we are all very 
fond of her. I have had a sitting from her." 

" Indeed, my young Weigall. Did you find her 
a study worthy of your genius ? " 

" She has a magnificent head, and her get-up is 
simply superb. She is worthy of a better pencil 
than ever mine will be." 

"How sweetly modest! This must be the self- 
depreciation of a true genius. Is this her room? 
Pray announce me." 

James, knocking at her door, was told to enter in 
a kindly quiet voice which attracted the Squire's 
attention. They passed in together. Silcote saw 
before him a gray-headed woman, dressed in gray, 
with a long gray shawl, with her head turned away 
from him, bending over baskets of linen which she 
was sorting. She attracted his attention at once, 
and he began, "I beg your pardon, madam — " 
when she turned and looked at him. 

Silcote was transfixed with unutterable astonish- 
ment. He burst out, ** Why, what the — !" when 
she suddenly raised her right hand, and with her 
left pointed to the boy beside him. Silcote under- 
stood in a moment, as he put it to himself mentally, 
"The cub has not recognized her, then." He 
changed his manner at once. " Madam," he said, 
I have come, as chairman, to have a talk with you 
on various matters. Are you at leisure ? " 

" I am at leisure, sir ; at least, if you will allow 
me to go on with my work. When the hands are 
idle, the memory gets busy. You have found that 
yourself, sir, I do not doubt." 

The Scmire swung himself round towards James, 
and, standing squarer and broader than ever before 
him, pointed his finger at him, and said, — 

" Go, and shut the door after you." 

Which things James did. 

" Now, my dear Mrs. Sugden," said he, pulling 
up a chair, and sitting down in front of her, " would 
you be kind enough to let me know the meaning of 
this?" 

" Certainly. First of all, how did you call me 
just now." 

" I called you Mrs. Sugden." 

" That is not my name. It tra«, and is still, that 
of my half-brother, who passed for my husband 
when I lived in your littie cottage at Beechwood ; 
but it is not mine." 

" Your half-brother ? " said Silcote. " Was not 
Sugden your husband, then ? " 
I ^No, onVyba^^-VrtAlhec. Hia mother was not the 
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same as mine. Our common father, a twenty-acre 
freeholder in DevonBhire, married twice. The 
name of his first wife, of my brother's mother, was 
Coplestone; the name of his second wife, my 
mother, was Lee.'* 

'' Then how shall I call you? Mrs. Morgan?** 

" Not at alL A mere nomme de guerre^ which I 
assumed when they objected to the title I bore at 
St Peter's, *• Sister M&ry.' Nothing more than 
that." 

*^ Then perhaps, madam, to facilitate conversation, 
you would put me in possession of your style and 
titles." 

" I am Mrs. Thomas Silcote, your unworthy, but 
dutiful daughteivin-law," she said, very quietly. 

The Squire fell back in his chair. '* Don't regard 
me, my dear madam ; I have the constitution of a 
horse. If I had not, I should have been in Bedlam 
or the grave years ago. Let us have it out, madam. 
I thought there were Silcotes eiK>ngh cambering the 
&ce of the earth. There don't happen to be any 
more of you, I suppose ? " 

*' There is James, you know," said Mrs. Thomas 
Silcote, smiling. ^' He makes another. I don't 
think there are any more." 

" Quite so," said Silcote. " James. I begin to 
collect myself. James, then, is my lawful grand- 
son?" 

♦* Most certsunly. Do you desire proofs ? " 

" Not if you assert it. You yourself are a stand- 
ing proof of every proposition that comes out of 
your mouth." 

" I was a laborer's daughter," said Mrs. Thomas. 
" A twenty-acre £reehoTder is a laborer, is he 
not?" 

" I don't believe a word of it," said Silcote. 

" I thought you were bound to believe everything 
I said, a minute ago ? " 

" Don't fence with me. It is . not fair. You 
utterly ruin my nerves, and then begin what these 
low boys here call * chaffing.' Will you explain to 
me how all this came about ? " 

"Notto-niffht." 

'^ You really must in part. How on earth did 
you come here ? " 

" Merely by answering an advertisement." 

" Does Betts know nothing ? " 

**Not a word. It is all between you and me. 
And it must remain there." 

" How was it that the boy did not recognize 
you?" 

" Time, time, time I " 

Silcote sat perfectly silent. " Time works won- 
ders," he said, at last, " as we used to write in our 
copy-books, before all this miserable mistake called 
life began. You wanted to see him, I suppose, and 
you risked his recognizing you ? " 

" See him ! " said Mrs. Silcote. " I wanted to 
touch him, I wanted to kiss him ; but I cannot do 
that. Do you remember, one day in your garden, 
pointing out to me that it would be a drawback to 
the boy if his low parentage was known ?'* 

" I do. God forgive me if I did wrong." 

"You did right: even speaking from what you 
knew then. I know you, Silcote, as a good and 
kind man, though you have tried hard to sell your- 
self to the Evil One. And so I tell you this : that 
I have doubts, in my utter ignorance, whether the 
world would take my marriage to be a legal one ; 
and, therefore, I have remained unknowq to the 
boy." 

" Where, and bow, were you married ? " 



"In Scotland." And she told him the pttrtio- 
ulars. 

** Bless the woman ! " he exclaimed. *' Yon are 
as much my daughter^n-law as if yon had been 
married in St Greorge's, Hanover Square, with eigli* 
teen bridesmaids. I wish I had known this. Once 
more, will you tell me the whole story ? " • , 

" Not to-night" 

" There is no reason aghast your letting the boy 
know who you are," 

" Let it be, — let it be. The father is outlawed, 
and the mother's claim cannot be quite proved. It 
would be a disadvantage to the boy. And hear me, 
you Dark Squire, with your bloodhounds. The boy 
has got i'o love me again, with a new, fresh love, 
overlying the mere old love- which lives in his 
memory. He has been here painting my face, and 
the new love showed itself in his eyes a hundred 
times." 

" Was there no recognition ? " 

"A dim stirring of memory only, which made 
him more strangely beautiful than ever. Once or 
twic^ there was such a fixed stare in his glorious 
eyes, that I thought I was betrayed. But I was 
not. It was only the old love of memory wedding 
itself to the new love of respect and admiration. 
Would you be loved better than that ? " 

" Confound the woman I " said the Squire to him- 
self, and then sat quite silent, — she going on mend* 
ing shirts. 

At last he said : " The boy wants to go to Italy 
and study art. I have haa bother enough with 
Italy, but I won't stand in his way. I recognize 
him as my grandson, and I love the boy. But is 
there any promise in these drawings of his ? We 
must not make a fool of the la£ I have seen 
nothing of his as yet" 

Mrs. Silcote rose, and brought from a bureau a 
small canvas with a head, painted in oils, upon it 
It was the likeness of herself which James had done. 
She said, — 

"Will that do?" 

"Do!" said Silcote, "I should think it would. 
There is genius in every line of it" 

" So I thought, thinking at the same time that I 
might be blinded by my love. Let him go, Silcote. 
Did you ever know what it was to love, Silcote ? — 
not to love with the old love and the new love with 
which my boy and I love one another ; but to love 
blindly and foolishly, from an instinct more power- 
ful than reason ? I loved so onde, and believed my- 
self loved still more deeply in return ; and one fine 
day I found that I had never been loved at all, and 
had only been tricked and deceived by words sweet 
as angels', falser than devils'. I found that out one 
day, Silcote, and my heart withered utterly up 
within me. And I was desperate and mad, and 
only saved from the river by a gentle brother, who. 
believed me lost, — in one sense of the word. And 
he and I went back to the fields and the fallows, 
and fought nature for bread together, as we had 
been used to do when we were children together, 
and when mine was only a child's beauty." 

A very long silence, during which she sat as calm 
as Memnon. 

When she found her voice again, she went on. 

" Do you begin to understand me ? Are you 
capable of understanding the case of one who 
would have given up everything in this worlds ax> 
and God forgive m^ \£ 1 VAass^'etafc^ — ^w^^\v?c*^ 
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at all, — that she had been a dupe and a fool from 
the first, and that, even while his hand was in her 
hair, he was laughing at her ? /went through this, 
and did not die. Could you dare to warrant the 
same for yourself? " 

A very Ion? pause here. Buttons stitched on 
shirts, and shirts dexterously folded and placed 
away, Silcote sitting with his hand before his eyes 
the whole time. At last he spoke. 

** You speak of my son Thomas, whom I loved 
once. Do you love him still ? ** 

" I cannot say," she answered. " Do you ? " 

" And I cannot say, either," replied Silcote. 

" He is your son," she urged. 

" And he is the father of yours," he replied. 

"You have the -quickness of youi family in 
answer," she said. " Leave this question." 

" You have told me part of your story, and I 
will not ask for details to-night. Yon ask me if I 
know what it is to awake from a dream of love, 
and find that that love never existed. I do ! May 
I tell you my story ? I have gone through all that 
you speak of, and am still alive. Men witli my 
frame and my brain don't die, or go mad. But 1 
warn you solemnly, that, if you allow me to tell you 
my story, you must prepare your nerves. It is so 
ghastly, so inconceivable, so unutterably horrible, 
that I can only hope that the telling of it to you 
will not kill me." 

"You have been abused. Squire. And may I 
ask, have you never told it before? The High 
Church people, among whom I have been lately, 
and who have d6ne me good, — although I don't go 
with them, I will allow that, — urge confession. It 
is capable of any amount of abuse, this confession ; 
but, looking at it in the light of merely a confidential 
communication of a puzzling evil, it generally does 
good. You have, with your jealous reticence, kept 
some great evil to yourself ror many years, I fear. 
Why have you never told it before ? " 

"Why? — Temper, I suppose. I seem like the 
Ancient Mariner. I can't tell my story to any one 
whose face does not invite me ; and your face was 
the first one which ever did invito me. 

' The body of my sister's son 

Stood by me, knee to knee ; 
The body and I palled at one rope, 

But be said naoghft to me.* " 

"I think that is hardly the verse which you 
wished to quote. But now, Silcote, let me hear 
this story of yours." 

And so Silcote told his story. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

— AND THEN, HAVING MADE CONFESSION, BUT GETTING 
NO ABSOLUTION — 

'*I WAS, my dear Mrs. Sugden, an ambitious, 
handsome young fellow, — very popular; with an 
intention of enjoying life, and in every way fitted 
for enjoying it. I was sole heir to a very large fbr- 
tune ; and, besides that, came firom a family of at- 
torneys, — another fortune. No part of my scheme 
was idleness or luxury. I believed myself to have 
(nay, I had) considerable talent, not a mean share 
of wit, and a ready tongue; and I determined — 
don't laugh at a shipwrecked man — to follow my 
career as a barrister until I sat upon the bench. 
My family connection started me very quickly in a 
£ne practice; bat, bless you, I could have made my 
J&rtane without /Aem. Ask any of my contempo- 



raries. I am only telling you the plain truth, I as- 
sure you. Who am / that I should boast. 

" I suppose that at twenty-five I was one of the 
most fortunate men that ever lived. With my tal- 
ents and knowledge of law, I would have booked 
myself for six or seven thousand a year by my prac- 
tice, at forty. I loved my profession intensely ; I 
was a lawyer in my very blood, and all that fate 
asked of me was to go on and make a noble fortune 
by the pursuit I loved best in the whole world. 
And I must maiTV, too; and a young lady, beauti- 
fiil, well bom, rich, and h\gh\y educated, was ready 
to marry me. And she had ninety thousand pounds 
of her own. 

" Did I love her or her money ? No, I loved 
her, my dear madam, ever since she was a child. 
And she loved me at one time. Look at me." 

Mrs. Thomas Silcote looked at him very steadily 
indeed." 

" Do I look mad ? " 

" No," she said very quietly ; you look perfectly 
sane." 

" Hah ! " said Silcote. " And yet I sit here and 
tell you as a solemn truth, that I know that at one 
time she did love me." 

"I have no doubt she did. You had better go 
on," said Mrs. Thomas Silcote. 

** I loved her when she was a child ; more deeply 
yet when I was courting her ; still more deeply as a 
bride ; until my whole soul merged into hers as a 
wife. There never was a woman loved as that 
woman was by me." 

"Well?" ' 

*• My sister Mary, whom you know as the Prin- 
cess, bad been a great deal in Italy, principally at 
Venice, and a great deal also in Vienna ; for, next 
to Italian life, she loved the free and easy life of 
South (lermany. My wife had a son, Algernon, 
now a master m this very college, and was a long 
time in recovering her health afterwards. The 
doctors strongly recommended change of air and of 
scene. 

" At this conjunction of circumstances, my sister 
came back to England from Italy and Austria (she 
was always travelling between the two), and, find- 
ing my wife in ill health, proposed to take her to 
Florence to spend the winter. I was loath to part 
with my darling, still more loath to let her go with 
my foolish sister. But the doctors were all for it, 
and old Miss Raylock (you know her) was going 
also, and so I consented. It was term time, and I 
could not follow them for six weeks. I let her go, 
against my better judgment 

" For I knew my sister well She is one of the 
most foolish and silly women that ever walked the 
earth. And she is verv untruthful withal; but 

{)robably her most remarkable quality is her perfect- 
y donke3dsh obstinacy. Like most weak and fool- 
ish women, she has a love of mystery and of myste- 
rious power, and she had got herself, before this, 
mixed up in an infinity of Austro-Italian plots, 
having no idea of their merits, but getting herself 
made a fool of alternately by both parties. I had 
argued with her on this matter often, but you might 
as well have argued with the pump. She believed 
herself trusted by both parties, whereas the fact was 
that she was merely used as a disseminator of false 
intelligence. 

" When term was over, I followed them to Italy. 
The state of things which I found there was deeply 
displeasing to me. I found a coterie of English 
living in a free an^ e»&7 m^Aiw^^T m wie ^ciq' Wt't 
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houses ; the leading members of which were my sif- 
ter, Miss Raylock, a certain Sir Godfrey Mallory, 
and my wife. My wife and Miss Raylock seemed 
to be the only people who were living in the least 
degree up to the English standard of propriety, as 
it went m those days. As for my sister, she had 
succeeded in surrounding the whole party with all 
the political scum of Europe, as it seemed to me. 
I never saw such a parcel of cut-throat villains, be- 
fore or since, as were gathered every evening in my 
sister's house : nay, • not only in my sister's house, 
but in my wife's, — that is, my own. I won- 
dered how they dared assemble there, and ex- 
pected a descent of police immediately. There 
were two people about my sister, however, tb whom 
I took a stronger objection than to any other two. 
The one was a man at that time acting as her 
major-domo, a Grerman, called Eriegsthurm; the 
other was my late brother-in-law, the Prince of 
Castelnuovo. 

" How they were allowed to talk the rank sedi- 
tion they did was a puzzle to me. I am, like most 
Englishmen, perfectly liberal, ralher seditious about 
foreign politics, but they seemed to me to be going 
rather too far. I found the truth out though, one 
night when I had retired from their intoler2S)le jar- 
gon, and was smokii^ my cigar at a cafe, A very 
gentlemanly and quiet young man drew his chair 
near mine, and entered into conversation. I took 
a great fancy to the man, and we exchanged names 
when we parted. What the deuce was it. A Ro- 
man name, I remember. Colonna? — Orsini? — 
No — but a Roman name." 

•^NotFrangipanni?" 

" The same. How strange ! " 

** He is our new Italian teacher : he comes down 
twice a week by rail if he can get a class. One of 
Betts's men, that is all. The ^osts are rising, Sil- 
cote." 

" So it seems. Well, this man and I entered into 
close conversation, and he told me the history of 
the state of society up at my sister's villa. It was 
a house watched by the police for political purposes, 
— the Dionysius's Ear of the police. The people 
who assembled there were either spies or fools, with 
two exceptions. 

" I asked him for those two exceptions, and the 
man was frank and gentleman-like with me. The 
exceptions he named were, strange to say, the very 
two men to whom 1 had taken such a great dislike — 
.the Prince of Castelnuovo, and that very queer 
German Kriegsthurm. 

" He went on in French, * I put my liberty in your 
hands, Monsieur. Why ? I cannot say. But I 
am a patriot, and those two men are faithful pa- 
triots. For me I never go to Miladi Silcote's house. 
I am on my good behavior. I do not wish to be 
suspect. I receive the Prince, and also Kriegs- 
thurm, at my own, where my beautiful little wife, 
also a patriot, entertains. But go to Miladi Sil- 
cote's, ho. To Miss Raylock's, but little now. 
Their patriotism is advanced, but they are indis- 
creet. Sir Godfrey Mallory also is indiscreet in 
my opinion. My wife does not receive Sir Godfrey. 
I do not allow my wife to receive him ! ' 

" Daughter-in-law, that was the first bite of the 
serpent. I knew that my wife had had one propo- 
sal before mine, and that the proposer had been Sir 
Grodfrey Mallory. I knew that." 

" And also that she had refused him," said Mrs. 
lliomas Silcote, cheerily. 

" Certainlj. But here he was again, and they 



were living so very fast and loose. All Leicester 
Square round them — and — and — I can't go on." 

** You must go on to the end," said Mrs. Thomas 
Silcote. "Now?" • 

" I sulked with her," went on Silcote, in a low 
voice. " Not in words about that man ; though I 
was jealous, I did not dare to do that. Besides, I 
coula not. I suppose I must tell, but you must hold 
your tongue lest I should do you a mischief. I took 
ner home, but my sister and her precious major- 
domo Kriegsthurm came too. And Sir Godfrey 
Mallory followed us. And I sulked with her all 
the time : though I loved her — O woman 1 wo- 
man 1 you can't dream of my intense devoted love 
for that wife of mine 1 " 

There was a long pause. He could not go on, 
and she would not speak. 

" We were never the same to one another afler 
this. I loved her as deeply as ever, but the devil 
had come between us, and would not go. I thought 
she had been indiscreet, and could not forget it I 
sulked with her, and was persistently hard with her. 
If I beg|in thin^ng of the beautiful quiet little ways 
and actions by which she tried to win me back, I 
shall go out of my mind at last, after all these years. 
When you have heard all, you will think me a mad- 
man for solemnly declaring this : that even now, 
after all is over, I would give all my expectations 
on this side of the grave, — ay, and on the other 
also, — to have her back even as she was at the 
very last. I may have been unkind to her, God 
forgive me ; but no man ever so wholly gave up his 
soul to a woman, as I did to her, until that fatal 
night at Exeter." 

" Your mind is diseased, Silcote," said Mrs. Thom- 
as. " You have been abused. My instinct tells me 
so. 

" I guessed at the same thing to-night, when I 
saw her son ; but listen, l^y theory always has 
been, till lately, that I tired out her patience, — 
that I turned her into a fiend by my own temper. 
But I had proofs. I struck Sir Godfrey Mallory 
(for he and my sister had followed me there to Ex- 
eter again, two years or more after my suspicions 
had begun), and then sat down to my work. The 
last proof came next morning, but I went into court 
as gay as ever to defend a sailor boy for murder. 
And, when the excitement of it was over, I turned 
into the man I am now and ever shall be. Can you 
conceive this ? A love so deep, so wild, so strong, 
so jealous as mine, for one who is still, after all, — > 
ay, hear me there, — dearer to me than all life ? 
Can you conceive this, and hear what follows ? " 

" What proofs had you ? Proofs against your 
wife ? Against Sir Godfrey Mallory ? " 

His face was livid as he spoke, but he found words 
to utter the terrible secret. 

"Worse than that. I had a letter telling me 
where to look for poison ; and I looked and found 
it. But I never told her what I knew. I took her 
back to Italy, and she died there in a year. She 
never knew it. I was as mute as a stone to her. 
I was never unkind to her ; but I never spoke to 
her ; and she tried every beautiful little winning 
way of hers, — each one of which now, when mem- 
mory is aroused, scorches my heart like fire, — to 
win me back. And I was cold stone to her. And 
she died, and her last look at me was one of love 
and forgiveness, and puzzled wonder at our estran^ 
ment. And memory of it ^\k^^& ^^\xv^<»Q^.xi::^*Bt 
the mfVueiice oi ^Am^, ^jjiv^ \\}aSi\s^\.A- ^^ '^"^^^'^^^^ 
alV about it, \Lii\Ai to-xCv^t \ wn V^x vsl^^ «s^^^«»«« 
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tkat I loved her better tiian ever. So now, instead 
of oblivion, there comes a newborn remorse. Do 
you want more ? " 

"Yes/* said Mrs. Thomas Silcote, boldly. "Where 
is this letter which condemned her. Have you e^ot 
it?" ^ ^ 

" Do not go too far with me. I keep it in a box 
in my bedroom, and every night a devil comes and 
dances on that box, and I watch him. Leave me 
alone, woman ^ I may set dangerous.'' 

" JNot you. Is this m you have to tell me ? " 

" Enough, surely, I should think." 

The tall, gray figure rose on him in furious wrath 
and anger. " Then this, sir, is the miserable and 
ridiculous lie, sir, with which you have been mad- 
dening yourself for thirty years I Have you be- 
lieved this for all that time, and not died ? Shame 
on you ! shame, Silcote ! Is it on such grounds as 
these that you have killed a most unhappy and ill- 
used lady, by your wicked jealousy and suspicion ? 
listen to me, sir. Yoil are getting old, and your 
life may be too short for the work ; but don't dare 
to die, don't dare to face the judgment until every 
word of this wicked lie is refut^ ; and this poor 
lady's memory is avenged ? Don't argue with me. 
It is a falsehood, sir, from beginning to end. Do 
you not see it n^^w ? " 

** If it is," said Silcote, " and I begin to believe 
80, what room is there for me on the earth, or in 
heaven, or elsewhere ? " 

" Right it, and aak the question afterwards. Gro." 

Silcote never went near Arthur's house that night 
A solitary poacher, in Brarashill Park, lurking in one 
of the northern glens a little after midnight, neard a 
sound different from the fitful sighing of. the night- 
wind in the fir-trees, and, before he had time to 
make out that it was a horse's feet brushing swiftly 
through the heather, saw a horseman pass him at 
full speed, and hold away southeast, and believed 
ever afterwards that he had seen a ghost. The 
grooms at Silcotes were knocked up at half past 
one, amidst the htLying of the bloodhounds, and 
found their master in the yard, looking stranger 
and " darker " than ever. But he apologized very 
gently to them for the trouble he had given them 
so late at night, and said that his return had been 
quite unforeseen. James's friend, the young ser- 
vant, coming sleepily down to answer the kicking 
at one of the back doors, made by the groom, and 
believing his master to be miles away, was sulkily 
facetious when he opened it, and then was stricken 
to stone at finding himself face to face with the 
"Dark Squire." But the Dark Squire was very, 
very gentle, and the young man sitting up wearily, 
lest bis inexorable master might want something 
before he went to bed, had to stop up until morning. 

For the Squire, with eyebrows knitted deeper 
than ever, ana with his hand close clasped before 
him, walked up and down the old hall till broad 
day. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

— GOES HOME, AND LEAVES ARTHUR TO ENJOY HIS 
SHARE OF ASTONISHMENT. 

The boys had been a little time back, and Arthur 
had sorted them into new classes, and had been tre- 
mendously busy. The general opinion of the boys 
was, that they did n't like him : which was ex- 
treme]y natural. It was part of his plan (for he 
liad achieved the art of ecbool-masteriDg from sec- 



ond-hand, and had even bought Arnold's " Life 
and Letters") to wateh and study diligently the 
character of each boy most carefully ; and see 
which was to be treated with geniality and wliich 
with severity, and so forth. Poor Don! Aa 
clever as he could be, wanting only one thing, — 
genius ; and believing that he could be genial, and 
could attract a boy's confidence by line and rule. 
The boys did not like liim, even in these early busy 
times, and got cordially to hate him afterwards, in 
spite of his inexorable justice, generally a quality 
which bojrs appreciate greatly. Arthur's geniality 
was Birmingham, and the boys knew it. Algernon 
was often unjust; and sometimes mislaid his temper 
now; Betts was at furious war with them all on 
every conceivable subject; but they loved Betts 
and Algernon, and they never could endure Arthur. 
But I must go back to the third day after the first 
meeting. 

He was tired with his work, and he felt need for 
some relaxation. Music was his favorite relaxation, 
and he determined to have some music. The an- 
them on the very first Sunday was not to his taste, 
and he thought that he could find some one who 
could please him better than the organist. He put 
on his cap and went across to his brother's lodgings. 

On opening his brother's study door, which opened 
out of Uie cloisters, he only found Miss Dora, as 
sedate as you please, quite alone, sewing before the 
fire. 

" Good evening, uncle," she said. A sentence 
which is hardly worth the paper it is written on. 
A sentence so unmeaning that an editor might just- 
ly object to its being " set up " ; but worth writing 
down, if one could only give the emphasis. At afl 
events, there was an emphasis about it somewhere ; 
I should say not far from the first e in evening, 
which made Arthur say to himself that she was a 
very saucy and forward girl. 

But he could override and put down, by sheer 
disregard, all forms of sauciness. He merely asked 
her contemptuously, — 

" Fetch Miss Lee to me, will you ? Tell her I 
want her." 

" I doubt if she would come to you, now,** said 
Dora, coolly. " Besides, it is too late to start for 
London." 

" Is she not here ? Is she in London ? " 

" I can 't sa^," said Dora, going on with her work. 
" She dates her letters to me from her house in Cup- 
zon Street, Sayfair: rather too near the Farm 
Street, Mews'^hapel, to suit my Protestantism. I 
wish she lived further away from it. Did you ever 
go there, uncle ? " 

" Farm Street, Mews Chapel ? No." 

" You should. Splendid mass, uncle. One of 
the best masses you can hear in London. Miss Lee 
took me there in the summer, while I was staying 
with her ; it was really as fine as that sort of thing 
can be. Thanks to your instructions in music, Miss 
Lee was thoroughly able to appreciate it. I am 
afraid she will go to Borne, though : in fact, I 
thought she had gone, but found she had been stopped 
at rather more than three quarters of the way by 
some extremely High Church people. Still, I wish 
she did not live quite so handy to Farm Street. I 
was in hopes you were going to marry her," contin- 
ed this demoiselle terrible; "you might have kept 
her on our side of the border." 

** Don't talk nonsense, Dora. I will not per- 
mit it." 

Miss Herbert might possibly, aft;er some of her 
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conscientious study, say " Certainly not,** as demure- 
ly as Dora said it. For poor me, I have only to 
write it down : 

" Has Miss Lee left you, and got a situation in 
Curzon Street, Mayfair ? ** asked Arthur. 

" She has left us, certainly. But I am inclined 
to doubt whether, now she has come into her prop- 
erty, she would take another situation as govern- 
ess.** 

" Then it is enough to keep her ? I heard she 
had come in for a small legacy, but I have neither 
time nor inclination for details.'* 

" It is certainly enough to keep her,*' said Dora, 
quietly and sarcasticaUy ; " that is to say, if she 
makes it go as far as it ought. And it may be 
doubled.** 

" Tell me all about it, Dora. I am getting inter- 
ested.** 

" I thought you were interested in her before. It 
is a great pity that she has got into the hands of 
these ultra Iligh Church people. It was my father's 
fault partly, I will allow. But you had great influ- 
ence over her once, uncle ; why did you not keep it 
up ? I fear greatly that all her fortune, present 
and prospective, will get ultimately into the hands 
of the Papists.*' 

" Her fortune ? Has she got a fortune ? I 
have heard nothing. I thought she was with 
you.'* 

" I don't know what you call a fortune," said Do- 
ra, maliciously. " I will tell you all I know. There 
are a vast number of Lees in Devonshire, and the 
king of all the Lees has died without a male heir, 
and has bequeathed his great property to the two 
female heirs in his lino; one of whom is Miss 
Lee.** 

** Good heavens ! ** said Arthur. 

" The other happens strangelv to be a woman I 
remember perfectly well, — James's mother.** 

" Who IS * James,* in the name of goodness ? " 
said Arthur. 

** Never mind now. I thought you knew him. 
Your memory is short, uncle.** 

" Never mind my memory. Go on.** 

" Certainly. They have found Miss Lee, and she 
has got her money ; but they can*t find James's 
mother. As far as we can make out, if they don't 
find Mrs. Sugden, the whole of it wi|}. go to Miss 
Lee. I know nothing about the termslof the will ; 
but, as far as I can gather, if Mrs. Sugften does not 
turn up, Miss Lee, instead of havin^'lbur thousand 
a year, will have eight. It is a good deal of money, 
is it not, uncle ? " 

" Four thousand a year ! The girl is mad." 

" Miss Lee, you mean. I think she is quite mad 
myself; as mad as a hatter or a March hare, to get 
in with those extreme High Church people. Mind, 
I know nothing about the law of the case, uncle ; 
only Miss Lee has got her four thousand a year, and 
seems to me in the very jaws of Popery." 

Next morning Arthur, with a dour face, set to at 
a work which he had laid out for himself, — that of 
examining the lower classes in order. An unhappy 
but ingenious and poetical boy freely construed 
" Trahuntque siccas machinae carinas '* by ** The 
bathing machines drag down the sick people to the 
careening harbor." 

Arthur lost his temper, and banged the boy 
over the head with a Valpy*s Horace. Miss Lee, 
with four thousand a year, and on the verge of 
Rome ! Bless the boy, it *s a wonder he had n't 
lulled him. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE PRnVCESS DEPARTS SOUTHWARD. 

SiLCOTE, in the astonishment produced by meet- 
ing with Algernon so suddenly, and by finding his 
own daughter-in-law in that remarkable woman 
who had been living so long close to his park-gates, 
rode back to Silcotes from St. Mary*s in a state of 
extreme confusion. His confusion lasted through 
the night, which he spent in walking up and down 
the hall ; and as night grew into mornmg the con- 
fusion remained, and had superadded to it an ever- 
growing terror. 

He had told Mrs. Thomas Silcote the truth. 
" The memory of it was dying out until to-night I 
saw her son, and knew that I loved her better than 
ever, so now, instead of oblivion, there comes a 
new-born remorse." 

This was all true. It was easily hinted at to Al- 
gernon in the sudden shock of their accidental and 
awkward meeting; it was easily spoken of in his 
tragical passionate talk with his newly-found daugh- 
ter-m-law. The talk about it was easy ; but' the 
plain, hard result, now that he was alone in the sol- 
itary house, was terrible, and the terror grew as he 
paced up and down. 

If he had been abused ; if his evil suspicious tem- 
per had, after all, killed the gentlest, kindest W07 
man who ever lived ; if all those sweet little arts of 
hers which she had used upon him, to bring him 
back to her, had not been the wiles of a would-be 
murderess, but the gentle trusting arts of a tender 
wife, only wondering at the cause of his estrange- 
ment ; — what room was there left for him on earth, 
or elsewhere ? Once or twice on the previous daj 
he had felt a kind of new joy at the hope that hiA 
first wife*s innocence might be proved : now, when 
his daughter-in-law had said out roundly, and even 
furiously, that she believed him mistaken, he began 
to see the fi-ightful consequences to himself if hh 
dead wife's character were ever cleared up. There 
was no place for him anywhere. Those gentle, 
wondering, inquiring eyes of his murdered wife 
would haunt him to the grave, and beyond it. 

His second wife, the motha: of Thomas, Arthur, 
and Evelyn, had been always a mere cipher to him. 
They had never cared much for one another. Sil- 
cote was not a man who could love twice, and she 
was a woman who was absolutely incapable of lov- 
ing once. She had borne him children, and, having 
done that, had died : and the bill for her monument 
was £ 187 10& 8cf., — probably the most noticeable 
fact in her history. A fat, foolish woman, not even 
gifted with a temper ; whom even her own children 
vilipended. She thought once, and thought al- 
ways, that she had done a fine thing in marrying 
Silcote ; and indeed he was very kind to her. Re- 
quiescaU Her existence had been calmly lymphat- 
ic, and her memory always dim : the sort of woman 
who required a very expressive tombstone to keep 
her within human memory at all. Now to the vil- 
lagers she existed no longer, except through her 
tombstone. She was to them represented by nearly 
two hundred pounds' worth of granite. They had 
seldom seen her. She had been nothing to them, 
but they were proud of her, because her tomb was 
one of the few sights of the place. She had been 
little more to Silcote himself at any time, and now 
such memory as he had of her was lcis,t -a-vsji. 'cJ'Jsr 
scured in tive TasiaOTN o1\L\«^^\.^>Sft. 
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m bis bedroom, and tbat a devil came and danced 
on it every night. He bad not looked into tbat 
box for years, and it was up staits in bis bedroom 
even now. There were many letters in tbat box, 
the letter among others. At one time be nearly 

fained courage to go to bis room and bum the box, 
ut bis courage failed. The little devil which al- 
ways danced on that box in the dark waking hours 
of the night would be dancing now, fiercely and 
triumphantly. 

He wanted to believe her innocence, and be 
wanted tOi believe her euilt. If she was guilty, all 
the beautiful old recollections of the wife as she 
was, at least at one time, were the delusions of an 
exceptionally-wicked devil. If she was innocent, 
he was himself a devil for whom there was no ascer- 
tained place. Action and reaction, tearing the mis- 
erable nian*8 soul to pieces, went on through the 
night: at one time he determined to move heav- 
en and earth to prove her guilty, at another time 
an old long-forgotten spring of tenderness would 
gusb up and mount to his heart, but never to his 
eyes. Hysterical tears, which sometimes give relief, 
were impossible to a man of bis iron constitution ; 
prayer, from long desuetude, bad become impossible 
abo. 

Those who could have helped him were far away. 
His beloved Arthur, prig and doctrinaire^ as be 
called him, was a sensible man and a Christian, and 
could have done something for him. Algy, whom 
he considered as half a Romanist, could have 
helped him too. Betts, — why Betts would have 
been much better than nobody; Betts, with his 
realism, would have torn this ghastly web of soul- 
excruciating self-examination to pieces in a mo- 
ment, and they could have bad up a magnum of the 
Chateau Margaux, and finished with a solvuntur risu 
tabvlcB, Even tbat strange ^ray woman, bis daugh- 
ter-in-law, who bad said such bitter fierce words to 
bim tbat night, — she would have been better than 
utter isolation. Her sharp caustic bitter words bad 
not stung deeply at first, but the burn was begin- 
ning to tingle now; and in bis present mood be 
bated her, because he feared she was right. Yet he 
would sooner have fought her point by point than 
be left to madden bis soul alone in the dark hall, 
amidst all bis accumulated luxury. 

Then the horrid wheel of thought went round 
again. Where was she, innocent or guilty ? Could 
the soul be mortal? If immortal, was there any 
possibility of a meeting ? and so on. At one time 
dreading to meet her again ; at another wishing to 
do so, to learn the truth ; at another longing, with 
bis whole soul, to see her once again beyond the 
grave, that, even if the worst were true, they might 
explain all things to one another, and afler that go 
hand in band through the great eternity together. 

They might well, these agricultural boors, call bim 
Dark Squire Silcote. I^eir simple superstitious 
tact seldom gives a bad nickname to any man. 
They were right enough here. Silcote was in ut- 
terly Egyptian darkness this night. Nothing left 
bim just now, to connect bim with other men, but 
a blind old tenderness for a woman. And be bad 
believed for twenty years that that woman bad 
wished to murder him. Evil and good were fight- 
ing for him ; and, when evil for a time got the up- 
per band, Silcote's mood was darker than ever, and 
the memory of bis wife was put asfde to spare bim- 
galf the remorse irbjch would be his fate were the 
tem'ble story of Aer guilt proved to be & lie, 
JSe was In 4Jie hlSukeat mood of all at daydawn, 



when the mere physical habit of years made bim 
leave the ball and go towards bis bath-room. He 
had believed himself to be alone in the bouse with 
the servants; till, coming into a lon^ gallery, he 
saw approaching bim bis sister the Fnncess, beauti- 
fully dressed in silk, sealskin, and sable, worth to 
the buyers of old clothes a thousand pounds as sbe 
stood. 

Her first look was of surprise, her second one of 
unutterable terror. For before her, in the dim 
light of the morning, stood her brother,' firmly 
planted in her path. She looked on that square 
stern figure, tbat gray bead, and those black eye- 
brows, for one instant, and then she began to 
whimper, and dropped her muff. 

" Pick that thing up — it cost a hundred guineas, 
I know — and come here." 

She made a feeble effort to reach towards her 
muff, but it was a failure. Her beautiful little 
iiands, the quiveringof which could be seen under 
the perfectly-fitting Trench gloves, were first spread 
abroad in an attitude of terror, and then brought 
together in an attitude of prayer. She went down 
on her knees, and said, "Brother ! Brother ! don't 
murder me. I will swear I never knew it till late- 
ly, and that I am innocent." 

" Get up, and don't be a fool. What do you know 
about this business ? And where are you going ? " 

" I know nothing about any business at all. But 
if you look farouche at me Uke tbat, you will kill 
me. He has been extorting money fi'om me again. 
Mercy, brother, mercy ! " 

The Squire's purpose was utterly changed, and an 
explanation indefinitely postponed. Kriegsthurm 
was bullying the Princess for money, and the Squire 
thought it must be his son Thomas. His better na- 
ture prevailed. He said, — 

" He has no right to serve you like this. Is he 
in debt again ? ** 

" He is making a fortune ; and making it out of 
me. Brother, I will explain everything." 

" No need, my poor sister. How much does be 
want?" 

** Two hundred pounds. And I have so many calls 
upon me. Brother, I will tell you everything — " 

"Let be. I have bad enough for one night. I 
will give you a check if you will come to my study. 
Tell the rascal to mind what he is about.. I can 
forgive seventy times seven, but not seven hundred 
thousand times seven. I shall not go to bed. Tell 
the servants to bring the letters to me here in the 
study. Now kiss me, sister, and go your ways." 

" Good by, brother." 

"And good by also, sister. When will you be 
back?" 

" I am not certain." 

" Shall I wait dinner ? " 

« No ; I think not." 

" Don't be such a fool, sbter." 

" In what way ? " 

" Generally." 

" I am as God made me," said the poor Princess, 
and went her ways. It was a long time before sbe 
darkened the doors of Silcotes again. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THB SQUIRE SEES THAT HE HAS ONCE MORE OVER- 
REACHED HIMSELF. • • 

Theue were no letters of consequence by the 
morning post, and Sv\<io\.^ \««n\. ?Joo>3X \»a iwisi \}qa& 
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day. He missed Anne very mucby and wished for 
company of any sort. The horrible night he had 
passed was still horrible in recoUection, even in 
broad daylight. He had always had a sneakin? 
fear of his reason giving way under solitude and 
isolation, and he was fuU of that terror now. He 
was getting hardly plagued for his sins, and was in 
terror lest ne should lose his reason in the plaguing. 
Of God's mercy he had no idea; in God's ven- 
geance he believed, like a devil, and trembled. 

He was alone in his great house: utterly alone. 
His bloodhounds, the most evil of all his evil fancies, 
were baying in their yard. His maids and footmen 
were swarming about the house, from butler to 
stewardVroom boy ; from housekeeper to still-room 
maid, putting all things in their old English order 
— for nothing. His grooms were merry over their 
beautiful horses, exchanging jokes and hopes in 
which he had no part. 

His bailiff and his laborers were abroad over his 
farm, taking far more interest in the sewing of the 
seed, and the breaking of the clay, from which they 
could get no profit, than did the Squire himself. 
And he — the lord and master of it all, the main- 
spring of the whole great useless machine — stood 
utterly alone : without one soul to speak to him on 
egual terms ; and with a bitter terror gnawing at 
his heart ; an ageing man, with a wasted life behind 
him, a newly-arisen memory threatening to kill 
him ; and only hoping for death as an extinction of 
consciousness. Not a creature near him. He was 
not one who could sit with his grooms, — old habit 
was too strong for that. Yet, if one of them could 
only have exchanged words with him, he would 
have been glad. But he went into the stable-yard, 
and their voices were hushed at once The smallest 
stable-boy had only to glance at the Squire, to see 
that he was in his darkest mood : they went on with 
their work carefully, and in silence. Little did 
they dream that the darkest hour is just before the 
dawn. Silcote would have given a hundred guineas 
for a kind word from any one of them. But as he 
had sowed so he must reap. He had sown temper, 
and he reaped silence and solitude. 

He was alone in the house. At least so he 
thought, in his selfish forgetfulness. But early in 
the aflemoon he was standing in the flower-garden, 
behind a Deodara, when he noticed that there was 
a difficulty with one of the window doors which 
opened from the breakfast-room into the garden. 
Some one was trying to undo it from the inside, 
with a view to coming out. At first the window 
was pushed at the top and pulled at the bottom, 
then it was pulled at the top and pushed at the 
bottom. Then the person inside discovered that it 
was bolted, and withdrew the bolt : after which the 
window came open by the run, and there was some 
kind of accident inside, which sounded as though 
some one had fallen over two or three chairs, and 
had likewise broken something in the nature of 
china. Lastly, Silcote, watching the now open win- 
dow with great curiosity, saw come out of it a mild 
little lady in galoches, and recognized Anne's gover- 
ness, Miss Heathton. 

He looked forward with great eagerness to this 
chance of getting away from himself ; and advanced 
towards her with alacrity and politeness. She 
would have fled, had there been time, but he was 
too near to her when she saw him, and she had to 
strike her colors, and submit. 

" A fine day, Mies Heathton," said the Sqmre. 

^*A very fine day indeed, sw." 



It was nothing of the kind, being a perfect bnite 
of a November day ; but it did to open the convex 
sation. 

" I have relieved you of your pupil for a few 
days, Miss Heathton : you shall have a little peace." 

**I am glad my dear pupil should have some 
change. I should have little difficulty with her, I 
think, if she saw more society." 

** It shall be as you wish. You have travelled ? ** 

*< All over Europe." 

** Should you consider it as a part of our contract 
to travel with Anne ? " 

" I will do so with the deepest pleasure." 

" Good. I will set about it. I have a carriage 
which I think will do. If I find it won't I will buy 
a new one. And now where would you like to go ? 
What do you say to the Holy Land, now, to b^in 
with ? You are a very religious woman, it would 
just suit you.** 

" My dear sir ! so sudden. You take away my 
breath." 

" Find it again. What do you say to the Nile, or 
Norway, or Jan Mayen's Land, or the Cape of Good 
Hope, or Boulogne ? " 

** I should think Boulogne to begin with, sir." 

" So I should think also. How perfectly your 
ideas chime with mine ? What a sensible woman 
you must be ! Yes, I would begin at Boulogne, or 
Calais if you prefer, and work through France into 
Italy. X ou might ^t to Rome for the Holy Week, 
but don't keep the girl in Rome afrer Easter. Come 
north as the spring gets on." 

" Your wishes shall be attended to in every re- 
spect, sir. May I make a suggestion ? " 

" Madam, you are here to make suggestions, and 
I to attend to them." 

"Then may I remark that the Holy Week at 
Rome is a somewhat dangerous trial for a young 
and impulsive girl like Anne, who has been kept so 
closely secluded from the world ? " 

" Dangerous ! 1 have been at it and never saw 
any danger. Except the illumination of the dome, 
and that is done by convicts, and, by the by, is not 
in the Holy Week at all." 

" She is very impetuous ; and, according to your 
desire, I have only given her the most ordmary re- 
ligious education. I think there is a danger of her 
being dangerously attracted by the Romish ceremo- 
nial." 

" I have forgotten all about these things. I un- 
derstand you to mean that she would be likely to 
turn Papist V " 

" That is certainly my meaning. She has never 
seen any form of ceremonialism m religion yet, and 
will be very likely, as far as I dare judge from her 
very eager nature, to be dangerously attracted by 
the externals of the lowest form of Christianity; 
the Romish." 

" There spoke the governess, — I beg pardon ; I 
want to be civil to you, and induce you to be my 
companion for the day. But other girls go to Rome 
and don't turn Romanist ; why shomd she ? " 

" She has not been treated as girls usually are. 
She has been mewed up here too long (forgive my 
boldness). Anne is a girl of great mental activity, 
and of great determination. The only outlet she 
has ever had for that mental activity has been lead- 
ing me the life of a dog. ^he is not amiable, Mr. 
Silcote. She is far from axsdAbV^" (^Ss^ ^^^|>Ste^Ks^ 
lost ViftT very \vU\^ Xam^x^ ^. ^^t^ \\\}CXft. \ivV V^^^^. 
Yle^«.^ " 1 iveN^t tV^vx^X. ^vA.\ ^c^x^^V^^^^ ST^ZI^ 
\ courage t« \fc\V To^ ^^\^^ 1^^^*^ ^^'^^^ 
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irom what I have ever seen you before. And Anne 
is not amiable, Mr. Silcote. Far from it." 

Miss Heathton had found out, like a true woman, 
that Silcote was in a buUyable mood, and nailed her 
little colors to her weak little mast 

" Well," growled Silcote, " I have heard all that 
before. She is a Turk. I will allow that: but 
what makes j'ou think that she will turn Papist ? " 

*' I tliink, sir, that it is extremely probable with a 
girl like her, who has been kept here without any 
sphere whatever for her great mental activity ; not 
to mention her obstinacy and ill temper : that such 
a girl will find in the first decent form of religion, 
which she comes across, an outlet for her great — " 

" Obstinacy and ill-temper," growled out Silcote. 
"Well, and a good job too. Let the girl turn 
Papist if she pleases : as long as she don*t bring the 
priests into the house. Let her turn Papist. Ac- 
cording to your own Protestant profession, it would 
give her an outlet for her obstinacy and ill-temper, 
which I am sure is very much wanted. Let her 
turn Papist ; it is no sort of consequence to me." 

Miss Heathton paused for a few moments before 
she had her ultimatum ready, then, with as much 
dignity as can be shown by a lady in galoches, she 
drew herself up, and presented it. 

" Mr. Silcote, I beg to renew the warning I gave 
you a few doys ago, — as far as my memory will 
serve me, the day before yesterday. I cannot any 
longer remain in the establishment of a gentleman 
who has proved that all forms of religion are a 
matter of utter indifference to him. Of morality I 
say nothing." 

*' Who on earth asked you ? " said the exasperated 
Silcote. " Am I to keep my head in an everlasting 
beehive for the rest of my life ? Is there to be no 
peace for me at all ? Arthur bullies me, Anne 
bullies me, Betts bullies me. Algernon turns his 
pale face and gray head upon me, and says that if 
things have gone wrong it is entirely my fault, and 
that I am answerable for everything. The woman 
Sugden turns on me and worries me like a cat-a- 
mountain, and now my very granddaughter's gover- 
ness has taken up the tune, and gives me warning 
because she won't say anything on the * score of 
morality.* Did I understand you aright, madam ? " 

" My words were, sir, that I would say nothing on 
the score of moralit^r. My complaint is that of in- 
differentism in religion. Indifferentism in religion 
becomes, in extreme cases, a moral fault. When I 
alluded to morality, I merely alluded to that." 

" Very well. Then we will keep the girl from 
turning Papist. Now let us be agreeable and com- 
fortable. I really want to consult you about many 
things." 

*' Agreeable I will try to be, sir ; comfortable, 
never. I am glad that I have the courage to say 
thus much thus early before matters have gone any 
fiirtlier." 

Silcote bowed, and committed himself no further. 
He said afterwards to Arthur and Algernon, " Why, 
that very old governess of Anne's thought once that 
I was going to propose to her, and choked me off. 
I seem to have come into the world with two left 
hands, two left legs, and somebody else's tongue. I 
am a man of strong will, and of great obstinacy, yet 
I never did, never do, and never shall do, the thing 
I mean." 

By degrees Silcote and Anne's governess got into 

the ordinary channel of conversation. They were 

commonplace and polite at first Miss Heathton 

went to the grave with the impression that Silcote 



had proposed to her, and that she had refused him. 
Miss Raylock ranks her among Spartan women on 
the strength of this story, or rather on Miss Heath- 
ton's perfectly honest development of the little inci- 
dent mentioned above. Our business, however, is 
with their subsequent conversation, which, in allow- 
ance for human jjatience, shall be abridge<l. We, 
with our readers* interest in our eyes, pick it up at 
this point. Miss Heathton said, ^' This extreme and 
almost fierce opposition to Romanism appears to me 
to arise from two causes. The first, sir, the inordi- 
nate political pretensions of the Pope, which would 
prevent any English Catholic from being a true and 
hearty subject to a Protestant sovereign ; an<l next, 
sir, the inordinate pretension of the priests to dictate 
in our domestic arrangements. Such arc, as far as 
my judgment can ^uide me, the insuperable objec- 
tions to that particular form of Christianity, and 
those two objections are, in my humble judgment, 
insuperable." 

" I agree with you, madam, most entirely. Yoa 
were subsidized — I hope the term don't offend you 

— for the purpose of expressing exactly that sort of 
opinion. You have done it in the most admirable 
manner. Bah ! I am vexed and teased, and I fear 
I get rude. Your opinion, madam, is Philistine, but 
it IS true. Could not we talk of something else V " 

Not if Miss Heathton could help it. " I was, as 
you so truly say, sir, subsidized, as expressing the 
Juste milieu of modern liberal thought. When I 
cease to do so, my engagement with you is at an 
end. I am at a loss to know why the expression 
' Philistine * — which I confess I do not understand 

— should be applied to any utterance of mine. 
There can be nothing in it in any way offensive to 
an unprotected lady, or a man of the known cour- 
tesy of Mr. Silcote could never have uttered it.** 

*' Offensive ! My dear madam I Why, I am a 
Philistine myself God bless you, I have wrecked 
my whole life on Philistine principles.*' 

" I am delighted to hear that, sir," said the gov- 
erness. " I was certain that our principles were the 
same. Now Miss Lee is a case in point." 

"In point of what?" asked Silcote, —" Philis- 
tine?" 

" A case in point of what we were talking about,** 
said Miss Heathton. 

" What were we talking about ? " 

" Romanism, you know, and all that." 

" Exactly," said Silcote. " And Miss Lee ? " 

" Why, Miss Lee is a case in point." 

" And who is Miss Lee, and what point does she 
illustrate?" 

" Do you mean to say you have not heard ? " 

" I have heard you, madam, for the last half hour, 
but what you are talking about I am at a loss to un- 
derstand. Try a fact after such a mass of generali- 
zations, if it is only for a change. Give us Miss Lee 
as a fact, and let us generalize from her. Wje really 
must start somewhere ; let us start at Miss Lee. 
She is really the first tangible point we have come 
across in our conversation. I never heard of her, 
but she seems a fact. And do you know that you 
and I want facts sadly ? Words wont do forever. 
If you find yourself equal to answering for the per- 
sonality and existence of this Miss Lee, let us have 
her and discuss her. Give me a fact, that 's a good 
soul. 1 cannot always live on negations. Is she 
anytliing? If so, let me hear of her. Arthur is not 
a saint ; Algy is not a sinner ; Anne is not an angel ; 
St. Mary's is not an entire success ; Tom is not the 
1 rogue 1 tViong\it \inn. knoXXv'e.x ow^, ^\io \% ^\v6^<i^ 



SILCOTE OF SILCOTES. 



may turn out to be utterly different from what I 
■tiiought her. Not in my heart, not in my heart, 
madam, — never, never, there. Gro on with your 
etory about this Miss Lee, madam. Let me hear 
something real and undoubted, will you ? ** 

They were all alone now among the pleached al- 
leys at the end of the flower-garden, and Miss Heath- 
ton was frightened at his passion, not in the least 
knowing the cause of it. Women generally submit, 
for the time, to the stronger and Tess-often roused 
passion of men, and she suDmitt«d, trembling. 

" Miss Lee, sir, is' a friend of mine. Her whole 
early life was spent in an utter blank of ignorance. 
She was scarcely educated, left utterly unprovided 
for, and of course did what all poor girls in her situ- 
ation do. Being perfectly respectable, perfectly ig- 
norant, and utterly unused to teaching, she of course 
sought a position, which probably requires a more 
painfully careful training, and certainly involves 
more responsibility, than any other. She took a 
situation as governess." 

" Don*t be hard on her, madam," said Sllcote. 
" She was rash, and had probably not calculated on 
the awful weight of moral responsibility which at- 
taches to the post. We do not find such women as 
Miss Heathton every day." 

Miss Heathton bowed a condescending little bow 
at the compliment, but, of course, did not waste 
breath in confirming such an obvious truism. " The 
first revelation which Miss Lee ever had of a higher 
life came through a very highly educated young 
priest." 

" Bless the parsons ! " said the Squire. 

"^4n6/," said Miss Heathton, with dignity, " I much 
regret to say that I cannot approve of the conduct 
of that -young priest, however much I may admire 
him personally." 

"You admire him ? Handsome ? " 

" Singularly. He educated her, he introduced 
her to higher things ; to history, not merely secular, 
but, I regret to say, ecclesiastical. He improved 
her wretched music, and in doing that took her 
away from her legitimate sphere at the piano, taught 
her the harmonium, and introduced her to such dan- 
gerous pieces as the *Stabat Mater.' He also in- 
cited her to church needlework and church decora- 
tions, and ultimately took her to Wells Street" 

" These priests are always at it, you know. But 
what the dickens did they go to Wells Street for V " 

" He took her to Wells Street, sir, to sap and un- 
dermine her Church principles, sir. But he did 
worse than that. He gave rise to hopes in her 
breast, sir, which, if he ever meant to fulfil, he has 
never fulfilled as yet, and, indeed, is little likely to 
do so." 

" O, the villain ! And what did he do, then ? " 

"Left her utterly without guidance, sir. The 
clergyman in whose family she was governess took 
to the same benighted courses; but he did not go 
far enough for her. The young priest of whom I 
speak, himself a renegade to the High Church party, 
held the prize of religious peace, of a soul-destroy- 
ing, conscience-killing life of active good works and 
ornamental religion, before her, and then left her, 
without guidance, to follow that perfectly worthless 
prize, whithersoever it might lead her, alone. She 
loved him once, but I doubt if she loves him any 
more. He deserted her as no gentleman would 
have deserted her, because she was poor, and could 
not help his ambition ; but the poison he first put in 
her veins has acted better than he would wish, if he 
knew alL She m rich beyond telling now, and he is 



only a sad memory of a faithless and unworthy 
man to her. Meantime she, in her ignorance, in 
her blindness, in her disappointed passion, has gone 
forward on the road which he first pointed out to 
her ; towards irresponsibility, towards what the poor 
fool considers peace, towards Rome. She is nearly 
there now." 

" You tell your story well. Go on. I knew of 
these things once.^ 

"I feel It, but I think I tell it but poorly. The 
poor girl thinks that, by accepting tradition she can 
relieve herself of the responsibility of thinking for 
herself ; that she can, by placing her conscience in 
the hands of a half-educated priest, bury the talent 
of intellect and free thought and free will with 
which Grod has largely gifted her. I would sooner 
have seen her dead. 1 would sooner that her soul 
stood bare before Grod to-morrow than see this* 
And he did it. He introduced her to the means, but, 
like a craven, would not guide her to the end." 

" There is something in the air of this place," 
said Silcote, " which makes every one talk himself 
into a passion. We shut ourselves up too much 
here. There is nothing so bad for the temper as 
shutting yourself up. There was Anne yesterday 
broke out. I have hardly behaved like a gentleman 
in all points of this afternoon's conversation, for I 
have exhibited passion. Now you yourself, gentlest 
and mildest of women, have lost your temper over 
a priest. (I never had any temper at their dispos- 
al, therefore I could not lose it.) That outrageous 
glorious daughter in — I should say daughter of 
democracy, Mrs. Sugden, must have got her powers 
of blowing up during her residence on this secluded 
and desolate hill of Boisey. Let us hope that the 
Thames which winds round its base will not catch 
fire. Now, madam ? " 

" You recall me, sir. You mentioned Mrs. Sug- 
den, just now, I think ? " 

" Half a minute ago." 

" Do you know where she is ? " 

"No," said the Squire, most promptly. ("I 
don't, you know," he made it out to himself; " she 
may be in the buttery or the dormitory, or for the 
matter of that anywhere " ; but added, with more 
devotion than usual, " God foi^ve me for a lie.") 

" Mrs. Sugden," pursued the governess, " is Miss 
Lee's cousin, and co-heiress with ner in this vast for- 
tune. She is supposed to be dead, and if she is not 
found in a certain time, as I am given to under- 
stand, Miss Lee takes the whole of the fortune, eight 
thousand a year, and Miss Lee is either at Rome or 
near it." 

*.* The deuce ! I will save four thousand a year if 
need be ; but perhaps she is better as she is. Mean- 
while you have interested me about this Miss Lee. 
Can't we save her four thousand a year from the 

fjriests ? There is Arthur, a handsome young fel- 
ow to snatch a brand from the burning. Let us see 
what he can do. He can manage me at times ; he 
ought to be able to manage her." 

" Sir, you have misconceived me." 

" I cannot see how, madam." 

" This young priest of whom I have spoken is 
your son Arthur. Miss Lee, as I presumed you re- 
membered, was your eldest son Algernon's govern- 
ess: voilhtout,** 

" Do you mean to tell me that this Miss Lee, with 
the four thousand a year, is that two-penny girl I 
choked — I mean warned — kx^^sco: ^wsJl''^ 
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*^ Only prudent, my dear sir/* said Miss Heatliton. 
*' He did not know about the four thousand a year. 
Another word before we go in, about Mrs. Sugden. 
She has a very high opinion of your family, and ev- 
idently knows something of it. It was she who 
wrote to her cousin, urginjg on her the acceptance 
of the situation as governess in your eldest son's 
house." 

And so Miss Heathton took her galoches inside, 
and left the Squire in somewhat of a rage. 

He had a fancy later in the evening to go gently 
to the school-room, and see if he 'could get Miss 
Heathton to gossip again. Grently opening the 
door, he found that there was an old-fashioned four- 
fold screen in front of it, put there to keep Miss 
Heathton's legs from the draught. He slyly looked 
round it, and there were Miss Heathton and, more- 
over, Miss Raylock, with tea and toast, sitting over 
the fire and baking their insteps. -He was no listen- 
er, but he could not help hearing Miss Raylock 
say : " My dear, Silcote kiiows where Mrs. Sugden 
18 well enough. That little expression of his snows 
it. And, if her husband is aead, and if I know 
human nature, he will marry her. Silcote would 
sell his soul for another four thousand a year." 

" Confound that old woman," he said to himself. 
^ She is the chorus to our family tragedy. And she 
18 so confoundedly clever that she always goes be- 
yond the mark, and her moral reflections on the 
state of affairs are never right. I wish she would 
study the Greek model, and not commit herself too 
far in advance of facts. And old Raylock would 
marry me to-morrow if I asked her. And I should 
hang myself that day se'nnight." 

And then again over his solitary dinner he 
thought ; " That noble wife of my most rascally son 
Tom, what is to be done with her? Not a soul 
knows where she is except myself, and possibly her 
half-brother. She is well off, and in her way happy. 
I sha'n't tell her about this fortune of heiw. Tom 
would spend it all. I must go to town and see this 
will. I shall not disturb her yet ; certainly not till 
I send the boy to Italy. He had better be kicked 
about: I ought to have been kicked about more. 
Suppose that I can keep her there in ignorance for 
a time, and send the boy to Italy, and so wait ? 
Tom must not have her money." 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

AND WE HEAR ALL ABOUT MRS. THOMAS. 

The next morning Silcote received a veiy large 
and very long letter from Mrs. Thomas Silcote, 
which without any comment we subjoin, with the 
Squire's remarks. 

" I promised to tell you all about myself, and I 
feel I can do so better by letter than viva voce, 

" My father was a very small freehold farmer in 
Devonshire. His farm was so small that both he 
and my half-brother worked on it like common hinds, 
and as soon as I was old enough I helped. 

" I got some schooling, I think about four days in 
the week, on the average, working on the others. I 
was a shabby, poor drudge on working days, but, 
after the habit of West country girls, I made up for 
it on Sundays. I was gay enougn then, and I think 
I had a good taste in dress. My father was the sec- 
ond time a widower, and, until I was sixteen, we 
^J^ree (la/^ /a ther, my half-brother ^ and myself) lived 
Iiappily togiitber. My £itber was a good ana kind 



man. My love for and gratitude to my brother are 
not to be expressed in words. I shall see him soon. 

** I had few pleasures, my father and brother none 
at all. We lived a hard and dull life, in spite of the 
beauty of the country, and the exquisite soflness of 
the climate. But periodically used to come two or 
three days together of real unalloyed pleasure. 
Dressed in my best clothes I used to walk to Exeter, 
eighteen miles away, and stay with an old aunt who 
kept a very small shop in the lower part of the 
town, in a narrow street which, with its bustle and 
life, was a paradise to me afler our solitary little 
farm among the folding monotonous hills. 

" On one of these expeditions, I was ^ing stead- 
ily along the broad highway, wanting still six miles 
from the city, when I heard behind me a clattering 
of horses' hoofs and a jingling of steel, and turning, 
saw three dragoons, who clanked swiflly past, and 
disappeared round a turn in the road under a deep 
red cliff. I had not done admiring them when I saw 
the main body who followed them, and had to take 
as good care of myself as I could. 

" They were not going much beyond a foot pace, 
and I drew against a gate to let them pass ; and, as 
there were about two hundred, they were some 
time, during which I was exposed to every kind of 
jocular salutation. I wonder whether officers could 
prevent their men from insulting every woman the} 
meet while marching ; I suppose not. However, 
they passed in time, and I, girl-like, hurried on 
afler them, to see as much of them as possible. 

" I was still so near them that I could hear the 
clank of their accoutrements and the tumult of their 
voices ; and I was so absorbed in my girlish admi- 
ration of their gallantry and magnificence as they 
wound along between the dull red cliffs and the 
sparkling river, that I was unconscious that a soli- 
tary horseman was beside me until he spoke. A 
bold, clear, and yet very gentle voice said close to 
my ear, *I hope the men have not been rude to 
you. We recruit, you know, from the wildest class 
m the community, but not from the lowest. Those 
men are rough and free in their salutations, yet 
they are soldiers, and I do not think there is one of 
them who would not protect you from real insult as 
boldly and as freely as I would myself.* 

" As his sweet delusive voice fell on my ear, I 
turned and saw him, the man himself, may Grod for- 
give him, for the first time. A beautiful youth, all 
scarlet and gold and steel, bending from his saddle, 
and looking gently and respectfully into my eyes. 

" * He was a lovely youth I gaess : 
The panther ia tiie wilderoeas 
Was not 80 fair as he.* 

" Well, my fate has not been Ruth's, though but 
for God's mercy it might have been. Could 1 help 
looking frankly back into those frank young eyes 
(for he was frank and true then. Squire), and 
thanking him for his courtesy and solicitude in my 
bold free way ? 

** * They are wild and free,' he went on, * but they 
are not all evil. You are not one who should be- 
lieve so, at all events, for they mainly come from 
your own class. And when they get an officer who 
will sympathize with them and trust them, they will 
follow him through fire and smoke and the horror of 
death, seeing not the terrors of mutilation or extinc- 
tion (for they are all irreligious) before them, but only 
trying for an infinitesimal share of the great glory of 
some noble deed of arms, which alters history and 
leaves a mark on the face of time. These roughly- 
trsdned boow (j^ot^yn^ m^^^^ot ^ow. belou^ to their 
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order, though the women in that class ai-e so much 
superior to the men) fight, not for personal honor, 
but for the honor of the number of their regiment. 
The officers get rewarded ; I, as one ot them, 
should be rewarded, if I led some two hundred of 
them to a ghastly death under creditable circum- 
stances. I, as an officer, get my reward in personal 
prestige, either to myself living, or to my memory 
dead ; these poor sheep fight for the honor of a num- 
ber. Could you or I fight to the bitter end for the 
honor of the number 140, which is the number of this 
regiment? I think not. These men deserve re- 
spect.' " 

When the Squire had read so far, he laid down 
the letter, and walked up and down the room. 
•* How clever this woman is ! That is Tom, you 
know, his own self What a special pleader he 
"would have mad3 ^ Than he resumed : — 

" I cannot tell what I answered ; but it was all 
over, and I loved him. He was the most beautiful 
and the most splendidly-dressed creature I had ever 
met. He spoke of new and noble things to me in a 
voice I had never heard before, and in a tone of con- 
fidential respect, which flattered me exceedingly. 
I knew what other women of my class know, but I 
had no fear of him. I met his eyes boldly and fear- 
lessly, and said, — 

" * I respect them for their valor, but we peasants 
dislike, as a rule, having soldiers in our houses. 
They sell themselves to die, and prepare themselves 
for death by making themselves unfit to meet God ' : 
those were the very words I used to him. They 
were strange ones for an uneducated peasant girl, 
you will say. But we were Wesley an. 

(" They would have been strange, madam," was 
Silcote's commentary, "in any one but yourself 
But you are so, utterly passing strange, that 1 wonder 
you confined yourself to such a very ordinary remark. 
So you were an uneducated Wesleyan at one time ? 
Well ! I am glad you confined yourself to that.") 

** He, Thomas, went on. * x ou have walked far,' 
he said. *I was sitting in the inn at Crediton, 
looking out of the window, when you came up, dus- 
ty even then, and sat on the bench before the win- 
dow. And I watched your face for twenty minutes 
as you sat and rested, and I saw in your face purpose 
and power. I am very young, and have seen no 
more of the world than any other young coxcomb 
of a dragpon officer ; but I have brains enough to 
see that much. That is why I spoke to you.* 

" If he had flattered my beauty, my dear father-in- 
law, I should have been on my guard in a moment. 
Our class is so far armed against yours, that we know 
what you mean when you begin that. What he did 
was quite of another kind. He talked freely with 
me, as to a woman with an intellect auite equal, if 
not superior, to his own. He discussed with me the 
question of small freeholds, and disagreed with me 
flatly when I defended them on the grounds of tra- 
dition : as I did, as well as my ignorance would al- 
low, making up in bold, possibly fierce, denuncia- 
tion what I lacked in logic. Half way between Cow- 
ley Bridge and Exeter, he suddenly reminded me 
that we had been five miles together, and that we 
could scarcely enter the town on the same terms. 
Then he rode off*, and I became aware of my indis- 
cretion ; I had been walking for five miles beside a 
dragoon officer and a gentleman (they are the dan- 

gerous class to us), and I did not know who might 
ave seen us. I slept at my aunt 's that night, and 
never moved out of the house. The next morning 
I set my face staadiiy homewards, in spite of the old 



lady's remonstrances. On my walk I passed the 
head-quarters of the regiment, and leceived the 
usual salutations, which 1 received with great scorn, 
in spite of the pleading of my cornet. I got home 
very late at night, when they were gone to bed. 

" James opened the door to me. * Sister,' he 
said, ^ what brings you home so soon, and why do 
you look so wild? ' 

" I answered, * I am come home because home ia 
the best place for me. K I look wild, it is because 
I have seen heaven, and am bound in all probabili- 
ty to live fifty years more on earth. Are you going 
to begin pease-hacking to-morrow ? ' 

"' xes. But someuiing has gone wrong, sister. 
Tell me what.' 

" * There '11 be a short crop, I doubt,' I answered- 
' I wish we could knock enough money together to 
drain that four-acre. We have had peas three 
years running on that field, and the pigs don't pay- 
We are taking more ofi* the land than we are put- 
ting in. That can't go on forever.' 

" I would not tell him anything ; indeed, what 
had I to tell ? Weeks afterwards he went to Ex- 
eter, and on coming back told me privately that a 
Cornet Silcote of the 140th Dragoons had set some 
of his troopers to watch my aunt's house, and that 
they had made every inquiry after me. I then 
knew that I must have been watched to my aunt's, 
for I am certain I had never told him even my 
name. This made me distrust him for a time. A 
very short time, for I loved him ; and, although it 
was wicked of him to watch me, yet — shall I say 
it ? — it was a compliment. 

" No more Exeter expeditions now. There was 
a lion in the path. Peas harvest, barley harvest, 
wheat harvest, toil, heat, and the old squalid dress 
once more. Then the acorn hunting for the pigs, 
and a little revival of vitality when we killed at m- 
tervals two pigs for our own use, and lived on them 
as long as they lasted, — not long in that hot moist 
climate. Then winter, with sweeping deluges of 
rain from Dartmoor, and a diet of bad bread and 
sour cider; all things — tithe, taxes, and every- 
thing — getting in arrear. Then my brother fell 
sick, and times got harder yet. I took his gun (for 
my father was nearly past his work) and I shot 
golden plover on the moor, a bird which will be still 
till you are close to him ; and then getting bolder I 
fired at snipe, and killed them too ; and lastly, un- 
assisted, learnt to shoot woodcock. I put my bare 
arms into the half-frozen streams and pulled out 
the trout: and once in my innocence, passing 
through a village near us with my brother's gun on 
my shoulder, and a quantity of golden plover in my 
hand, the whole population, children especially, 
turned out, and hooted and hissed me, as some one 
who had done an unnatural thing in trying to keep 
her father and her brother from the workhouse. 1 
sneaked home by by-ways after that. 

" But through it all, fool as I was, I had a com- 
panion, — a companion whom I could never see, 
though whom I often addressed. The image of my 
yoiing friend the cornet of dragoonj, was ^ways by 
me now ; though often I wished it far away. 

" For it made me ashamed of my squal^ ..sj^ 
poverty sometimes ; sometimes, do I say V — acwy 
always. He so perfect, so noble, so splendidly dec- 
orated, — I so squalid, so untidy, and so, rude: an 
object for the laughter of the children of the vil- 
lage. Times were very hard a.ivdVkv\Xs£tV\^>as»'^«s3b^ 
winter, aa 1 \.o\^ ^c>M\i^lat<i\ ^w<Ji.\^ ^ ^^ ^'^ ?^1^\ 
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used to go shooting (there was no game preserving 
in our part of the country) in a coat made out of an 
old sack, and my shoes got so bad that I left them at 
home and went barefooted. This would have been 
a deadly off'ence against the respectability' of the 
villagers, had it been known, but our farm was very 
secluded, and I managed to creep awajr into the 
woodlands generally unobserved. Outlying wood- 
cutters and shepherds saw me sometimes, and re- 
ported me mad. I did not discourage this idea. 

" But always, whether on the highest roll of the 
moorland after the golden plover and snipe, or in 
the depths of holly and oak after the woodcock, or 
with arms bare to the shoulder groping in the dead- 
ly cold water for the trout, the image of the young 
aragoon was beside me. Sometimes in my early 
solitary walks, imagining he had found me in my 
degradation, I would defy him and cast him off, tell 
him our ways were different, that he saw what I 
was, and that hie should leave me on his honor. 
At another time I pleaded with him, told him how I 
was doing all this only for the sake of my father and 
my sick brother, and prayed him to help us. The 
fancy, however, which oftenest possessed me about 
him was this : that old Mr. Lee of Swincombe, our 
distant Devonshire cousin, was dead, and had left 
me all his great fortune ; and that I came before 
my dragoon like a princess in satins and jewels, and, 
by delivering him from dire necessity and disgrace, 
had him at my feet." 

" By Jove," said Silcote, " how extraordinary ! 
Just what has happened, — so far ; but I will hold 
my peace." 

" And so I fed my fancy with him until the course 
of my life was quite changed, — not by an accident, 
it was simply in the course of events ; but in this 
wise: — 

" The only large proprietor about those parts was 
the Duke of Cheshire, who had a little cottage ornee 
on the edge of the moor among the woodlands, with 
nearly a thousand acres around it. The land was 
not preserved, indeed there was little or nothing to 
shoot there, and I used to range through it unfor- 
bidden. 

" I had heard that Lord Wargrave, the Duke's 
eldest son, had come there to spend his honeymoon. 
My brother, who had crept out into the village, 
brought me this news, and told me also how his 
lordship's brother had been killed in a duel, and that 
Mr. Austin Elliott was in prison for taking part in 
it, and that the wedding had been quite quiet. I 
heard it with one ear, and forgot it with the other ; 
and, thinking little in my eagerness of bride or 
bridegroom, wandered into those very woods the 
next day. 

" I heard men's voices, — one the voice of a gen- 
tleman, in the wood, — and two shots were fired. I 
fled, not because I feared any bad consequences 
afrom trespassing, for the Duke was known to us as 
A gentleman; the largest owner among those mis- 
► erable little holdings, and consequently the only 
man who could afford to be a good landlord. I 
fled because I dreaded to be seen in my miserable 
guise by a gentleman ; and tearing my bare feet 
aiaong brambles, with a gun in my hand, a coat 
made of a sack upon my oack, and my head per- 
fectly bare, I blundered through copse and brake 
until I got into an open glade, and looking round, 
while I paused for breath, I found myself face to 
face within three feet of the bride, who was sitting 
qw'etljron a block offpranitej waiting while the bride- 
groom Bmased himself by ebooting mrough the wood. 



"You know her glorious beauty, and you may 
conceive how she was dressed. I was a figure which 
might have upset most people's nerves : barefooted, 
bareheaded, with my wild hair about my face, and 
clothed in my ragged sackcloth, I came suddenly 
bursting on her with a loaded gun in my hand, and 
I fear a wild stare in my eyes, which has died out 
now, Silcote. 

" But she was not at all afraid of me. The blood 
of the men of her family has so oflen made fertile 
the cornfields of* Europe, that cowardice has ceased 
to be one of the vices imputed to her family (and 
there are plenty of them). Her little silly dog at 
the sight of me at first barked furiously upon her 
lap, but, not feeling safe from such a fearful figure as 
I was, even under her protection, broke away from 
her, and ran yelping down the glade. I stood be- 
fore her, utterly abashed, with the gun in my hand, 
and she, rising, came quietly out to meet me, with 
wonder and pity in her eyes. 

" * My dear,' she said, ' what has brought you to 
this pass ? ' 

" 1 am ready with my tongue ; and I answered 
her quickly, * Empty bam and empty fold ; cold 
house, cold hearth, cold bed, hungry body, and hun- 
gry heart: these things have brought me to this 
pass, my lady.* 

" ' My dear,' she said, * how beautiful you are.' 

" * I might say the same of you, my lady.' 

" She blushed, and said, * Where do you live ? 
In our happiness we must do something for you.' 

" I told her, for the hearth was cold, harvest far 
off, and the bread-winners, of the house struck 
down. 

" * Wait a little, my dear,* she said ; * my husband 
will be here directly.' 

" * I cannot face a gentleman as I am,' I said, and 
fled away. She was the only one connected with 
my new life who ever saw me in my degradation ; 
and she kept her secret. 

" They came next day, and I was dressed out in 
my- best, so that she scarcely knew me. Her hus- 
band was with her : a tall handsome man, with that 
gentle plastic Barty face, which is so familiar to me 
now. 

" She had won me, and I followed her away. He 
bought my father's farm, and the money he paid for 
the purchase was enough to see him into his grave 
in comfort. I went with her. James went again 
into the deep clav fallows, turning the treadmill of 
this bitter agricultural life. And I used to write to 
him four times a year, regularly. Was it not good 
of me ? And was he not grateful for the attention ? 
There was I, a lady, or at least a lady's maid ; and, 
there was he, missing me everv hour out of the 
twenty-four, and toiling in the fallows. But I wrote 
to him regularly four times a year, and he was 
grateful. 

" I cannot dwell on this period. They spoilt me. 
For the first time and the last time in my life I was 
artificial, false, and ungrateful to my brother. They 
were all as good as gold, — I loiU say that for them, 

— but their words, their ideas, were nothing but 
wind. Among them words and party cries had got 
crystallized into articles of belief. You have doubt- 
less seen the same thing among very different people, 

— Radical, Whig, and Tory alike. But they edu- 
cated me in their way, and I grew to be a fine lady. 
Well, well, I have lingered long on the prettiest half 
of my story. I will & briefer with the rest. 

" We were at Dunstegan Castle in Scotland, and 
there was a great comi^aaY VJaKt^. 1>afc \i\3kfc ^axd; 
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Duchess of Ross-shire were entertaining the world. 
Royalty was there at one time, and went in its turn ; 
but the departure of Royalty put no check on the 
festivities. In this age, with a democracy creeping 
slowly on, I suppose such a state of things will soon 
become impossible. All / have to say about it is, 
that it was very beautiful, perfectly harmless, — as 
far as ostentation and extravagance can be harm- 
less, — and that it enriched that barren and meagre 
quarter of Scotland enormously. But it was too 
exciting. Calm thought was utterly impossible. 
There was no repose. It was one succession of beaa- 
tiful and magnificent scenes, from the early morning 
when the swarming kilts began to awaken from the 
places where they lay, and collect in the courts, to 
the last hour of the light northern night, when the 
latest dancers crept to rest, to renew the wild splen- 
did dissipation the next day, — the men to the moor, 
the women to the carriages and horses, the gardens, 
and the river, and the shore. Every one was iete 
monte€j I among the number. 

" I did not know who was there and who was not. 
They came and went, swarm after swarm. When a 
cabinet minister or a foreign prince came, we, the 
quieter and higher servants, heard of it, and peeped 
over banisters to get a look at him ; but of the gen- 
eral company we knew nothing. I was, too, — my 
personal appearance, — I had reasons for being, — 
very quiet I kept mostly in my lady's rooms. At 
last came the Duchess of Ross-shire*s birthday, and 
there was to be a great ball in which all the servants 
were to take part. 

" I was intensely delighted. We talked about it 
for days before. It was understood among us that 
the factor was to open the ball with the Duchess, 
and the Duke with the housekeeper. After this 
there was to be an entirely democratic selection of 
partners. Any one of us might have the sublime 
chance of dancing with a peer of the realm (and 
getting a wound not easily healed, — a bitter, fester- 
ing wound of discontent and vanity, for if their order 
understand anything more than another, it is the art 
of making themselves agreeable to womep). We 
talked about it ; and, with our silly heads half off 
our shoulders, we went down into the hall, -r- the 
select group among the servants, — and stood, or 
sat, in a bevy together. 

" The gentlemen were wandering about looking 
for partners, but a quantity of them were exactly 
opposite to us, and began to look at us, — not in the 
least rudely, I give them all that credit. I selected 
my partner from among them at once. Lord Tul- 
lygoram — young, handsome, good-natured, in the 
kilt, and covered all over with silver and cairn- 
gorm stones — took my fancy. My feet were pat- 
ting the floor in anticipation of the idiotic excite- 
ment of dancing, and he looked like a partner worth 
dancing with. I saw that he was coming towards 
me, and I was ready for him. 

" But it was fated that I was not to dance with 
him. Another eye had been on him and on me, and 
his lordship danced with the still-room maid. 

" He was too deliberate in his motions. While he 
was calmly coming across the hall, with what is pop- 
ularly supposed to be the deliberate stride of the 
native mountaineer, a figure came between me and 
him and obscured him, — the figure of a tall man, 
in ordinanr English CYening dress. This man said 
to me : * x ou must dance with me first to-night, if it 
is only for the sake of that precious and never-for- 
gotten talk I had with you on the road between 
VreditoD and Exeter, when I pretended that my 



horse was lame, that I might keep pace with your 
dear, weary little feet. And so I have found you at 
last.' 

"It was Thomas. Was it not like him? You 
know his tongue. 

" Well, there came a quieter time ; but we stayed 
on there and he stayed on. And then we went to 
another Scotch house ; and the end of it was that 
he came after me, and we were married, before wit* 
nesses, in the Scotch way. End of it, I say. No, 
The end. of itVas that he left me before my boy 
was born, and went abroad with his regiment. You 
know his vague, purposeless way. You know how 
he will never face facts. You, who have paid his 
debts so often, must know that. When he got tired 
of me, he did not choose to face the fact of my being 
his wife. He left me to assert it ; and I would have 
died in the workhouse sooner than do that 

" I went straight back to my good brother and 
told him the truth. I can make him do anything. 
I made him move up into Berkshire, and live m 
that cottage outside your park-gates. Why, I can- 
not tell you exactly. To be near him, and yet 
away from him. To have the chance of seeing him 
sometimes, yet with a certainty, almost, that I should 
never see him. He was faithless to me ; I knew 
that. But why go on to analyze the motives of a 
wronged, angry, and fierce woman, whose motives 
were entirely passionate, and never reasonable. I 
have been tamed since I parted with you in the 
garden. 

" I believe that I have outlived my love for him, 
I cannot sapr, but I think so. My first purpose in 
coming to live at your gates was a mere whim of a 
fanciful temper. But we got there into utter pov- 
erty, — into the deep clay-rut of agricultural life, 
from which there is no turning. My soul got dead- 
ened with the everlasting weary routine, and utter 
poverty once more became a habit. My brother 
might have spoken, and urged me to appeal to old 
friends ; but my brother is ope of that order which 
seldom speaks, except in blazing ricks. The habit 
of his order kept him silent. 

" How many years did I live there, bringing up 
your grandson on your own estate ? Nearly twelve. 
I think. And my bitter, fierce temper lasted aa 
that time. James and I passed for man and wife foif 
convenience sake. I drudged in the fields with 
him, and we had a hard life of it My boy grew in 
beauty and intelligence, and I educated him ; but I 
had a bitter feud against the upper orders, and I de- 
termined that he should not be m any way connect- 
ed with them. In my darkest hours I used to say 
that he should avenge my wrongs against the order 
which had wronged me. That this was a folly mad- 
der than your own I will allow ; but I was as mad 
as this once. 

" It was a weary time, Silcote, — a dull time. I 
have a considerable sense of humor, and I love 
amusement. I had nothing to amuse me all that 
time, with one exception. If it had not been for 
that one thing which kept my sense of humor still 
alive, I might have gone mad. It is possible. But 
there was one object always before me which made 
me laugh, which kept up some sort of communica- 
tion with the world I had left through my sense of 
humor, which means, I take it, sympathy, in the 
main. What was that object? Why, I will tell 
you. It was you yourself: the dreadful Daxk§s.Q^^x'^ 
Silcote, who -w^wX. «^^«cva.^ ^\A "eR^^^xxsj^ -^^n^ 
amone \iift \Aoo«yvovm^^. "^'^ ^ "^^^ ^^"'^^^l'IXSL 
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abused, I should have sympathized with you. But 
in those times you were always to me a great stand- 
ing absurdity. (Yes, my dear Silcote, you may 
pitch this letter to the other end of the room, but I 
never was a bit afraid of you, and I am not now.)** 

(Silcote had actually done that same thing. But 
afber having picked the letter up again, and read 
the para^aph between brackets, as above, he felt ter- 
ribly guilty, and only said, " Confound the woman.") 

*'xou were then ridiculous to me. At first, I 
thought you merely ill-conditioned •; but watching 
you very closely, and hearing a great deal about 
you, I changed my opinion of you. You were still 
ridiculous, and you are now, you know, when in 
your old mood ; but I begun to say to myself, ' That 
man is not the mere fantastic ruffian he wishes to ap- 
pear.* I was confirmed in my opinion. The peasant 
drudges about you gave you a good character, — a 
character which many a smooth-faced, gentle-spoken 
man would be glad \o have. They told me of many 
and manv acts of kindness and' generosity which 
you had done, and for which they in their way loved 
you. These acts of kindness were done in a brutal 
and coarse way, but they are used to brutality and 
coarseness, and the effects of your good acts, and 
the memorj^ of them, remained behind in these 
peasants' minds long after the coarse words with 
which they were accompanied had died out in their 
ears. 

" So I studied you, until I got in a small degree 
to pity you, and, last and strangest of all, to love 
vou. I thought we had something in common ; I 
knew not what Who can predicate either quality 
or accident of a woman's soul, which traverses so 
fantastically all your well-built average rules ? 
(We are the only true radicals ; keep us on a Cliris- 
tian basis, if you can manage it for us.) I got to 
love you, Silcote ; and got to trust you. 

** I had never seen my husband all this long time. 
He had been often at Silcote's for a short time, yet 
I never had seen him. I have done evil by him. I 
might have reclaimed him. Though he had thrown 
me over, yet he practically allowed that he dared 
not marry, for he never, in his most prosperous 
times, attempted to do so. I saw him again after 
twelve years, and the sight of him stirred me, I 
cannot say why, to new action. 

" The gamekeeper roused us in the night to tell 
us the poachers were in the wood, and standing in 
the doorway I saw him outside in the moonlight. 
My brother went out to fight for the game in which 
h^ had no share, — to fight on the mere instincts of 
his order against lawless and inexcusable vagabonds. 
When I went up stairs to look at my darling in his 
bed, I found that he had escaped me, and had gone 
also. I lit a fire, and sat i^p for them, waiting. I 
could not pray then, but I could think. 

** I could think, but I could come to no conclusion. 
I was not certain of my legal position, and dreaded 
branding my boy with illegitimacy, and ruining his 
life in that way. My brother was brought home to 
me, half killed in defending your game. My boy 
ran back to me in the morning, frightened to death 
by your bloodhounds, bruised fearfully ; and then 
you came, and proposed to make my noble James, 
your own grandson, groom, page, steward's-rooin 
Doy, or what not, out of your high and mighty con- 
descension. 

" A worm will turn, and I am not a worm. I 

fear I gave it to you sadly. But I saw that I must 

either claim my rankf or else put myself in a false 

position by staying where I was. When you had 



proposed to me that morning to make your heir (for 
if Algernon is not righted, he is your heir) a groom, 
I determined to move. My brother was ready. 
The only question was about the boy. 

" I gave you the boy. You remember our inter- 
view in the garden. I gave you the boy, and you 
have done well by him. I have no complaint to 
offer there. You have done better by the boy than 
I could have done myself. I thank you for it. Let 
the boy be, and let me be, as we were. Not a soul 
knows who I am or what I have been, except your- 
self and my brother. Wait. 

" My brother. He is a soldier, a ten-years* man, 
invalided now from wounds got in the Crimea* 
Leave him alone, uutil I tell you what to do for hiuL 
As for James, let him go to Italy : and as for you, 
leave me here in peace. I can part with him again 
now, for a time. I have won the boy's love on a 
new ground. He would have loved me by tradition 
before ; he loves me by choice now. Silcote, if 
that motherless boy were set to choose a mother 
from all the women in England, he would choose 
me, which is something. 

" Leave things as they stand. Let the wheel go 
full circle. We are not so much worse off than 
our neighbors. There are things which trouble all 
the little Silcote world: I* mean the little world 
which circles round you and your money. You are 
the greatest difficulty. I dread setting you right in 
your lifelong mistake, but I will have it done, never- 
theless. You cannot gain anything by believing a 
lie about the only woman you ever loved : I say no 
more now; let us turn our attention to smaller 
matters. Arthur is in love with my cousin, Miss 
Lee, who has got all the Swincombe property, so 
James tells me (he might have left me something, I 
think) ; and Miss Lee will now have nothing to say 
to him. Can you set that right ? There are other 
little troubles which you and I must see to. These 
children have grown up, while we have been foolishly 
wasting our lives on old loves and old grievances. 
These children are now grown up, and they have 
begun the foolish world-old habit of falling m love 
with one anbther. And there is mischief brewing 
amongst them. 

*' James and Dora are in love with one another. 
I would not have it otherwise ; but Reginald, our 
poor nonentity, is in love with Anne. A very nice 
arrangement among the cousins, but for this : that 
Anne is unhappily in love with James. It is to the 
credit of her good taste, I will allow ; but it will 
breed desperate mischief. You say they are all 
children together ; may be so, but turn your mind 
towards it Reginald and Anne are dangerous 
characters. Reginald I have studied, Anne I only 
know from James. Be careful. Send James to 
Italy, and let Reginald go with him. That is my 
latest advice. Now, good by." 

Silcote folded up the letter, and put it in hia 
breast coat-pocket. " Italy, Italy, Italy, and all It- 
aly together," he said. " James is to go to Italy, and 
Reginald with him. And Anne is to go to Italy. I 
have committed myself to that in a way, but she 
may be stopped at Baden. And my sister has not 
been there for a long time, and so may be consid- 
ered almost due. And they are beginning to knock 
up another dust there, and so Frangipanni will go 
there if he can raise the money ; and Sir Godfrey 
Mallory has come home, — a sure si^n that there is 
mischief brewing. Old Raylock will get tired of 
toasting her old shins against my -coals, and taking 
aw ay my c\iara/c\j^x d£^x^ bx^^ ^ixA ^e * II ^o. Thi 
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Arthur's health will give way, and he HI go. And 
then Mrs. Tom will get a new fancy for her precious 
husband, and she *ll go. And Tom will be certainly 
quartered in Lombardy, and he *U be there, for the 
confusion of counsel. And then I shall get bored, 
and / shall go : and there will be no one left in 
England but Algernon and Doraf, to do the respecta- 
bilities while we are smelling uselessly-burnt gun- 
powder. For, as I always tried to hammer into the 
wooden head of the man Garibaldi, you will do no 

fx>d with that Sardinian monarchy. An Italian 
ederal republic is the only chance for them : and 
there is no chance of that. If they move, Austria 
and France will fight over them, and the winner 
will pick their bones. And Austria must win, her 
time has come. I may go and see the fight, and 
I '11 be hanged if I can see why Dora should not 
come too. Hang Italy 1 Am I never to have done 
with it?" 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

BREAKING UP. 

December had lain his hand on the lake at St. 
Mary's, and it was a sheet of gray ice, with here 
and there a wisp of white snow upon its surface. All 
around the level lines of the moorland were white 
against a gray sky, except where broken by the 
deep blackish-green of the Scotch fir woods. The 
beautiful buildmg itself, generally of a pearl gray, 
now looked muddy-colored and dirty amidst the 
blazing white of the snow-drift. Winter had come 
on the place, in short, and with winter breaking-up 
day, and for James and Reginald the last of St. 
Mary's forever. We may leave Reginald. 

James, with a glorious career lust opening to 
him, panting and eager to begin it, was probably 
about as happy as any mortal man ever was in this 
world. Young, strong, clever, innocent, without 
regrets, but living in a glorified atmosphere of 
splendid hopes, I doubt if the human imagination 
could conceive of any one more unutterably happy. 
He had possibly a few sentimental memories just 
now, the effect of which was so mildly, deliciously 
mournful and pathetic, that they were even more 
charming than his glorious, jubilant, half-maddening 
confidence in the splendid mture before him. 

For the old place, so new and yet so old to him, 
had become very dear to him. He had " kenned 
the biggin' o' it," as Edie Ochiltree says. There he 
had first made acquaintance with a very beautifid 
and happy life ; and even in anticipation of the 
more beautiful life, — the life which was to be spent 
among objects of Italian beauty, to which the dim 
wolds of Hampshire were cold and wan, — even 
now, with a feeling of joy upon him near akin to 
that pain which they call, I think, priBBCordial 
anxiety, he had a few gentle regrets connected with 
the old place, which balanced his joy and made it 
bearable. Recall, if you are not too old, the last 
time you were glad; and you will more than half 
do my work for me. But it was so long ago, you 
say. Still, try to recall it. I suspect that it was the 
day you left school, or the day you first went to 
chapel in your cap and gown, on the last day of 
your apprenticeship. 

Impatiently going round and round the college, 
from chapel to dormitory, all the morning, and 
talking to his old friends who swarmed round him, 
did not quiet him very much. He was to go the 
next morniDg, but be could not think of having to 



say good by to any of them. They were all going, 
and he would, as he thought, certainly meet them 
again. He did not like to say good by to them, 
and persuaded himself that it would not be neces- 
sary. But there was one in that establishment to 
whom he must say good by, for he knew well that 
he should see his face nq^more ; and so, instead pf 
going to dinner in hall at one o'clock, he went to 
the outer lodge at the end of the grounds, and, sit- 
ting down in the warm little parlor, took his old 
friend Ben Berry's hand in his, and looked wistfully 
into his face, saying not one word. 

The old man was very old now : the clock was 
near stopping, and could not be wound up in this 
world. But the withered, gnarled old hand, which 
James did not hold, went feebly up among the 
young man's curls, and lingered there lovingly. 

" I knew you *d come," he said. " I never report* . 
ed you on earth, but I '11 report you in heaven. You 
have been a g;ood boy to me." ^ - 

James sat silent. 

" You was a poor little boy when you came, but 
see what you 've grown to. Similarly I ain't much 
to look at just now, though I was a fine young man 
once. Look at me, James, and keep me in your 
mind. If God gives you life and health, you '11 be 
like me one day ; and after that again, — and after 
that again, — " 

The old man said this sentence three or four 
times over, and James had tact enough not to speak : 
only to press the old fellow's hand. His feeble old 
mind went on another tack. 

" Listening ! Well, yes. You boys want a lis- 
tener at times, and so do other folks. But I never 
reported a boy yet for anything I heard haphaz- 
ard, at a door, and I won't report her. There is 
nothing dishonorable in a school porter listening: 
but if he reports on it, he gets dishonorable, and 
deserves to lose his place. I'm the oldest school ^ 
porter in England, and I ought to know the interna- 
tional law between porter and boy, if any man 
does. And that 's the law. And it extends to ma- 
trons and chairmen equally." 

James thought he was wandering. " I start for 
Italy to-morrow, Ben," he said. " I have come, — 
for I must say it, — to say good by. You have • 
been as kind and as faithful a firiend as ever I had ; 
and I thank you so very, very much. But I go to 
Italy to-morrow." 

" To Italy to-morrow ? ' I am bound on a longer 
journey, but I shall be at my journey's end before 
you, for all that Then gooa by. I can't make 
your face out clear. But be good to your mother 
as you were to me. Your mother i§ a woman in 
ten thousand. There is nothing you should n't do 
for your mother. Stick to her through thick and 
thin. A man never has a mother but once, and sel- 
dom such a mother as yours." 

James made his farewell to the old fellow (who 
soon died), and went his way, believing him to be 
rambling in his mind. The half-year's prizes were 
to be given away that afternoon at two o'clock, and 
the County was coming. He thought for the time 
little about old Berry's wandering. 

Sir Godfrey Mallory in a great barouche, all 
alone, dressed in priceless sables, with the fur inside, 
and shivering, was the first arrival. Silcote in a 
bran new travelling carriage (Anne's), and four 
horses with scarlet postilions, was so close afler him 
that Silcote had time ta diassissvss^.^^^^^^ ^'Sa-^N^^^aK^ 
to S\r Gjoeitt^iV ^^otN ^ V^ ^gifv. ^Qr«^. '^^^ .^<C«. 
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least recognizing his old enemy ; and Miss Raylock, 
who had arrived in a fly from the nearest railway 
station, and had been forced to get out of it, having 
recognized the two carriages, for the purpose of see- 
ing the meeting of the two old enemies and studying 
human nature, was stricken motionless in the snow. 

And the rest of the County, who resided close by, 
were there. The frost had stopped the hunting, 
and there was nothing to do : and, as the foolish old 
song says, " Anything is fun in the country," and so 
there they were to see the prizes given away ; man- 
ners preventing them from yawning in each other's 
faces; sitting about on the benches, telling each 
other where they had dined every day for the last 
week, and finding out from one another where they 
were going to dme the next ; good, kindly, intelli- 
gent, honest folks as ever lived, but more idiotic in 
their worship of mere habit than the Indians who 
are swung on hooks at a fair, leaving alone the fact 
that the Indian process has the advantage of cheap- 
ness, which the English form of prescriptive martyr- 
dom has not. I suppose they both, — as Mr. Mad 
Dick in " David Copperfield " says, to the great 
indignation of Aunt Betsey, — ** do it for pleasure." 

However, here were the county folks, trying to 
gain a feeble amusement by seeing the prizes given 
away at St. Mary's, and they formed an important 
and imposing audience. Silcote gave away the 
prizes. Each master in turn gave aloud the names 
of the boys under his charge, and they were called 
up to receive them. Silcote did his work very well 
indeed, giving a few kindly sensible words, accom- 
• panied m every instance by a clever point or 
epigram, to each of the boys as he came up. He 
had been famous for neat and concentrated, and also 
sometimes for sharp language in old times, and he 
was pleased to find that the old trick was not lost 
with so much else, and came out. The County 
4» were charmed with the vivacity and cleverness of 
this mysterious man, who had held them all at bay 
so long. 

The classical boys came first of all, and when they 
were done the commercial boys. Then the winners 
of French prizes, named by M. Leroy ; then the 
German, named by M. Meyer ; and then the Italian. 

Silcote, rising, once more said, " We have now 
only to ask Signor Frangipanni to name the win- 
ners of prizes in his class, and then we will proceed 
to the prize of the day, and conclude the proceed- 
ings." He did not sit down again ; he looked right 
and left steadily, for he could not make out where 
Signor Frangipanni was sitting, and he had a deep 
eagerness to see him. He would have liked to 
watch Sir Godfrey Mallory also, but that was im- 
possible. 

The noble-looking old Italian advanced into the 
middle of the hall as the others had done, and he 
and Silcote looked steadily at one another without 
anything more than a formal bow. An interest, in- 
tense even now, and soon to grow more intense 
still, was arising in the hearts of Englishmen about 
Italian men and Italian things. And the Count 
knew it, and, coming once more into public after 
ten years, felt that he was showing this knot of Eng- 
lish country gentlemen what an Italian and a con- 
spirator could be like. 

He was not among an audience very keen on the 

object which was nearest to his heart, perhaps ; but 

the country gentlemen knew a gentleman when 

they saw one, and the ladies were tolerably good 

Judges of perfect dignity and perfect grace ; and, as 

/Ae Americans say, were ^ excited Song of him." 



That splendid-looking, grizzle-headed man, so tall, 
so grand, so upright, haa experiences of which they 
could know nothing. He had been imprisoned, had 
escaped, had been hunted and proscribed; had 
been through every kind of misery and danger for 
his cause, and had^come out with a pure and un- 
stained name. It was impossible not to admire 
him. A buzz went round the hall, so loud as to 
give a pause to the proceedings, as the better in- 
formed told the less informed about him. " Fran- 
gipanni, the decemvir, — escape from Spandau, — 
cut his way out of Rome in command of Garibaldi's 
rearguard " ; — the actions of Garibaldi, Saffi, Maz- 
zini, Manin, and a dozen others, were rapidly 
placed to his credit, as rapidly as they could be re- 
membered. The impulsive English found them'- 
selves in possession of the desire of their hearts, a 
hero, and he a Count of a great name, and buzzed 
so loudly, that Count Frangipanni could not be 
heard. 

At this point Arthur the unaccountable, without 
moving from the chair in which he sat by his father, 
with a somewhat cynical smile on his very pale 
young face, outraged the decency of a head-master 
by crying out suddenly and sharply. " Vive Gar- 
ibaldi 1 " A cheer went ringing round the hall di- 
rectly. Tories as they mostly were, they had a 
cheer for the purity and valor of that one man. 

Frangipanni flushed up to the roots of his hair, 
but stood stately and immovable, only bowing once ; 
when the noise had subsided they heard his voice, 
— clear, strong, and melodious, nearly without ac- 
cent. He passed over the late little demonstration 
without notice. 

** My class has been small, sir, but I have been 
diligent with it. Continual diligence in politics be- 
gets diligence in everyday matters, and diligence in 
the master makes diligence in the pupil. My class 
of five would get prizes, all of them, elsewhere ; but 
I must select. I name Reginald Silcote as gainer of 
the prize, and James Sugden as proxime.'* 

The gratified Squire delivered the prize in this 
instance in silence; and Arthur, walking swiftly 
down to Count Frangipanni, talked eagerly with 
him for a few minutes, and then, having put a paper 
into his hand, walked back to his chair, leaving 
Frangipanni still standing in the centre of the halL 
They all wondered why until he spoke. 

" Our good head-master," he said, in his graceful, 
dignified way, " has put a labor of love upon me, 
which I am proud to discharge, however unfit. He 
says it is as a parting compliment to me, but what 
compliment have I earned in so short a time ? It 
cannot be that he trusts this honor to a poor exile, 
because there are some so ignoble and so wretched 
here as to doubt the nobility, the purity, and the ex- 
cellency of his character. That he is unpopular ? 
No! That is impossible. I will not believe that. 
It is not in England that perfect justice and kindness 
should not be appreciated. It is because I go from 
England into the dark south cloud, to death or pris- 
on, that he gives me this pleasant commission ; that 
is all. I will to my duty then. 

" There has been a prize established here, ladies 
and gentlemen, on these grounds. The whole 
school are to elect by ballot the boy who has made 
himself most repandu^ most popular, during the year, 
and to send his name to the head-master for ap- 
proval. They have done so, and the head-master 
has enthusiastically approved of their choice. The 
name of the boy they have chosen is my friend 
Jamea SugdexL." 
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Three heads went down : the Squire's for one in- 
stant ; then James's, who had been a little idle, and 
had got beyond the region of prizes, and^was utterly 
unprepared for this; and, lastly, his mother's, sit- 
ting calmly in a dbtant comer of the hall unob- 
served, and her head remained down longest. 

James was brought forward to receive his prize, 
and, the proceedings being as good as over, the boys 
broke loose and swarmed around him: and from 
his old and well-tried comrades, down to the very 
latest comer, there were none who had not kind ac- 
tions and kind words of his to thank him for now 
and to remember hereafter. It was a glorious tri- 
umph, — feuch a triumph as never comes twice in a 
lifetime except to statesmen with long dulled enthu- 
siasm, and more or less carefully-guarded passions. 
They may get hysterically ^lad in great successes, 
but they can't be boys again. Joy is the insepa- 
rable accident of youth. If one was to be joyful 
now, I suspect it would make one very ill. 

They all crowded out of the hall together to- 
wards the cloisters; the county folks, the masters, 
the boys, — every one. James was congratulated 
on all sides, and having been utterly tete montee all 
day was now considerably upset. In the midst of 
the crowd he found himself alon^ide of the matron, 
his mother, — to him only his friend Mrs. Morgan, 
who was calmly steering her way through them all, 
with her gray head bare, and her gray shawl droop- 
ing from her splendid throat over her handsome 
shoulders ; he clutched her arm, and, looking inno- 
cently into her quiet eyes, said, passionately, — 

" I wish my mother could see me now ! I have 
been thinking so much of her lately. O, I wish to 
God she could see me now! I shall never be so 
worthy of her again." 

And she bent forward in the midst of them all, 
and kissed him three times on his forehead, and said, 
** Wait ! wait ! I cannot tell you why, but wait ! " 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 



A HAPPY MEETING. 



I THINK it very likely that, if there had been any 
liquor-shops close to St. Mary's, that James, in the 
full flush of his excitement on this last and most 
triumphant day at the old place, would have got 
easily tipsy. But he had no opportunity, and cer- 
tainly no inclination. He knew nothing of the 
effects of stimulants more than any other St. Mary's 
lad. There were legends among the oldsters of 
boys having got drunk in the old times, when the 
college was m town, but those legends were now 
very old indeed, and the only creed among the boys 
^ about drinking was that it was a manly and gentle- 
manly habit, from which they were unfortunately 
debarred. The lad, therefore, tired with pleasure 
and excitement, wended himself, in a pleasantly 
weary frame of mind, to his mother's room about 
half past nine, and found her more busy than usual 
among her maids, giving all kinds of careful direc- 
tions, apparently with a view to her departure. 

He had time to gather this much before she spoke 
to him. She only smiled at him when he first came 
in, and asked him by her eyes to stay. After a lit- 
tle time she said to the maids, " I think everything 
is in perfect train, now. See that I find it so on my 
return ; I shall not be long. Work as if I was look- 
ing on at vou, — firstly, because it is your duty ; and 
secondly, because I shall demand an inexorable ac- 



count from you when I come back. Those are no 
workers, to my taste, who can only work under the 
master's eye, — My dear James, you are, of all 
people in the world, the one I wished to see most.'' 

It was the first time she had ever called him by 
his Christian name ; he wondered why, and she her- 
self could not have told him at that time. She was 
still undecided whether she would reveal herself to 
him or not. 

"James," she said, when the maids were gone, 
" you go to Silcotes to-morrow ? How ? " 

" I shall walk, Mrs. Morgan. I came to say good 
by. I can *t exactly begin — " 

" Then don't begm. That is perfectly easy, is it 
not ? I also am going to Silcotes ; I also am going 
to walk. I want you, if you will do so much for an 
old woman, to let me walk with you, and to show 
me the way. Will you do this for me ? I walk fasfc 
and far, and must be back quickly, for my good 
maidens are, with all their good intentions, but dis- 
jointed limbs without their head. Will you under- 
take the old woman ? " 

" Undertake you 1 " said James. " Why, I 11 
wheel you there in a Bath-chair, if you like. But 
it is nonsense. I tell you you will never get there 
on foot. I make a bee line of it, and it is three and 
twenty miles." 

*' Three-and-twenty fiddlesticks, boy. No distance 
at all. Will you show me the way ? " 

" I should like to, better than I can tell. Do you 
think you can manage it ? " 

" I will walk as fast as you will, and as./ar. Go 
to bed, your head is hot ; to-morrow morning at ten, 
then, at the south end of the cloisters." 

The south end of the cloisters was close to the 
great gate, and was the place at which people gen- 
erally waited before departure. James, his uniform 
now cast oflf forever, was early there ; he was, in 
fact, the very first arrival. 

But he was not long alone ; he was joined by 
Reginald, now a pale-faced youth of some eighteen 
years, with a weak and small, but very pretty and 
gentle face. He, too, had finished his academical 
career the night before, and had left the dormitory, 
and had slept at his father's, and so James had not 
seen him since the last evening. James saw that he 
was vexed at something, and eisked him what it was. 
The relations between them hitherto were merely 
those of a boy with character and boldness acting 
on one without either, overlaid with a strong boyish 
affection ; relations scarcely worth noticing until 
now. James asked him, confidentially, what was 
the matter. 

" Queen Elizabeth was a Tartar, I expect," said 
Reginald. " Don't you think she was ? " 

*' What the deuce do I care ? She had the tongue 
of her family, and lashed out at times ; but she is 
dead, you know." 

" Ah ! but Anne ain't dead thouo;h, and she has got 
the tongue of her family, too. I 'fl back the Sllcote 
tongue against the Tudor any day of the week. 
And I have been having a taste of it this morning." 

" You generally seem to be getting a taste of it, 
Reg, as far as I see. Why don't you give her as 
good as she brings ? You have got the Silcote 
tongue, too, have n't you ? Why don't you pitch 
into her ? " 

" Because I can't. She stabs me with a dagger, 
while I lose my temper, and make blvwd Vcv\& t^Vssx 
with a cud^feV. ^\v^ m^-c-a. \sv^^ «^^ \r,vs\^^v-x ^-osx^ n^-^- 
sequent\y ^Md^m^T^Jt, m ^ m^xaa^^.. ^^^^ ^'^^^^ ^'^'^'*' 
\ her terapet ." 
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** Loses it? No, I should think not It is too 
Tisible a thing to be lost Why, Reg, there is 
nothing about her but her temper, except her 
beaaty. She won't lose* her beauty till she is old, 
i^d her temper is far too prononce to be lost, or 
even mislaid for long. It 's a shrewish temper, and 
•he is a shrew. Why the dickens do you bother 
yourself with her ? *' 

*^ Just hear what she said to me at my own father's 
breakfast-table this morning." 

" What is the good ? ** said the gentle James. 
"What on earth is the good? She has irritated 
you this morning : is that any reason why you 
should irritate yourself all over again ? Besides, 
here she comes herself, and will, if I know her, let 
us know all that has past Let be." 

Anne's horse and groom had been sent over from 
Silcotes, and she was to ride back. She came 
quickly towards them down the cloister, in her gray 
nding-habit, with the long skirt of it caught over 
one hand, and her whip in the other. A trim, 
pretty, doll-like little figure, with a very pretty, 
small-featured face, tembly hard set about the 
mouth, and. nearly as narrow, from eye to eye, as 
her own grandfather's, " the impersonation of Sil- 
cotism," as Miss Raylock once called him. 

Her greeting had all the suspicion and all the 
abruptness of that remarkable family, or, to be more 
correct, of all the members of that family whom 
Miss Raylock set down as " true Silcotes." She 
never said " Good morning," or anything of that 
sort, but^he went up to James, and said, — 

" So %e has been telling you his story, then ? " 

"All right," said the perfectly placid James. 
" Now you turn to, and tell us yours." 

" I knew he would," said Anne. " I was perfect- 
ly sure that he would take the opportunity of my 
putting on my riding-habit, to take his story to you. 
I knew that." 

" Well, but you see," said James, " that he has n't 
done anything of the sort. Now let us have your 
story to begin with. I know nothing of his. Why 
on earth do you two squabble and fight so ? What 
is the matter this time V Was not there bread and 
butter enough for the pair of you ? " 

Anne tossed her head, and turned away. If 
James could have seen her face, he would have 
known, boy as he was in reality, that for the mo- 
ment she hated him. 

To more pleasant matters. Old Algernon joined 
them. He looked very gray, very gentle, and very 
good, and he came to James, — 

" You will make a success if you do as well in the 
world as you have done here," — and gave him good 
advice. 

James, though not in the least inclined for goody 
talk on that particular morning, as little inclined as 
are my readers, listened to it respectfully, but was 
relieved by the arrival of Arthur, who at least 
changed the conversation, though possibly turned it 
into a less agreeable channel. JProbably he has 
been called "prig" too often in these pages ; he was 
more than that Everything he did was done with 
a will, using generally a miserly minimum of means 
towards the largest maximum of end. He did ex- 
actly the same with his money, and so, in these 
times, he stands out as a consistent and virtuous 
character. He was niggardly and cautious with his 
money, though he had protested against his brother 
Totn'a disinheritance. He was niggardly and cau- 
tlous In bis sympathy with the boys under his charge, 
because be bated the idea of discounting, in Sie 



very smallest degree, his prestige as head-master; of 
abating one jot of the newly-gained power among 
two hundrojil bo}'8. A power which was the dearer 
to his heart, because it was more absolute, and more 
easily and more visibly exeroised, than any power 
he had possessed before ; it was a greater power 
than his old power as proctor of Oxford, and he 
loved it proportionately more. Tlie man had 
power, force, will, call it what you like, and he 
loved it He hoarded his money, because he saw 
that his brother Thomas had lost power by spending 
his ; he utilized the power which his conduct towards 
that brother had given him in the eyes of his father, 
because he wished to discount his generosity in the 
form of power over his father ; and he was cold and 
unsympathetic with his boys, because it was his na- 
ture, and his nature had been doubly confirmed in 
him by a course of unpopular Oxford donnery. 

He was not fond of James. James was just now 
a mere genial, idle being, who had stayed too long 
at school, had got to the top of it, and, not having a 
University career before liim, had become perhaps 
idle, certainly popular. Arthur did not like popu- 
lar boys ; he himself, the salt of the earth, had been 
always eminently unpopular. He had an objection 
to popular boys. There was one gliding out of hie 
clutches, though still in his cloisters, and he let him 
know it. Besides, he was desperately angry about 
Miss Lee. 

" Well, boy," he began* " And so my father has 
consented to send you to Italy to studv art. Good- 
ness knows you need it But you will make a mess 
of it ; you have n't got either brain or genius. The 
only reason I see for his decision is that you may be 
fit for it, and that you are certainly fit for nothing 
else. I saw one gleam of genius in you once, in a 
caricature of me, out it was evanescent. I would 
have pressed on him sending you to the University, 
but I did n't think you were worth the trouble and 
expense." 

James was out of his power, and had no idea of 
his relationship to him ; and he had a shrewd 
tongue, and could possibly have given him as good 
as he brought. But he did not When Arthur had 
done with Tiis bitter hard words, he went quietly up 
to him, took his hand and said, — 

" Before we part I have got to thank you for all 
your kindness and care for me since you have been 
here. You know as well as myself how utterly un- 
deserving I have been of it. I wish to tell you, sir, 
that my faults have only been due to a natural 
boisterousness which I will try to correct" (he looked 
very like it, he looked a very likel v person to " cor- 
rect boisterousness " ; but the lad was in earnest, 
and must not, if possible, be laughed at), " I want 
very much, sir, before we part, to impress on you the 
fact that you have won my entire esteem and re-% 
spect And 111 tell you something more, sir. 
The other fellows don't like you, but they trust 
you." 

Arthur flushed up scarlet ; he was outdone in gen- 
erosity by a boy he had thought to worry into im- 
pertinence. The "gentleman" burst out of him 
instantly. "You are a noble fellow, sir. If you 
turn chimney-sweep or scavenger you will be a gen- 
tleman still. I ask your pardon for having miscon- 
ceived you. My health is very bad, and my life is 
extremely uncertain. With my health my temper 
suffers : I will try to correct it. I should have wished 
a different career for you, but for such a noble nature 
as yours 1 Yvave ivo aimeX^. Xowx "CxxtMre will be 
turWent and m\d,\>\xV. \rj \o\»c^ Vf ^^ ^^ ^iaI\<Vu 
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As I draw nearer death I only love it more. Write 
to me from Italy." 

" Italy, and again Italy," said Count Frangipan- 
ni's voice behind them ; " and they all talk of Italy 
now. And 1 come to make my con^^ to the best of 
all head-masters, and I wait and wait long time, till 
my head-master has done walking up and down the 
cloister with his hand on the shoulder of my pupil, 
— my Sugden. And I hear the word Italy, and 
that gives excuse to break my manners, and to make 
conge. For the train will wait at Basingstoke, but 
not for me. And from Basingstoke the iroli lines 

fo southward. Whither ? Into thunder-cloud, into 
arkness, into blood, into fury and madness; into 
calm, peaceful, everlasting sunshine. And I must go.** 

" W hat, you are at it again, you folks, are you ? ** 
said Arthur, in a tone which was decidedly not sym- 
pathetic with the cause of Italian freedom, though 
he had the day before called out " Viva Garibaldi r* 
in one of his unaccountable moods. " You are at it 
again, are you ? after '48 too. Well, * he who will 
to Cupar maun to Cupar.* The Tuscans won't go 
with you, they are too well governed ; and, if you 
hope anything from the Sarainian monarchy, you 
are madder than I take you for. And, on your very 
first movement, France will be over the Alps on 
you, in anticipation of Austria ; and there will be a 
fight between Austria and France over your carcass, 
and Austria will win one great battle, and after that 
will consent to annex Piedmont, giving France Sa- 
voy, Nice, and Tuscany, and consenting to a joint 
protectorate over the rest of Northern Italy. You 
had better leave it alone and stay here." 

To which remarks Count Frangipanni bowed his 
head three times solemnly, and in perfect silence, 
not trusting himself fo express his wonder in words, 
made his conge to the head-master, and backed 
away over Mr. Betts, who said, — 

"Now then. Count ! I ain't done anything against 
Italian liberty to deserve having my bunion trod on 
like that. Do you know that fcriegsthurm has 
hooked it?" 

" That Kriegsthurm has hooked it ? " said the 
Count. " I am at a little loss to fathom the mean- 
ing of what you say. Hook it ? " 

" Ah ! hooked it. Count. But lor, it's no use 
talking slang to a gentleman like you. Cut away, 
do you understand? Hopped his twig; sloped; 
mizzled it ; made his lucky ; you understand that f " 

The Count shook his head, and went away in the 
direction of James. 

Betts stayed with Arthur and Algernon. " There 
's some sort of a game up among *em," he said, " and 
I can't get to the bottom of it. They are all going 
south, into the very country where their heads ain't 
worth twopence a dozen. Your aunt 's gone, you 
know, but she *d go anywhere where there wjis con- 
fusion. She ought to have been christened * Confu- 
sion Silcote,' only the same name would be equally 
applicable to every member of the family I have 
ever seen, —.present company excepted, of course. 
And Dembinsky, he's going, but he'd go anywhere 
for the sake of mere confusion for its own sake. Old 
Frangipanni is going, which looks queer ; and old 
Mother Raylock is going ; she may be in Short's 
Gardens with . her tea-parties and her flowers, and 
may want to get materials for another novel in her 
old age. I can account for all of them. But what 
utterly upsets and shuts me up is this : They are 
all going, but old Kriegsthurm is gone^ and took a 
hundred pounds of mine with him. He never went 
in *4€; he stayed. There 's a game up, sir, and my 



opinion of it is, the Lord help the Pope. MrB, 
Morgan, my dear madam, I wish you a good day 
and a pleasant journey. Be back as soon as yoa 
can, for we shall never get on without you now." 

She had joined the group while they had been 
talking, and now, after bowmg and smiling ronnd, 
beckoned James that she was ready. She wore her 
usual gray clothes, a little prepared for walking, the 
only addition to her costume being a close gray 
hood. She started, accompanied by James, at once, 
after a few words of farewell, and those who were 
lefl saw the strange pair walk swiftly away together. 
They saw them skirt the lake, and lost them at the 
edge of the wood; then they saw them top the high- 
est summit of the moorland, and disappear against 
the sky. 

They had a great pleasure in one another's socie- 
ty, and, although the way was long, and the road 
rough with frost and snow, it seemed short and 
cheerful. They talked about many things, she 
pointing out to him the chances, the dangers, and 
the glories of his future career as an artist, from 
time to time, so that he was never bored with her 
serious talk, but only excited and elevated. Then 
they talked of the crops, and the soil, and the poor, 
until, after twenty miles, the lanes began to rise 
and grow rougher, and Boisey held his beech- 
crowned head, now delicately silvered with snow, 
close above them in their path. 

" Tired, my dear ? " she asked. 

" I tired ! But how about you ? What a splendid 
walker you are ! " ^ 

" I have been used to it all my life. I treed to 
walk twenty miles into Exeter at one time. And I 
walked that road once too often." 

" Did you have an accident? " 

"An accident? Yes." 

" It has not crippled you. You walk strong and 
free." 

** I had need. I have a long journey before me, 
and many things to do by the way ; and time gets 
short." 

" In which direction does your way lead you ? " 

" That I cannot tell you ; 1 have hardly any idea. 
It depends entirely on a few people whose wills have 
always been as unsettled as the sea. You are one 
of those people. Learn, therefore, to be strong. 
Take any line you like, but hold to it ; and leave 
me no more of these tangled skeins to set right." 

"But what is your destination in this journey of 
yours ? " 

" My destination is the same as your own, — the 
grave. I have a life to live out, and I am going to 
try to put certain things right before I die. What 
things, I scarcely know. How, I do not see. I be- 
lieve that I may require your assistance. I may or 
I may not. I cannot see my way as yet. If I re- 
quire, if I command, your assistance, let me find no 
whimpering, sentimental boy, but a self-possessed, 
cool-headed man. You are gentle and lovable ; I 
want more than that. I may want you to show your 
mettle on emergency. Not in fisticuffs, or any rub- 
bish of that sort, but in hard ii^tellectual pluck. 
There is mischief coming. There is death coming. 
I have dreamt of fallen angels, still wearing their 
white garments, being hurled over a high precipice 
into a deep unfathomable pool of black water by 
thousands. I know one who wears white still. 
Never wear white, boy, it shQ^% \.W, \5sa^^^\»x:w*» ^» 

\ OT ItaWan, It ^\iON.^ ^W xJcv^ ^^^'^^ "^TA^T"-^ 

\ 8\iOTt cut, t\irOU^\l V^ix^ ^«^^^^^^^^^^^'^^^ 
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nips this year again : how is that ? God help me I 
my memory must not go yet. Turnips ! I must be 
a year wrong. Wheat, barlev, clover, is three, and 
turnips, wheat, barley, and clover is four, which is 
seven. Quite right. And turnips again is eight. 
And you are turned nineteen, which makes it quite 
right Don*t you see ? '* 

James did not see at all ; but he said, " I will go 
with you through thick and thin. But 1 cannot un- 
derstand what you are speaking about — " 

**1 hardly understand myself," she interrupted. 
" You will probably know more in less than half an 
hour. But I can say nothing even about that. 
Don*t brush your feet through the turnips like that ; 
lift them over. If you cut away the heart of the 
turnip with your boots, the frost will get in and de- 
stroy the turnip, and if the turnip is destroyed, the 
farmer will suffer ; and if the farmer suffers, the la- 
borer will suffer more. For the farmer, havinjj no 
margin, but living from hand to mouth, but feeling 
the dread, horror, and disgrace of bankruptcy al- 
ways before him, oppresses the laborer, who is un- 
degradable, being in a chronic state of bankruptcy. 
They used to say that taxes ultimately fall on the 
producer. They have altered that now, I believe. 
But remember when — I mean if ever — you come 
into any property, that every pound spent in luxury 
represents a loss of seven shillings and sixpence to 
the wealth of the nation. Look there, — there is 
old Avery creeping out in the sun. He don't look a 
bit older. Did ever anybody see the like of that ? " 

Slie^ad totally puzzled James. He could not 
make "Tiead or tail " of her. I hope that the reader 
is only puzzled by her political economy. 

" We turn off here," said James. 

" The lane is better walking," she answered. 

" You have been here before, and you know the 
people too," said James, as though he had made a 
brilliant discovery. 

And she said, ** Wait, It is inconceivable to me 
that mere absence should have dulled memory to 
this extent. Let us see. After all, it is a mere 

Psychological question. It does not touch one*s 
eart, or the sentimental part of one, in the least." 

In the muddiest part of the muddiest lane, James, 
in a state of puzzled and wondering submission, 
stopped her in her rapid walk for a moment. 

" I lived here once," he said, and pointed to the 
old cottage. 

She turned, and looked him full and steadily in 
the face, for her mind was made up now. There 
was to be no more deceit in her life. She looked 
him straightly, steadily in the face, and merely said, 
<* You lived here once ? Does the sight of the old 
place bring up no memories? Do you remember 
your mother ? " 

• Not in the least. He looked her straight in the 
face, and answered, "No." 

The door was ready for unlocking ; but the key 
was still a quarter of a mile away. 

Wending on through the woodlands they came 
to a part of them where nature began to be slightly 
assisted by art; laurels and laurustinus began to 
appear, and, after the first wire fence was passed, 
the signs of order grew more and more visible, until 
the scarcely-marked roadway grew into a gravel- 
drive, and, joining another and a larger one, which 
formed the main approach to the house, came to an 
end. 

She walked steadily on in silence through the 

glades of the densely-timbered deer-park, catching 

glimps^ Grorti. time to tinae of the crowded and deep 



red chimneys and gables of Silcotes. When they 
were before the porch, she spoke again. 

" I wonder whether the bloodhounds are loose ? " 

** You are perfectly safe with me," he answered, 
still in wonder ; and they passed into the old halL 

Here were the dogs grouped round the fire, — 
standing, sitting, and lying, blinking their foolish 
soft eyes at it. And in the centre of them sat & 
man of great stature, who was bending thoughtfully 
over the blaze, with his feet upon the stone^hearti 
on either side of it. 

A soldier, as it seemed to James, for he wore the 
high military collar, and had some sort of silver ac- 
coutrements on his back. The dogs seemed fond of 
him, and one had leaned its great head against hia 
knee. 

A slight movement among the dogs, in conse- 
quence of their recognizing James, caused this man 
to look round and rise. When James had finished 
caressing the only one of the lazy animals which had 
come to meet him, he looked at the man again. He 
was a soldier of some sort, and was of great height, 
James saw, and then he suddenly gasp^ for breath 
and twitched his arms. His mother stood perfectly 
silent ; looking eagerly on. 

It. was a strange thing, but he knew his uncle, 
when he had been quite unable to recognize his 
mother. James Sugden's face (it was he who stood 
before James, in the dress of a commissionnaire) had 
changed but little in his Crimean campaign; and 
his mother's had changed so much, — not only in 
appearance, but in expression. As for Sugden, he 
was the great, peaceful, placid, affectionate giant he 
had ever been. James, in a startled voice, called 
him by his old title, and, as he saw the old (}uiet 
smile come into his face, he dashed forward with a 
shout, and had him by both arms. 

*'Is mother here?" was his first eager question, 
when he looked for half a minute on the dear old 
face. *' Have you brought her ? " 

" Yes 1 here she is, old man," said Sugden, turn- 
ing towards her. James saw no one but MVs. Mor- 
gan, and trembled in every limb. Sugden went and 
kissed her, and when he saw the two faces together 
he knew her, and such a rush of emotion, of wonder, 
of joy, of regret, came on him at once, as could only 
find expression in a wild, delighted cry. 

Hour after hour passed on, and not a servant 
came near the hall; Silcote had provided against 
that. Only very distant sounds came feebly on the 
ear; the bloodhounds slumbered quietly around 
them ; a deep unutterable peace filled the souls of 
these three so long separated, so happily united, as 
they sat hand in hand talking in a low and gentle 
voice before the fire. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

WE GET THE ASSISTANCE OF A CHORUS. 

It is a common accusation against the English 
abroad that they herd too much together, anfa, un- 
til they are very well used to it, will avoid tl*e beit 
foreign companionship and society for the saMLe of a 
third-class compatriot. It is, no doubt, soihaewhat 
true ; and it would certainly have seemed trSae, aad 
been put down as an inseparable accideni^ rf diB 
English nation, had M. AssoUant happened S© be at- 
a certain great ball given at the Russian Hjobaa/ 
at Vienna \n \\\^ "very ^^xly snrine of 1859. /J^ 

It was a Tat\ieT di7iVn9iA \&nv& iox «;^«^t^ ^\W«^^ 
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after the French Emperor's too celebrated " regrets ** 
on New Year's day, which have now become so cele- 
brated as to be a little of a bore, things had been 
going on from bad to worse. And although Lord 
Cowley had arrived in Vienna to undertake the 
somewhat hopeless task of persuading two persons 
to mike peace, both of whom were bent on fighting, 
it w»is a more awkward time for the English at 
Vienna than usual, for it was notorious that three 
quarters of the natiDn had Italian sympathies, and 
consequently in the coming struggle wished Austria 
well certainly, but wished Italy better. 

The French also were extremely unpopular with 
the English that year, so that really our poor coun- 
trymen had not a very pleasant time of it in the 
Austrian capital, having a strong disinclination 
to speak to any one they met ; and were more than 
ever inclined to get together. Of course I am only 
speaking of the rank and file, of the quiet and non- 
political travellers or residents." 

Such quiet people found themselves perfectly 
comfortable and safe in the society of two people 
well known as English, and also as sound Austrians ; 
one of the smaller rooms in which these two people 
had established themselves, seemed to have almost 
the appearance of an English court, of which they 
were the king and queen. 

They were stanaing, and very close together. 
The man was a magnificent giant of a man, a little 
I over forty, with a head of jet black curls, in a white 
Austrian uniform, rather highly-ornamented, with 
blue tights, which set off his handsome leg to per- 
, fection, and boots, fitting also close to his leg, and 
barely reaching to his calf: a splendid figure, but 
not such a splendid figure as that of the woman who 
stood behind him, and whose dress relieved his own 
so well, — a tall, extremely handsome woman, older 
than he, but very like him, dressed in a sweeping 
robe of ruby velvet, and wearing on her breast a 
large stomacher of opals. About her neck, — as 
round and as well moulded as the youngest girl's in 
the room, — she had a collar of pearls, and so stood 
for admiration, which she certainly got, with one 
well-formed arm hanging loosely upon her velvet, 
and the other passing affectionately behind her com- 
panion, and resting on the cornice behind him. 

" AVho were they ? " some outsiders and foreigners 
asked, attracted by the sumptuous grace and beau- 
ty of the pair who seemed so sought after as their 
countrymen all of a sudden. *' The Princess of 
Castelnuovo, and her nephew Colonel Silcote, of 
the Austrian service. Her late husband was an 

Italian rene a thousand pardons." " And who 

is that exquisitely pretty little English girl, in light 
blue satin, who seems to be under the protection of 
Madame the Princess ? " " That is the niece of the 
Prince!«s, Miss Silcote of Silcotes, the great heiress." 
To such effect spoke the foreigners. The English 
conversation of three gentlemen ran somewhat in 
this way. 

These three men had got into a comer together 
accidentally ; and were three rather remarkable 
looking men, though quite young. The tallest of 
the three was a rather pale man, with dark hair 
and very prominent features; the next in height 
was pale also, but very handsome. Both of these 
men looked some ten years older than they were, 
and spoke in a low and deliberate voice, like men 
who had been in some way tamed. The third of 
the group, who always touched the second, was 
stone blind. The first man was^ Charles Ravenshoe, 
the second Austin E}l/ofc, and the third Lord Ed- 



ward Barty. Charles Ravenshoe had met the 
other two here, and they were talking together of 
many things, and lastly of the Princess and her 
nephew. 

" Who are these people, Ravenshoe ? " said Aus- 
tin Elliot, with a ghost of his bright old smile, " and 
why are they holding a court within a court like 
this ? What the dickens are you doing in this 
room ? Why are you here, sir ? Eh ? " 

" Why are you ? " said Charles, laughing. " For 
much the same reason as the rest of us. Because 
we feel guilty on the subject of politics, and wish to 
have the countenance of two celebrated Austrian 
sympathizers." 

"Well, I suppose so. But, once more, who are 
these people ? " 

Lord Edward interposed. "They are most re- 
markable people. L wish I could see the woman." 

" Why f " asked Charles Ravenshoe. 

" Because she is a wonderful woman. I have 
been listening to her conversation, and there is an 
inconsecutive vacuous fatuity about it which has 
both astonished and interested me. What powers 
of lying that woman must have, with that false un- 
marked voice, and that false laugh ? The woman 
laughs carefully in fifths. Don't she show her teeth 
when she laughs ? And are they not fine teeth ? " 

They said, "Yes." 

" A good guess for a man who has never looked, 
on the light of heaven. Let me try another. She 
has either made mischief or will make it, — incon- 
ceivable mischief. Yet I should get to like her if I 
knew her. (^ think I should have guessed that her 
appearance was splendid even if 1 had not ."heard 
every one saying so around me. What is she like, 
Austin ? You know what I mean, though I never 
could get music into your head." 

" Like a solemn anthem of Purcell or Boyce." 

" Tut ! Tut ! Like * Pop goes the Weasel' 
Charles Ravenshoe's wife would have made a better 
hit than that. False music there, but a kind woman. 
A little cracked melody, and no harmony." 

" What do you think of the man ? " asked Austin 
Elliot, looking at Charles Ravenshoe. ' 

" M^rseillais," answered Lord Edward, shortly. 
" Knows how to die, but don't know how to Hve. 
Who is this little girl who is talking with them, evi- 
dently chaperoned by the Princess ? A little girl, 
pretty I hear them say ; weasel-faced, as / should 
guess, with a soprano voice. Might sing up to C 
in alto if her voice lasted, which it won't. Who is 
she?" 

" The Princess's niece. The great heiress, Miss 
Silcote." 

" Heaven help her husband," said the blind man. 
" What a fine mess she and her aunt will make with 
some one before thej have done. Austin ! Austin I 
where are you ? I cannot feel you in the dark, and 
something evil is touching me." 

Austin Elliot caught him by the arm at once, and 
apologized to a square-faced, powerfully-built gen? 
tleman in a court dress, who had accidentally 
touched Lord Edward's elbow. ** Monsieur,'^ he 
exclaimed in French, " was blind, and was apt to be 
nervous at the touch of a stranger." 

Lord Edward Barty struck in at once in the 
same language. " Monsieur is not nervous. But 
Monsieur Knows many more things than people who 
have their sight." 

The courteous stranger nasse.d -^o ^Jcv^ ^s«»:t ^ 
them, and k\va^Tv^YC\o\. \jcyk\iat^^^^«^^^^=«^ 
to task. 
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"My dear Edward, you were very rude to that 



** I don't care," said Lord Edward. " I won't 
have canaille come near me. I live among and lore 
working folks, but I will have no canaille about me." 

" But how can you tell that he was of the ca- 
natUer 

" By his touch, you blind man, if by nothing else. 
By his apologetic shuffling touch : but you cannot 
understand that. Then by his smell ; perhaps you 
can understand that.** 

"My dear Edward, you carry your fancies too 
far. Your beloved workingmen don't smell too 
Bweet on the one hand ; and, speaking of your own 
order, the generation before yours seldom washed 
themselves." 

" I don't care," said Lord Edward. " I only as- 
sert that never since the Norman Conquest has any 
honest English nobleman, or honest English work- 
man, contrived to smell of stale tobacco-smoke, 
brandy, and patchouli as that man 'did. But his 
touch, which you blind folks cannot in your dark- 
ness appreciate, was far worse than his smell. Aus- 
tin, you can tell Ravenshoe that I do not romance 
about my powers of touch. Now let us hear more 
of this wonderful pair, who seem, from the conver- 
sation I have heard, to be Juno and St. Michael at 
feast." 

**I can tell you all about them, except what I 
don't know," said Charles Ravenshoe; "they live 
close to my friend Hainault's place at Casterton. 
To begin with, they are all as mad as hatters." 

" You begin to get interesting already," said Aus- 
tin Elliot. 

** Everybody knows everything about these Sil- 
cotes," continued Charles Ravenshoe ; " but they 
have erected a theory in their family, that nobody 
does ; or, if forced to allow that any one knows any- 
thing, that it is like his impudence. Old Silcote, 
the Squire of Silcotes, is an absolute and preposter- 
ous old Bedlamite, who ought to have been in 
Littlemoor long ago, but he has an excuse for being 
mad. His wife was going on in a sad manner in 
Italy, and he went and fetched her back ; and, after 
he got her home, she tried to poison him, and he 
found it out. She died, — about the best thing she 
could do; and he went mad, — possibly a good thing 
for him. That Princess there, in the ruby velvet 
and opals, is his sister, the most transcendent fool 
in all Europe. She married a Prince Massimo of 
Castelnuovo, who, in 1848, not only turned traitor 
in the most rascally manner to the Italian cause, but 
went off with the young wife of one Count Aurelio 
Frangipanni, whom I know, and who, take him all in 
all, is one of the most perfect people in the world. 

" That Princess there and her young husband lived 
a cat-and-dog life together ov^r this business until 
he died ; after which she sainted him, kept in mourn- 
ing for him, spooned over him, and spoons over him 
to this day. She is a fearful humbug, that woman. 
Well, in consequence of this attempted poisoning 
business, and possibly other things, old Silcote re- 
fused to recognize her son, now developed into a 
Puaeyite parson, and put that curly-pated, empty- 
headed bully. Colonel Silcote, on the throne of the 
Silcotes. But the curly-headed bully would not do. 
He was allowed a thousand a year and spent six. 
He owed ten thousand pounds and would only con- 
fess to three. He was asked to leave the women 
alone, and he promised that he would, and bolted 
with a ballet-dancer the week after. He would not 
do at ADjr rate whatever; the more ao as it was per- 



fectly evident that he had contracted a marriage 
which was binding on him, and, rascal as he was, 
that he was not inclined to incur any of the penal- 
ties for bigamy. 

" Old Silcote now put the Silcote crown on the 
head of his second son by his second wife, who, as I 
am informed by Miss Raylock, refused it with scorn. 
If that is the case," said Charles Ravenshoe, " it is 
the only good I ever heard of him. He is an utter- 
ly narrow-minded prig of the worst Oxford model." 

" The stamp of man who rusticated you, for in- 
stance," said Austin Elliot. 

" Your remark," said Charles Ravenshoe, " is not 
only coarse and impertinent, but falls wide of the 
mark. I am trying to enlarge your little mind, nar- 
rowed into smaller limits than even its natural ones 
by your worship of this new gospel of Free Trade 
and Cobdenism, and you interrupt me with person- 
alities. I wish to tell you about these Silcotes.** 

" You can't deny that you set the College on fire, 
and aimed fourpenny rockets at the Dean's window. 
It was entirely owing to your evil guidance that thav 
quiet creature A<cot got sent down, you old sinner,'* 
replied Austin Elliot. 

" Don't chaff, you two, or at least wait till we get 
home," said Lord Edward. " I am bored here, and 
I want to hear more about these Silcotes. That 
Charles is an old ruffian we all know ; we will get 
more of his confessions out of him, and tell Eleanor 
if he don't go on." 

" Well, then," said Charles Ravenshoe, with a 
broad smile telling sadly of the old Adam spreading 
over his features, " I will. This Miss Silcote, the 
pretty little girl who stands there, shall we have her 
over the coals ? She is not Miss Silcote at all, but 
Miss Anne Silcote. The real Miss Silcote is a Docsl 
Silcote, daughter of the Puseyite parson, who is un- 
der a cloud with his father. The real Miss Silcote 
is most charming, good, and sensible ; this Miss Anne 
Silcote is a vixen. They can't do anything with her 
at all." 

" Is she the daughter of the man who rusticated 
you ? " asked Lord Edward. 

" Of Arthur, I suppose you mean. No, she is not 
the prig's daughter, and he had nothing to do with 
my rustication, which seems the only one of my 
good deeds which my friends appear inclined to re- 
member. She is the daughter of another son who 
died. Arthur of Balliol is not married. He tried 
to train a girl to suit his imperial taste, and she 
nearly met his views. But when, after a year or so, 
he had brought his powerful mind to bear on the 
fact that she had n't got any money, he pitched her 
overboard ; and she, on her part, cut him effectually. 
Immediately after which she came into eight thou- 
sand a year and turned Papist." 

" Bravo ! " said Lord Edward. 

" This Silcote property is actually enormous. 
Hainault, a very safe man and a neighbor of Sil- 
cote's, — from that reason knowing probably more 
of his affairs than the idiotic old Bedlamite does 
himself, — puts it at between forty and fifty thou- 
sand a year. Now it seems very likely that a con- 
siderable number of noses will be put out of joint 
when he dies. II is eldest son and his eldest son's 
children he is not likely to recognize. That ^ully 
of an Austrian colonel standing there before yoa 
has tired his patience out by his dissipation and ex- 
travagance; Arthur of Balliol has rejected the 
crown, and has systematically bullied and insulted 
him. He has an awful tongue, this Arthur. The 
Oxford feUo^B Yr\io ^er^ — " 
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" Rusticated for setting the College on fire,** sug- 
gested Austin Elliot. 

** I shall have to do Tiolence to this man/' said 
CharlesffCAvenshoe ; ^ I shall have to fight a duel 
■with this fellow.* 

There was such a sharp sudden spasm in Austin 
Elliot's fkce as he said this that Uharles Raven- 
fhoe hurried on, cursing inwardly his wandering 
tongue. 

" I shall have to beat this Elliot here, you know, 
1-ord Edward, or tell his wife about his impudence, 
or something of that sort : I know I shall. I resume 
the conversation where he so impertinently inter- 
rupted it. This Silcote of BaUiol has an inexora- 
bly cruel tongue; / know something of what a 
don's ton^e may get to hy constant practice. I 
ought to, if any man ever did. It was said of me 
once that I went into Collections in my usual health, 
and came out looking ten years older, and so gray, 
that I had to send to Spiers for hair-dye. There 
was a nucleus of truth in that, though a small one. 
But they say that there was never such a tongue as 
his. And old Ray — I mean my informant— says 
that he has used his tongue on his father so long, 
that the old fool has shown some glimmerings of 
reason, and got sick of it. So that the money 
Won't go in that direction. We perfectly well know, 
however, in which direction it will go. The old 
fellow, having nothing to do except to swear at his 
grooms and thrash his dogs, found a new amuse- 
ment. There was a certain old school in London, 
St Mary's Hospital, and he, as a governor of it, 
taking up with Arthur's * Young Oxford ' notions, 
got it moved into the country, and made a bank- 
rupt old blackguard, one Betts, treasuret of it, 
Arthur head-master, and went so far in his iniqui- 
tous jobbery as to make his disowned son Algernon 
Second master, as a cheap provision for him. And 
now what has he done to crown all ? Why, picked 
out the brightest and best-looking of the boys in 
that school, and made him his heir." 

I suppose that that is the sort of account which 
will be given of your affairs, my dear reader, even 
in the hands of such a kind and gentle being as 
Charles Ravenshoe, if you persistently decline to 
face the world, and make ridiculous mysteries about 
them, as did Silcote. And I only hope that you 
may get off so easily, but I doubt it. 

A Frenchman had been standing close to Lord 
Edward Barty all this time, and actually touching 
him, but Lord Edward had not objected either to 
his touch or his smell. He was known to both Ra- 
venshoe and Elliot familiarly, and when Charles Ra- 
venshoe had done he nodded his head three times, 
and said, — 

" Tliese histories of families are very charming, 
but, I think, dull. The history of my own family 
would be very interesting, but also, I fear, dull ; 
save in those portions of it which concern myself 
I have listened attentively to my friend Ravenshoe. 
I understand English perfectly, and have gathered 
only the idea that the rrincegs of Castelnuovo yon- 
der was concerned in the poisoning of Ravenshoe's 
aunt, and that his grandfather had left his whole 
estate to a boy from the Lyc^e. These family his- 
tories are only tolerable and interesting in novels. 
I came in here because I was tired of the continual 
Jtauteur of the Austrians, whom we are shortly going 
to tie up in a bag and send northward ; and since I 
have been in here I have seen more than you, my 
Ravenshoe." 

** What have you Been ? " 



" While you have been talking of this Princess, of 
the bread and butter she ate as a child, of the milk 
and water she slopped on the floor in her early 
youth, I have been watching her face, and she has 
seen the Devil." 

" By Jove, she looks as if she had," said Charles. 

" Can you tell," said the Frenchman in a whis- 
per, ** the direction of eyes ? While you were telling 
your stupid old story, I was watching her eyes, ana 
I saw that she saw the Devil. Now in this corner, 
now in that ? Which way are her eyes now ? " 

" Why, they are straight towards us." 

" Then the Devil must \)e close behind us, unless 
we are the Devil, a theory which will not stand ar- 
gument. Thou art no devil, my old foolish Bala- 
klava dragoon, and I am only a devil among the 
ladies ; not in practice, it is only a tradition of your 
nation about ours. Turn, then, and look at the 
devil behind us, who has so paled the Princess in 
the ruby velvet and opals. What makes your blind 
friend impatient ? But there is a smell as of a bil- 
liard-marker." 

Charles and the Frenchman turned together. 
Behind them was the square-set gentleman in the 
English court dress before noticed. The French- 
man laughed and said, ^^ Hah ! my friend, art thou 
this side of the wall, then, this time ? Don't cross 
the centre of the bridge of Buffalora ; the arch has 
given way somewhat, and the bridge might give way, 
and you might fall in the water. Strike out for 
the north side if. you do. There are Italians, and 
may be other canaille, on the other side. And how 
do you find your trade, nay friend ? It is a trade 
"which always has paid, somehow ; and you look 
sleek enough." 

The stout man seemed not over pleased at the 
recognition, and smiled constrainedly. The next 
moment he pushed his way between them, and ad- 
vanced towards the Princess. She in turn advanced 
rapidly towards him, so that they met together some- 
what apart from the other guests ; and the Princess 
was able hurriedly to say, ** To-morrow night, on 
the ramparts, opposite the Kaiser Franz Gasthaus," 
before she led him up smiling to Colonel Silcote, 
and reminded him of his name, which was totally 
unnecessary. 

Tom Silcote looked on him with anything but 
good favor. '* You are a bold bird, Kriegsthurm," 
he said in English. " Have you squared with the. 
government ? " 

" I am in the emploj of his Imperial Majesty, 
colonel. But my name is Schmitz, if I might be al- 
lowed to suggest such a trifle." 

" All right," said Tom Silcote. " Do you know, 
there being no one listening at this moment, not 
even my aunt, that you are, m my humble opinion, 
barely wise in being here, now that you have de- 
clared yourself so very positively on our side. I 
wish you nothing but well, as you know, but I think 
you are indiscreet. I have seen faces about Vienna 
lately, which looked sadly like the old Democratic 
Committee business. One word is as good as a 
dozen to a man like you." 

" I only ask for one word. Have you seen any- 
one you have ever seen before ? Only the one word. 
Not another, on my honor." 

** You shall have it on my honor. Yes." 

Kriegsthurm still looked' pleadingly in Tom Sil- 
cote's face, and Tom Silcote answered., — 

" Could n't do \\»^ o\^ ^^&!OT . ^^\. «s^w V2!^ ^^>^^ 

" "Not t\ie ^T%t\fc\X«t, ^:,^3«Kk^'\'* ^ . . ^j. ^^ 

\ "15o. I>ec%ii^5\4^^xv^l\ ^^^^^^^^^^^^'^^^ 
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-denounce, I should have done so. You go home 
early, and keep in the middle of the street. That is 
all the advice I can give you at present. You have 
made a great mistake in being here, and declaring 
yourself so decidedly on the Tedeschi side. You 
will not be safe from assassination even in London 
now. Remember the Waterloo Bridge business." 

" One word, Colonel. Have you seen more than 
one ? " 

"I am compromising myself; the English are un- 
popular here, and I have not done much to aid our 
popularity. Well, then, yes. More than one, Jby 
my observation. More than three dozen, most like- 
ly. Are you losing your brain and your nerve, that 
you ask me such a question ? Do you not know, — 
you, one of the shiffiest conspirators in Europe, — 
that there is the nucleus of a Democratic Committee 
j,n every Hungarian regiment ? You must have 
gone mad, old fellow, before you came here at all. 
Why the deuce did n't you stay in England ? 
Where is ray aunt?" 

" She is talking with that long-nosed young boo- 
by, Ravenshoe. Time is precious, Colonel. I came 
here to see how things were-going, and I wish that I 
had stayed where I was. I have made a mistake. 
England is the only place for a conspirator. I say 
i wish I had stayed where I was. Well, so I do, for 
some reasons, not for others. You ask me why I 
came here, and I will honestly tell you ; because it 
is the most dangerous place I could have come to. 
The dear old fun of conspiracy is so dear to me, that 
I actually broke with the democratic connection, and 
with the Italian and Hungarian connection, for the 
mei;e fun of doing it, of coming here, and declaring 
for the Tedeschi." 

" You will be murdered," said Tom Silcote. 

" By whom ? " 

" By the democrats. Look at Orsini." 

" He be blowed. He is well out of the way, and 
all his lot. I never encouraged him." 

" You did not stop him, as you could have done." 

** In our trade we never stop any one ; we only 
warn. I warned him ; he insulted me, and called 
me spy ; and I let him go." 

" At the risk of the French Emperor's life. My 
dear friend, there is such a thing as morality," 

" So they say," retorted Kriegsthurm. " I sup- 
pose there is. But we can't recognize it in our 
trade, you know." 

" I suppose not," said Tom Silcote. 

" A few words more, Colonel," said Kriegsthurm. 
" You are terribly in debt, are you not ? " 

«' Pretty well." 

" Aunt's fortune pretty near gone with it, I 
fear ? " 

" / don't know. She gives me plenty of money, 
and never grumbles." 

" / do, though. And I *11 tell you. Your aunt 
has not got above ten thousand pounds left in money 
to bless herself with ; and vou '11 soon get through 
that, you know. But she loves you beyond every- 
thing in this world. You allow that ? " 

*' Dear old girl ! she does. And I love her. Mas- 
ter Conspirator, as dearly as she loves me." 

"Does you credit," said Kriegsthurm. "When 
you, loving her as you do, have finished up her 
money, you will have to begin on her jewels. And 
she has sixty thousand pounds' worth of them. You 
are awfully fond of one another, and love one an- 
other to distraction. How long would that love last 
if you were to ask her to sell one of her jewels for 



" Kriegsthurm, you are the Devil." 
"Very near it, I will allow, thank you. Yoa 
know your aunt, and your aunt's intellect She 
loves you ; but she would see you in Newg^i^e sooner 
than part with a single opal or a single yard of lace. 
I suppose, also, that you know by this time her inex- 
orable obstiaacy. Is what I have been stating the 
truth or is it not?" 

"Go away, aunt. Politics!" said Tom Silcote. 
And the poor Princess, who was coming to them, 
went away again and talked to Lord Edward Barty, 
who afterwards remarked to Austin Elliot that the 
woman smelt well, and that in ordinary conversa- 
tion her voice was by no means objectionable. 

** I will allow to you," said Tom Silcote, " that all 
which you say about my aunt is perfectly true. 
Kriegsthurm, let us be plain. You are a great ras- 
cal, 1 fear ; but you have a wav of inviting confi- 
dence which I never saw equalled. I can under- 
stand your power among these Nationalists and 
Democrats." ' 

Kriegsthurm laughed. 

" I believe that my aunt loves me better than any 
human being, but yet I know that she would die of 
starvation, and see me die at her side, sooner than 
part with one of her gewgaws. Why ? " 

" Because she is as mad as a March hare," an- 
swered Kriegsthurm. "You Silcotes, one and all 
of you, have just stopped on the verge of madness, 
and even she has not legally overstepped it. There 
are many such families ; and they are generally, — 
I should say almost always, — brilliant and success- 
ful. It has not been the case in your family, I allow, 
because you seem to have arrived at that average 
when you are both too sane and too mad for success. 
All that is the matter with your aunt is, that she is 
the fool of the family, — the maddest of the whole 
lot. Just look at her, will you ? Look at her fran- 
tic extravagance fn. dress, and look at her curious 
investment in jewels. No one ever saw before such 
a quaint combination of extravagance and prudence. 
Of money, — and, indeed, of money's worth, — she 
knows little or nothing ; but she understands jewels, 
and her" hoarding instinct takes the form of jewels. 
Her human instincts take the form of sainting her 
late husband (as bad a rogue as me) and loving you. 
But she would see you in Newgate before she would 
sell a diamond for you, and you know it." 

" Well, leave my aunt alone." 

" For the present," said Kriegsthurm. " She is 
mad, and Lhave made a mint of money out of her 
folly. Such men as you and I, Colonel, needn't 
mince matters togejther. We know too much for 
that. What I am driving at, as a practical man, is 
this. She will spend cash on you till it is all gone ; 
but then?" 

"I have my profession, and my position as an 
Austrian colonel." 

" O if you svvells would only speak out I Just 
once in a way for change." 

" Well, then, I confess that, if I was reduced to 
my pay, I should have to live closer than I should 
like." 

" Pre-cisely. Now, to prove that I am more of a 
business man than yourself, what will you stand, if, 
through my instrumentality, you were installed as 
master of Silcotes, with forty thousand a year ? " 

" I think," said reckless Tom, " that I would 
stand a thousand a year." 

" Good ! That is what you would stand. Now 
what would you stick at, — murder ? " 

" 1 skouXd slick at mwT^ex, ^^^ivi^^H^. In fact, if 
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you will gather the impudence to repeat the propo- 
sition, I will kick you out of the room, as a general 
measure, not in the least regarding consequences. 
I confess myself an ass, — my life lias proved it; 
and I know you to be a great rascal, — your life has 
proved it. And again to turn the prt)position over, 
I am little better than a rascal, and you most as- 
suredly are an ass, to have hinted such a thing to 
me." 

** Who is the ass ? ** said Kriegsthurm, scornfully. 
** There are but two of us here talking together, 
and one of us is an ass, and it is not myself. You 
speak to me as though I proposed murder. I did 
nothing of the kind. I asked you only whether 
you would stick at murder to gain Silcotes. Would 
you ? I do not believe that you would. See here, 
Colonel. I am getting old, and shall some day, 
when my vitality is less, get tired of the old politi- 
cal conspiracies. And they lead to nothing; at 
least to nothing I care about I shall want a new 
splierc for my talents. If I can get you Silcotes, 
will you give me a thousand a year ? ** 

"1 should like Silcotes, well enough,'* answered 
the Colonel, " but it is beyond your power. And, 
after this singular escapade of yours in coming to 
Vienna and declaring for us, you are safe no- 
where." 

" I will bet you," said Kriegsthurm, " that I am 
back in London in six months, with the full confi- 
dence of the whole National and Democratic parties 
in Europe, if you like, in spite of my present indis- 
cretion and declaration. You don't know what fools 
those Continental Democrats are." 

" Well, walk in the middle of the street while 
you are here. As for Silcotes, if you can ever 
show me that you got me Silcotes, you shall have 
your thousand a year off the rent roll. But we are 
goinir to fight ; and — who knows ? " 



* You are going to fight, Colonel, and are going 
to get beat x ou will have had soldiering enough 
after this bout" 

" Groing to get beat, hey," thought Colonel Sil- 
cote. " If you ever spoke the truth in your life, 
you spoke it then." 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

THE BAMPARTS. 

It was a very calm spring night, and the ram- 
parts were very quiet. The scent which came firom 
the fast subsiding Danube was no longer the coarse, 
rough smell of mud, but the oxygenated scent of 
fiesh springing vegetation. Nature was hastening 
to repair the damage of her winter's ill-tem^r ; but 
certain traraplings of sentries and guards more nu- 
merous than usual, and, more than those, the low, 
growling rumble of the wagons of the military 
train already creeping southward, showed clearly 
enough to those who had ears which could under- 
stand sounds, that man was about to begin his career 
of destruction as soon as nature was peaceful enough 
to allow him. 

It was a wide rampart, from which you saw a 
plain, and beyond very quiet, peaceful hills. A very 
quiet and peaceful wind came quietly from those 
bills across the river, and raised a few whispers in 
the trees upon the rampart The country there is 
not a cruel country. Nature is more tha0 half kind ; 
it is only plagued by kin^ and dynasties. The 
people are aguiel^ hw-fearmg people enough, com- 



ing of a good stook ; and the land is a better land 
than one half the United States or nine tenths of 
Australia. But they are plagued by dynastic tra- 
ditions, and so it is an uneasy land, and a land al- 
most as ill to live in, for all its beauty, as Calabria 
with its constantly recurring earthquakes. 

However, at this time of night the Emperor 
was asleep or dancing, and the gentle wind came 
pjeagefuUy and kindly from the hills beyond the 
river. It said nothing of the things which it had 
seen there, of the students who had defended that 
very place in 1849; nothing of the entrance of 
gaudy honest Jellachich ; noniing of the midnight 
fusilades which followed it It had never known, or 
it had forgotten. It merely wandered like a gentle 
hand over the face of our old friend the Princess, 
and said quietly, " Peace ! " 

And she heard it : low as her instincts were, she 
heard that. The world and her life had always 
been to her an ugly great confusion, which she felt, 
more by instinct than by reason, that she could not 
set right, — a confusion of hopjelessly tangled iron 
cordage, with here and there a silver wire. She had 
always seized the end of these silver wires, and with 
weak hands, but with the obstinacy of a mule, had 
tried to unravel them from the mass of inexorable 
iron cordage which was too strong for her. In oth- 
er words, sne was a feeble, almost silly woman, who 
had been educated by washy Continental politicians 
of a certain school not entirely unrepresented in our 
model country, until she believed that intrigue was 
strength. " Leave my aunt alone," said Colonel 
Silcote. Well, we will, when we have done with 
her. We must notice these things, however. She 
never knew what she was going to do next. There 
were two or three things in this world which she 
wanted done, and would %ht to the death to get done. 
Beyond these things she had no policy whatever ex- 
cept this, — opposition : the putting of spokes in all 
kinds of wheels which seemed to be turning, for 
fear the circle should not come round in the way in 
which she wished it. Not having any intellect, and 
knowing it ; only wishing for a few things, and 
knowing that also, her policy was obstructive. She 
denied everything to which she did not see her way, 
and only admitted the facts which would serve her 
small purposes provisionally. 

The poor fool had been a child once, and was 
getting oldish and childish again now. She had al- 
ways been blindly striving against some things she 
understood, and others which she did not, but only 
dreaded because she could not understand. She 
had striven, for instance, with the utmost persisten- 
cy, in the saving of her own character, and had 
saved it: had spent her cash (while she hoarded 
her jewels) for Colonel Silcote; and had striven 
blindly and persistently against all strangers, and 
all strange ideas, lest the fact that she was the prox- 
imate cause of the ruin of her brother's life should 
in any way become known' to her brother. 

She had been, always blindly restless, and now 
she began to want peace and oblivion, — an escape 
from Si this miserable confusion which was getting 
deeper confounded on her day by day. Her case 
was very pitiable. Thirty years or more of her life 
had been framed more or less on a frightful lie, the 
full iniquity of which she had only learnt recently. 
She had spent the most of her money. Her terror 
of her brother^s learning the truth was as strong ais. 
ever; and she desired ^ftacfc^ — ^s^a^ xa ^rr.'w^ 
the coiis^q\ieT!L<(^Q& o^ Vet o^xw SsJ\^ , ^ 

Some eaca.^^ «uu^ %o\aa ^'^ ^^"^^ ■>^^-^^N.\fc^^^ 
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maa as she was, she had brains eii^ough to see that 
^ome people, in this world at leattf escape from the 
consequences of their own actioDii . She hoped she 
might be one of those lucky peopl«i~;^d she prayed 
for it The Popish form of Christian faith began to 
have great attractions for her, as it had had for Miss 
Lee under very different circnmstances. They 
promised peace, and she wanted peace. She had 
prestige and position as the principal Protestant 
lady m Vienna. But the Jesuits promised* her 
greater things ; and the Jesuits are good paymasters. 
They give what they promise. They give peace to 
fools. 

She wanted peace. She had been fearfully indis- 
creet with Sir Godfrey Mallory, in the very old 
times, and she had allowed Kriegsthurm to blind 
her brother, of whom she was terribly afraid, by in- 
nuendoes against Silcote's own wife. 1 have done my 
business ba3ly, if you have not understood this be- 
fore. This was a terrible crime. Poor, gentle, good 
Mrs. Silcote would have died from this accusation 
alone if it had been ever made to her. But she 
died a perfectly puzzled woman, entirely without 
knowledge or suspicion of evil She had been very 
carefully brought up, and the idea of unfaithfulness 
to her husbana was one which she never could have 
understood. And our. crazy old Squire, the same 
dim suspicion of unfaithfulness had maddened him 
(as far as he could be maddened) at once. It was 
inconceivable to him, as it is to us, and as it was to 
Mrs. Thomas, when he told her of it But he be- 
lieved it, it was so well put 

By whom ? By Kriegsthurm, a man who knew 
the art of conspiracy. The Princess had trusted the 
whole business to his management ; he was a thor- 
ough-going man, and she paid him well, and he went 
ia little beyond his instructions. 

His excuse to the Princess of Castelnuovo was 
this : that his instructions were vague^ and that he 
had to act on his private judgment ; that something 
stronger was wanted to counteract Silcote's uxori- 
ousness to his wife than mere vague accusations; 
that he took stronger measures. 

She had always dreaded to ask him what he had 
done ailer she saw the terrible consequences of it. 
But a short time before, he, for the purpose of show- 
ing her how deeply they were committed together, 
had told her the whole wicked story, and she had 
fled from him in terror. 

O that he were dead, or that she were dead! 
She was a kind, a very kind, woman in her way. 
The distress of others was unbearable to her. And 
now that she had at last realized what had really 
been done through her means her terror and distress 
were extreme. To-night, in this quiet place, for 
the first time since sne had known everything, 
she had got into a soder and gentler mood. M- 
ter a few turns up and down, she bent her head 
down upon the parapet and wept bng and bit- 
terly. 

The gentle wind blowing over the graves of the 
piled thousands of slain at Aspern told of peace and 
rest in quiet country churchyards, where the dead 
keep one another solemn company through low 
whisperings of the summer night How calm all 
those dead lay out there at Aspern, Austrian and 
Frenchmen I — 

Her quiet and gentle meditations were in- 
terrupted, and her face ^ew hard, and poten- 
tially wicked again, Knegsthurm stood beside 
Jier, 



CHAPTEB XXXIX. 

THBT M AKB AIX KINDS OF PLANS. 

" Confound and confuse the dogs 1 " (it waa 
something worse in reality,) cried out the Squire, 
picking himself up from among them ; " I nave 
broken my arm." 

He had not, to relieve the reader's anxiety. All 
that had happened was this. He had been going 
through an interview with his steward, stud-grooiu, 
and butler in his study, and had got into a most 
abominable temper with all three of them for no 
earthly reason. He had lef^ them, scolding, and 
had scolded so loud (gone away " hobbling and cuss- 
ing,'' said the butler), that the bloodhounds had 
heard him coming, and had prepared to welcome 
him by standing and snuifing at the door by which 
they knew he would enter. Consequently Silcote, 
bursting into the hall in King Cambyses' vein, tripped 
up over the foolishest and boldest puppy, and came 
headlong down among three hundred weight and 
three hundred pounds* worth of useless and stupid 
dog-flesh, and hurt his elbow. The dogs immediate- 
ly licked his face ; all except the junior dog, who 
was damaged by his fall, and boo-whooped away 
with his grievance into the chimney-corner. 

" I wish the confounded dogs were dead," he said, 
raising himself up. ^* TTiei/ are eating me out of 
house and home, and I am bein^ swindled and 
cheated out of house and home. I have broken my 
arm, I hope. I should like to have broken my arm ; 
it would give me prestige again. I wish I had the 
typhus fever; they would all come flocking back 
again fast enough then, to see about the will. I 
am perfectly certain that I am being cheated right 
and Icfl by those three, but I can't prove it, and they 
ain't a bit afraid of me. I never should get a civd 
word from any of them now, even if any of them 
were here ; but they have all run away from me. I 
have hurt that puppy, though. I must go and see 
afler him. Ban 1 fian ! What is it, old fellow ? 
Hang the dog, he is sneaking away 1 Go to Italy, 
you ungrateful whelp ! Lor, how foolish I have been 
on the whole ! " 

" You never said a truer word than that," said 
Mrs. Tom's voice at his elbow. She had heard him 
scolding along the passages, and was advancing to 
open the door for him, when he burst in, and tum- 
bled over the dogs. 

" Hallo ! " said he looking somewhat foolish ; " so 
you are there. Madam Tongue, are you ! " 

" Here I am, tongue and all," she replied, " with 
a very ugly black crow to pick with you. Squire." 

" Well, go on, then, and pick it," said Silcote ; 
" you are all against me now. Go on. Scold youiv 
self into quiescence, like any other woman ; if you 
scold yourself into hysterics, I '11 not raise a hand to 
bring you out of them." 

** Don*t be ungentlemanlike," said Mrs. Tlv>mas. 
" I don't allow it. Keep your temper for your dogs. 
I will have none of it." 

*^ So you have turned against me, haxre you ? " 

" Yes, strongly. You have decei^jajii me grossly.** 

" You are one of the most perjjfectly foolish per- 
sons," said Silcote, *^ that I ever ijf^eft ia my life." 

Her own habit of " hitting o^f retorted on her- 
self so singularly, made her jiptase in answering. 
Before she answered he wa«^ n^ her agun. 

" You love to call me A fool. It keeps your 
tongue in order. But in^^ my woret times I never 
was so foolish as you. /Z,i|^ew tlMfc you had come 
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into this £ 4,000 a year some time ago, but I kept 
the knowledge of it from you. I loved you, and I 
love you ; but you have no seltlementSy and he could 
use it. And he would gamble it away in less than 
a year. He is in the Austrian army, and — they 
are going to fight." 

" I ou would not have him dead ? " she asked, and 
began walking rapidly up and down the hall. 

" Not I. I only reminded you that he will have 
the spending of your money, and will spend it; and 
then your boy will be dependent entirely on me, 
who am half-fool and half-madman, according to 
your account You and your boy are, in reality, at 
my mercy if you declare yourself. And then you 
irritate me, and make me dangerous." 

" How often am I to teli vou that I am not afraid 
of you. I see that it was in kindness to me that 
vou practised this deceit on me, and advised my 
trother to do the same. Well, I forgive you ; let 
there be peace." 

" I have no objection," growled the Squire. " / 
don't want to have any row. I act for the best, 
and then I catch it It is a grateful world, this. 
I have let my servants do pretty much as they 
please, and I know I am being cheated right and 
left." 

" Serves you right for tempting them. You had 
much better leave this for a time and come with me, 
to help me in my work." 

" What may that be ? " 

** Trying to reclaim my husband, and righting the 
memory of your wife." 

"Giving four thousand a year to a gambler to 
spend, and disinheriting your own son. For, if mat- 
ters are cleared up, Algernon is my heir. In such 
an utterly foolish errand you are quite right to select 
the greatest fool of your acquaintance ; and I am that 
fool. I am complimentea by your selection, and 
join you with pleasure." 

" Had not you better go to bed for a few hours ? " 

"Why?" 

" Because you are in one of those fits of silly cyni- 
cal ill-temper which the folks hereabouts cail your 
'dark moods.' Try and sleep it off. Go to bed, 
that *s a dear child, do ; and I will put a paper of 
lollipops under his pillow against he wakes, pretty 
thing. Now, do go to bed, like a good little 
boy.^ 

There must be some truth in some kinds of homoe- 
opathy, — though in this case the dose was any- 
thing but infinitesimal, — for the effect of her sar- 
castic scorn matched against his was most beneficial. 
The humor displayed on both sides was small, but 
hers neutralized his. He stamped up and down for 
about a minute, and then, saying aloud, *' Confound 
the woman I I would have disinherited Tom ten 
years sooner if I had known he had married such a 
shrew," looked up at her laughing. 

She knew when she had gained her object, and 
when to stop. She laughed also, and 'said, with 
only the ghost of an emphasis on the " now " (she 
was too much of a woman to forego that)^ — 

" Now, my dear father-in-law, we will talk busi- 
ness." 

To which he answered, " I will do everything you 
can possibly desire if you will only stay by me. I 
mast not part firom you." 

** You shall not Let nothing part us. My duty 
is with you, Silcote ; but there are conditions ; nay, 
only one." 

** Let us haye it" 

" That we two do light, nothing but right, and 



most inexorably ri^ht, in following out our bargain; 
and that we utteny disregard consequences of all 
sorts and kinds." 

The Squire loitered into the porch, and she fol- 
lowed him for her answer. 

" How splendid the crocuses are this spring," be 
said first ; " and that daphne too, in full bloom so 
early. Do you know the scent of tlie daphne : the 
most rich, glorious, overpowering scent in the 
world, to which that of the magnolia seems like a 
grocer's spices ? How do the storms and frosts of a 
bitter northern winter develop such a pure sweet as 
that ? " 

" Tolerable as a half-thought," said Mrs. Thomas. 
" Better in intention than m expression. Go, cut 
me a sprig of it, and bring back your answer with 
it" 

He went, smiling, and did as she told him. He 
held the beautiful pink, rich-scented bough to her 
face, and as he did so kissed her' on her forehead, 
and said, " I agree." 

" Let me understand to what." 

" To the righting of all previous wrongs without 
regard to consequences.' To doing the right hence- 
forth. On a condition." 

" What condition ? " 

"That you are not to dictate exactly what is 
right and what is wrong without consultation with 
me." 

" Well," she said, " I will agree to that for two 
reasons. The first is, that if you allow discussion I 
shall alwa^rs have my own way, and the second is 
that the difference between right and wrong was 
settled immovably before Adam and Eve appeared 
on the Earth, and that you and I know the differ- 
ence between them, which some don't. I have * 
another thing to say to you." 

"Well?" 

" I wish to be very tender and delicate about it, 
dear Silcote, but I am a coarse and rough-spoken 
woman. I spoke roughly to you about it m my 
room at St. Mary's a little while ago, but I will 
speak roughly to you no more. We are allied. 
You wish your wife righted, and you wish to know 
yourself that she is righted** 

The poor old fellow leant against the porch, and 
looked out into the woods for a little time before he 
answered. 

" I think so. I think that I could bear the hor- 
rible burden of my most hideous and ghastly mistake 
better if it was demonstrated to me by undoubtable 
evidence. I think so. I am a lawyer, and have 
been accustomed to examine evidence, and the evi* 
dence against her was frightfully strong. Your sen- 
timental special pleading has done more than make 
me doubt ; I have acquitted her often and often, 
but not alwavs. In my darker moods I doubt again. 
I think that 1 would rather have it cleared up with* 
out doubt ; so that she and I might stand clear, the 
one before the other : that I might ask her forgive- 
ness with no cloud of doubt between us. In my 
present mood, while I am with you, I believe her to 
oe an innocent, deeply-wronged woman ; and I wiah 
her proved so — in my present mood." 

" But we are going to have none of the old moods, 
Silcote, are we ? " 

" None 1 None I But, you see the namelesi 
misery and despair which the clearing of her 
character would -* would be confounded — toUl 
bring on me. She wo<\ t.ic>i&\.<^^ \Ki \£w^^ ^^ \K:\i.^R^ 
her8e\£ to m^, wi^ \ m\a\«BcfeW««. ^^xv ^^7*"=^ 
der ^bal 1 n^oqX. ^o\« \tfi\3vfe ^\x«^"^ '^'^ ^'^^^ ^*^ 
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through ? But I will go through with it — if you 
will only stay by me — to the death." 

" God help you, my poor Silcote ! God help 
you I Do you never pray ? ** 

" Not I. / pray ? I 'II pray to her for forgive- 
ness." 

" Could you not cast yourself on God ? *' 

" I am too old, I expect. I did not begin soon 
enough, I suppose." 

" It is not too late." 

" You are a good woman, but women don't under- 
stand that sort of thing. Arthur is the priest of the 
family. I had him bred for it. When I want a 
prieit I *11 send for Arthur, and endure his tongue, 
which is a sharp one. I paid for his education as a 

Sriest, and I have a right to his services. I don't 
ke the amateur style of business at all, neither in 
law nor divinity. An attorney's clerk may air his 
opinions before a police magistrate with success, 
just as you may have your amateur notions about 
theology. But Arthur has eaten his dinners, so to 
speak, and you haven't. In either of the three 
professions of Law, Physic, or Divinity, 1 go in for 
the regular practitioner against the quack." 

" We must leave this greatest business of all 
alone, then, for the present, and trust to God. 
Now, have you any proofs ? Will you put them 
in my hands ? May I open this black box in your 
bedroom ? " 

** You may go and get it." 

" You are not angry with me again ? " 

"May God bless you, my dear. I angry with 
you ? Go and get the box, and let us * have it 
over." 

She went, and returned with a little black de- 
spatch-box. Silcote was gone when she returned, 
but soon came back, explaining that he had been 
for the key. It was a rusty key, not used appar- 
ently for a long time. He opened the box with it, 
and the box was empty ! 

They looked at one another for a few moments 
in blank astonishment, and then Mrs. Thdmas 
Silcote burst out laughing. Silcote himself 
did not laugh, but looked seriously and sadly at 
her. 

She. laughed long and heartily, und when she 
spoke, said, "Laugn with me, my dear father-in- 
law, I pray you. There is serious work before us, 
which we must see out together ; but laugh now at 
the absurd side of the business, just once in a way. 
You and I shall not have much to laugh at for a 
long time : let us laugh at this." 

" I cannot." 

•* / can, and 1 11 tell you why. Because here is 
the darkest, deepest mystery of all : this great Sil- 
cote complication come to an end in an empty 
morocco despatch-box with a morocco lining, and 
nothing at all in it. This is the denouement of the 
great Silcote plot or mystery 'which has darkened 
and rendered useless your life for forty years or so. 
It was through this that you took to keeping your 
bloodhounds, now as amiable and as foolish as your- 
self. It was through this that you cut yourself oif 
fi*om society, and made yourself a marked man in 
the county, delighting in your evil name with all 
the ostentation of a real Silcote (roturiers as you 
are). This is the very box on whrch you told me 
the Devil danced every night as soon as you put out 
your candle. What a clever devil it must have 
been to dance on the empty box, while you were 
routing in bed, and maddeDing yourself about its 



" Steady with that tongue of yours, my dear," 
said Silcote. " Steady ! Steady ! " 

" I beg pardon," she said ; ** I beg a hundred par- 
dons. 1 thought I had got it in order, but you see 
I have not as yet My excuse is, that anything 
theatrically false irritates me, as far as I can be irri- 
tated. Your life has been a theatrically false one, 
and I laugh when I see that it gets a little ridicu- 
lous in the end. Well, well. There is work before 
the pair of us, and I will curb my tongue ; and I 
will not laugh any more. With regard to this pre- 
posterous box, on which the Dev3 danced : what 
was in it ? " 

" The letter which accused my wife of trying to 
poison me." 

" Hah ! and it is there no longer," said Mrs. 
Thomas. " What a thing for a play I And what 
was this document like ? " 

" I will tell you something," said Silcote. 

" Do," she said, " and I will laugh no more. The 
farce of the thing is over, and the tragedy is com- 
ing. You and I shall want all our wits. My daily 
thoughts reappear in my nightly dreams, and al- 
ways I see the white trampled under by the red and 
blue." 

** But the white will win this time." 

" No, no." 

" We ought to be *here, daughter, if you think 
so." 

" We ought to be there, father, for I do think so. 
What is this * something ' which you were goinij to 
tellme?" 

" About this accusation which was in that now 
empty box. It was clumsily forged to imitate my 
sister, the Princess's handwriting. / always knew 
it was not hers, but I suspected ^he had something 
to do with it ; that is the reason of our estrange- 
ment." 

" And of the bloodhounds, and, to put it mildly, 
of your behavior to society generally. If you had 
gone in for writing a play or a novel, I can conceive 
that you might have resorted to a ridiculous sort of 
mystery. As it is you are without excuse. Why 
did you not have it out with her like a man V But 
I am dumb. I promised to curb my tongue, and I 
will." 

" At what particular period of the future," growled 
out Silcote, ** do you mean to curb your tongue ? I 
should like to know, because, if you would fix the 
date, I would deprive myself of the pleasure of your 
company till it came due. If you will stop your 
tongue, — not that I hope for any such happiness, 
— I will tell you the remainder of my something." 

" Gro on. 1 will be quiet." 

** Do. Well, then, my poor sister has stolen this 
accusation from me. She has thought that I be- 
lieved that it was really in her handwriting, and she 
has violated my despatch-box and carried it away. 
Do you understand ? " 

"I do not understand. I am neither a novelist, a 
barrister, nor aplay-writer, and I do not understand. 
I know tliis. That you, who as a lawyer ought to 
have made air things clear, seem in your particular 
Way to have confounded things more deeply. Your 
foolish sister has scarcely with her active mendacity 
confounded things more than you have by your fool- 
ish reticence. But we ought to go and see after it, 
you and I. A woman who could rob her brother's 
despatch-box is capable of a good deal of mischiei. 
You and I ought to go and look after matters." 

" You have teat for your cousin here, have you / 
I not?" 
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** Yes. I thoujTbt it best. I can't trust you out 
of my siffht. Ikfiss Lee comes to-morrow or next 
day. Where is Arthur? We must not have a 
meeting here. Is he really gone abroad ? ** 

" Yes, he is actually gone. He is really ill. Dr. 

F has sent him to Boppart. He wanted to 

stick to his work at the school, but Dt-. F would 

not have it. If you and I go south, we must pick 
him up by the way. Arthur irritates and bullies me 
at times, but I love Arthur and you better than any 
others in the world. As for Thomas, your hus- 
band, my dear, he has worn my love out, as he did 
yours." 

" I don't know that" said she ; " there are some 
people so intensely agreeable that they may sin till 
seventy times seven. There are but few of them, 
and you are not one ; but I doubt Tom is." 

A very few words are necessary to explain that 
the legal recognition of Mrs. Thomas Silcote as Mrs. 
Sugden was easily made, and that Miss Lee received 
her cousin with open arms. Silcote had rather 
fought shy of meeting his daughter-in-law for a 
short time, in consequence of the little deceit he 
had used towards her, and, when he did, there came 
the explanation recorded above. 



CHAPTER XL. 

BUT, FINDING THEMSELVES RATHER COMFORTABLE, 
DAWDLE ABOUT THEIR EXECUTION. 

"How do I look?" said the Squire to Mrs. 
Thomas, as they walked together up and down the 
hall, waiting for the arrival of Miss Lee. 

" You don't look as well as I expected. You look 
something like a very pugnacious Quaker, and still 
more like a prize-fighter who has turned Quaker. 
The change is not a success." 

" It was your suggestion." 

" I am aware of it, but the cleverest of us make 
mistakes at times. They are not a success, and 
must be changed. Give them to the butler." 

** They cost six pounds, you know." 

" That is a matter of indifference. I will not 
have you look like a radical grocer. The old gray 
smallclothes and gaiters were better, bad as they 
•were. You ought to know how to dress like an or- 
dinary gentleman, but you don't." 

" Go on." 

" I am going on, if you will not interrupt me. I 
wanted you to look well to-day, and you are a per- 
fect figure. Wh6n I told you to get a suit of dark 
clothes from your London tailor, I did not mean 
you to come out like a tee-total share-jobber. You 
look as if you had been * dressed by a coatumier^ not 
by a real tailor. Did you get your clothes from 
if athan's ? You don't know how ill they become 
you. I take all the blame, however. She is nearly 
due now." 

Mrs. Thomas had persuaded, or rather ordered, 
the Squire to dress himself in a way becoming to 
his age ; and he had followed her advice: The re- 
sult was such as she described it. She was possibly 
slightly acid in temper over this failure in her judg- 
ment ; the more so, perhaps, because her law of in- 
exorable honesty bound her to confess it 

Very soon after one of the Squire's newest car- 
riages came whirling up the drive, and pulled up at 
the door. This contained Miss Lee hersel£ Her 
maid, her man (sedatest of men^, her boxes, and 
the rest of her ^oods were coming in a separate 
spring-cart appomted for such purposes. In this 
carriage was only hereelf and a few of her more in- 



dispensable surrounding, — such as her muff, her 
magazine (Fraser% — Macmillan's ' had not yet 
beamed on the world), and a travelling-bag with 
gold fittings, for which she had given a hundred 
guineas or so, and without which she could no more 
travel than could poor Marie Antoinette without 
her ivory and rosewood nicessaire, * 

No more sliding in the streets now. Miss Lee ; no 
more talking to the policemen; no more buying 
periwinkles m the street, and eating them with a 
pin as you walked along ; no more skirmishing and 
fighting with the pupils. She had accepted her 
new position so cleverly and so well that it had be- 
come a part of herself. The real Miss Lee was the 
splendid heiress ; the old boisterous governess was 
but a sort of eidolon, which had been allowed for 
purposes to represent on "Sarth the real article wi^h 
the gold-topped dressing-bag. Nothing remained 
of the old one but her splendid beauty, her old in- 
dependent ways which enabled her to do without 'a 
companion, and a habit of looking somewhat stead- 
ily at any person, either male or female, whom 
she wished to examine, without always considering 
what their thoughts on the subject might be : which 
last habit made some folks call her bold-looking. 
These were the only remains now visible of the 
periwinkle-and-policeman period. 

The Squire — who was a gentleman, or at all 
events believed himself to be so — was greatly to be 
pitied on this occasion. He had been carefully 
warned by his daughter-in-law that Miss Lee — 
whatever she might have been at one time, however 
much she might have degraded herself by being a 
governess in the Silcote family — had been bom 
and bred a lady, and was now a very fine lady in- 
deed. Silcote, with the continually-growing, sneak- 
ing consciousness on him of having made a fool of 
himself for nearly forty years, remembered that he 
had not met a lady for all that time in familiar in- 
tercourse. He hsid cast it over in his mind how he 
should behave to her, and had come to the conclu- 
sion that it should be the Grandison heavy father, 
with a dash of the fine old English country gentle- 
man. He had dressed for the part, and had so far 
rehearsed the part as to put his hands in his waist- 
coat pockets, stretch his legs apart, and feel himself 
prepared, when the emergency came, to talk in a 
voice like that of Mr. Paul Bedford, in what is 
called, I believe, a " genteel part." He had dressed 
for that part under his daughter-in-law's directions, 
and thought that he could get through it very well, 
but just as he was, so to speak, going to walk on the 
stage, this faithless woman had taken all the wind 
out of his sails, and utterly ruined his nerve, by 
telling him that he looked like a prize-fighting 
Quaker : which might be true, but was not agree- 
able. 

Still, he determined to go through with his rcile. 
Feeling as if he was dressed in his butler's clothey, 
he advanced to the carriage door to receive Miss 
Lee. And it may seem curious to an unthoughtful 
person. Miss Lee took him for his butler, looked 
calmly over the top of his head, handed him her' 
hundred guinea travelling-bag, dismounted, and 
said, — 

" Show my people where to put my things when 
they come. Take that couvre-pieds out of the car- 
riage, will you ? Don *t let it go into the stable- 
yawl. Are your master, or Mrs. Morgan, at houoA 1 *' 

For Mrs. Mor^i&.\i '^^j^ TiQ\. ^^^^X. ^MCkSsss»s5.<6^ -^^^^s^ 
TVvomaa S\\(io\A. ^ , ^ ^^ 
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and in good*humor immediately. Mrs. Thomas 
beard the dialogue, and joined in the joke. 

" M/ master is at home, Miss/' said the Squire, 
'* as also is Mrs. Morgan. There are no further or- 
ders, Mise ? *• 

" I think not," said Miss Lee. " My man is to go 
into the steward's room, not into the servants' hsdl. 
My maid, of course, goes into the housekeeper's 
room. That is all, I think. Where is your mis- 
tress, — I mean, where is Mrs. Morgan ? Do these 
great dogs, which your master chooses to keep, 
&te ? " 

** No, Miss," said Silcote ; " do nothing but sleep 
now. Sometimes they get the steam up sufficiently 
to bark, but not often." 

" Drive them back. My dear creature " (to Mrs. 
Thomas who approached), " how are you ? Make 
the butler drive these dogs away. And where is 
Grandp^re le Terrible. And how is he getting on V 
And how are you ? " 

" Drive your dogs off, butler," said Mrs. Tom, 
laughing, " and come in, my dear. This buder here 
is a character, and we allow him all kinds of liber- 
ties. You must know him better. I assure you he 
IS a character." 

"He looks very stupid," said Miss Lee, not in- 
tending him to hear her; but he heard her, not- 
withstanding. His eyes twinkled with fun (ex- 
cuse a worn-out old simile, it will serve our pur- 
pose), and he was going to say something funny, but 
did not, because Mrs. Thomas anticipated him. 

" He is very stupid, my dear," she said aloud. 
" His stupidity is a plague to us. But ought you 
not to see Silcote ? " 

" I suppose I must I dread it of all things, but 
I suppose I must, sooner or later. He has a dread- 
ful tongue, I am told." 

" He has a terrible tongue. It is a terrible thing 
to offend Silcote. Here he is." 

Silcote came up, and bowed to Miss Lee. 
"Bless you, sir," she said, "I always thought that 
you were such a terrible* person. I don't fancy that 
1 shall be a bit afraid ot you. I took you ror the 
butler." 

" My bark is worse than my bite, Miss Lee." 

" He is all bark and no bite," said Mrs. Thomas. 

" And I have a dutiful daughteivin-law, Miss Lee, 
who holds me up to ridicule on every occasion," said 
Silcote. 

" And he has a tongue which does not always tell 
the exact truth," said Mrs. Thomas. *' I never hold 
bim up to ridicule, save when he makes himself 
ridiculous." 

" Do you know," said Miss Lee, " that you two 
people seem to me already to spar a great deal too 

" We shall finish our sparring when we are both 
in the churchyard, but our love will live on," said 
Silcote. 

" That may be," said Miss Lee, " but I don't like 
sparring myself. If you go on eternally wearing at 
the outside edge of love, you may get to the love 
some day, and kill that, I don^t say that it will 
happen between such a pair of rhinoceroses as you 
two; I don't think it ever will. But it is a bad 
babit, this sparring. I am going to live with you, 
and I wish to say that you ought to leave it off to- 
wards one another, and (jertainly never try it on me." 

" But we love one another, the father and I," 
, said Mrs. Thomas. 

**You do at present You. have not seen one 
saotlwr much, you know, &ud you have both bad 
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your troubles. You have been thrown together with 
every chance of boins hearty, mutually assistant 
friends for life. Ani J come here, and I have not 
been ten minutes in the house before I find you whet- 
ting your tongues a^inst one another, to see which 
tongue is sharpest. Believe me that it is utter folly." 

" lou speat well, cousin," said Mrs. Thomas. 
" Where did you learn this ? " 

*' Have you studied shrewdness of tongue, that 
you have lost shrewdness of brain? I have told 
you everything." 

" You mean Arthur." 

" I mean Arthur. I loved that man until he wore 
through the outside crust of my love. I submitted 
to him and flattered him, — what could I do else ? 
he was the noblest creature I had ever seen, — un- 
til he wore through the outside crust of my love with 
his bitter sharp speech, the speech of the Silcotes' 
Squire, and got to the core of my love, a love which 
came from the admiration of his innate nobleness ; 
I can express it no better. My soul was his for a 
time ; what did he do with it ? Everything I did 
wrong was wrong without excuse : everything I did 
right was done from contemptible motives, which he 
analyzed in the bitterest manner. There is your grand- 
daughter Dora and your granddaughter Anne. Let 
either of them fall in love with a chimney-sweep, but 
let neither of them fall in love with a schoolmaster." 

" Or a priest," said Mrs. Thomas, quietly. ** My 
dear, you are talking too fast." 

" Very likely : am I not in Silcote, where every 
one says the first thing which comes into their heads, 
and, what is still more pestilent, does it inexorably 
and mercilessly for forty years ? " 

*^ You seem to have c&ug^t the disease of the 
house, my love," said Mrs. Thomas. 

" So soon ? " said Miss Lee. " How quick the 
sporules of folly fly ! Well, I really think you arc 
right. Suppose we try to be civil to one another ? " 

And the good-humored gentle girl kept this ob- 
ject before her, and fought for it. There was some 
sort of tacit arrangement between her, her cousin, 
and the Squire, that she was to stay on there. It 
was one of those arrangements which seem made by 
the instinct more than the intellect : I doubt if the 
arrangement ever got as far as articulate words. 
Yet something to this purpose must have passed be- 
tween her and Mrs. Thomas, when the latter lady 
presented herself to claim her moiety of the prop- 
erty. Probably they only fell in love with one 
another, as women do. But, when Miss Lee came 
to Silcotes, she broiight an enormous number of 
boxes, and, after having heard that Arthur was or- 
dered away for his health, put her servants in Lon- 
don on board wages, and sent for some more boxes. 
And meanwhile there grew in all three of them an 
indisposition to hurry themselves in moving. 

The Squire and his daughter-in-law found out the 
very first day what she was. A gentie, genial, 
amiable, and clever woman, with plenty c£ cnarac- 
ter, and a most charming temper. Before the week 
was out both these rugged souls had felt the in- 
fluence of her gentleness and her beauty, and ceased 
their rude words towards one another. They broke 
out at times, but Miss Lee, with her kindly laughter, 
laughed them both down. For what can the most 
radically rugged nature do against a splendidly 
beautiful woman, beautifully dressed and jewelled 
(that is not the least part of it, or Sartor Kesartus 
was written in vain), who shows the geniality of 
radicalism with none of its acerbity ? She was as 
radical and aa uxiC(»n^0Tscam^«a ^\\.Vi»c of them« but 
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she was never in the least degree Berserk. She 
saw that the old wild spirit was still in both of them, 
in Silcote always ready to break first, in Mrs. 
Thomas at times difficult to repress. She saw her 
work before her, and she did it. She calmed and 
quieted them both. They had both, particularly 
Sirs. Thomas, far stronger natures than hers. She 
knew it, and she knew that her strength lay in gen- 
tleness : and she used that strengtl^ and did her 
work well. 

Did she still love the man who had first taught 
her and trained her ; or, to put it in another way, 
had taught her to teach and train herself? Did 
she'still love Arthur ? Yes, not to make an Asio- 
Caucasian mystery of the story, she did ; let her say 
what she liked. But she knew Arthur's honest 
pride so well that she knew that he would never 
come to her. She was ready to go to him. Only 
she waited until she could find out, by a side wind, 
whether his love for her had lasted. For she knew 
that he had loved her once. He had behaved ill 
and selfishly to her, but she knew that he had lov^d 
her once. A woman, they say, generally knows 
when a man loves her. 

Miss Lee had arrived at Silcotes on Monday. By 
Saturday her influence had been felt, and the other 
two, had got to love her. Still, there had been no 
explanations, beyond some talk about their mutual 
inheritance, which mainly turned on a conspiracy 
between them to deprive the lawyers of their natu- 
ral rights, and avoid law. Silcote himself was funny 
over this part of the business, and was in favor of a 
friendly suit between the cousins, for the benefit of 
the lawyers. He himself, he said, would take the 
brief of either party ; and, give him his choice of 
attorneys, would, for a small bet, leave either of 
them or both of them without a farthing. He, how- 
ever, ultimately managed the law part of their lit- 
tle business for them most admirably, 'and secretly 
paid the fees out of his own pocket. But in the first 
week he whetted his wits on them both, and a pleas- 
ant week they had of it 

On the Saturday evening Mrs. Thomas observed 
to Miss Lee, " I have ordered the carriage for you 
to-morrow morning.** 

** The carriage ! why ? '* said Miss Lee. 

" To go to Marlow. There is no mass at Newby, 
and there will not be for all the next month. Father 
Protheroe is ill, and — ** 

"Mass!" interrupted Miss Lee; "what do I 
want at mass ? " 

** My dear, I thought you were Catholic ; I beg 
you pardon," said Mrs. Thomas. 

** We call ouraelves Catholic, certainly," said 
Miss Lee, " when we don't call ourselves Anglo- 
Catholic, which somebody used to tell me was only 
more ridiculous. I am not a Romanist." 

" I thought you were." 

" Nothing of the kind. I am what they would 
call very High Church, I suppose ; and you are not 
innocent there. I am going to churcn with you 
and Silcote to-morrow morning. Silcote goes to 
church, of course ? " 

" Silcote would see himself a long distance off 
first," remarked that gentleman. " I may be a 
brute, but I am not a humbug. Boxed up in an 
apology for a sheep-pen for an hour and a half, and 
then hearing a man in a box talking platitudes which 
you can't contradict for another Imlf-hour. No ! " 

Mrs. Thomas was preparing herself to go about 
with him on this view of the matter, when Miss 
Lee waved her hand and interposed. 



" But you are coming with us to-morrow morn- 
ing, Silcote," she said. 

" Did I not say that I would see myself a long 
way off first ? " he answered. 

" Yes," said Miss Lee, " but then yOu know that 
involves an absurdity ; because you know you could 
not possibly see yourself at a long way off, and you 
will come with us to-morrow morning, won't you ? " 

" To hear old Sorley's platitudes ?^ said Silcote. 

" To worship with your fellow-Christians in the 
first place," said Miss Lee. " That can do you no 
harm ; and, as for Sorley's platitudes, they are good 
ones. Old as the hills, true as the Gospel &Qm 
which the/ are taken." 

" I know more than that old fool does." 

"Possibly. The greater your condemnation,** 
said Mrs. Thomas. " The man is, to a certain ex- 
tent, objectionable to me ; because my formulas are 
High Church, and his are almost Low. But com- 
pare his life to yours. How much does he take 
from the parish ? " 

" Well, / have the great tithe. It came to me 
with Silcotes, you know, and it has been paid for." 

" Not by you," said Mrs. Thomas. ** What does 
the Vicar take from the parish ? " 

" £ 96 4s. 8d. last year,** said Silcotes. 

" And what did he pay his curate ? '* demanded 
Miss Lee, • 

"I don't know, and don't care,** said Silcotes. 
" The curate drives about in a dog-cart; and has got 
one of the Joneses for his groom. He is all right." 

" And what do you take for the great tithe, Sil- 
cote ? " said Mrs. Thomas ; " and what do you give 
to the charities, Silcote ? " 

" O, hang it all, 1 11 go to church if you will only 
leave me aloI\^. I *ll go to church, if it is only be- 
cause your superstition prevents your talking there. 
Every one will laugh at me, and the women will 
giggle at one another's bonnets. But I will do any- 
Uiing, if you will only keep your tongues quiet." 

So Silcote went to church with them ; and they 
felt, at least so Mrs. Thomas said, as if they had 
been leading about one of Elisha's she-bears, to 
dance in respectable places. But they got through 
with it, and the congregation were not verv much 
scandalized, for he was the biggest landlord in 
these parts, and had forty thousand a year. At the 
Belief he sat down, instead of turning to the altar, 
until Mrs. Thomas poked him with her Prayer-book, 
upon which he demanded, in a tongue perfectly au- 
dible, and particularly well " understanded m the 
people," as the Article goes, " what the dickens he 
had to do now ? " He got into complications with 
his hassock, and Miss Lee's hassock, and used what 
his enemies said were oaths against footstools. He 
had got it into his head that it was the right thing 
to take an umbrella to church, and he leant his 
(which he had borrowed firom his butler) against 
Miss Lee's. They fell down in the middle of the 
Litany, and he looked as innocent as he could, but 
kept one eye on the congregation, and one on Miss 
Lee, as if to say that this was not the first time that 
that young woman had done it, and ths»# you must 
not be hard on her. 

But they got Silcote to church between them, 
these two women ; and knew that they had done right 
in doing so. But neither of them were inclinea to 
try it again. It was not a success. After lunch that 
day Miss Lee told Mrs. Thomas that she looked ten 
years older than she did in the raorc^xsv^ \&s».* 

not do, lY^a t^Jslsi^ o^ ^^Qi<i\fe \ic> OsssaOou 
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God sometimes treats fools sliaq)ly and sternly, 
— generally, if one may dare to say so, when they 
are worth so treating. Silcote was a fool, but 
a fool worthy of discipline. He got that discipline 
with a vengeance. 

" We can*t rouse him, you know, cousin," said 
Miss Lee, after Mrs. Thomas's church experiment. 
** We must leave it all to God.** And God took it 
into His own hands. 

" I wish we could get him away from here," said 
Mrs. Thomas, in a subsequent conversation. " He 
will never get quit of his old folly with all the min- 
isters to it still round him ; with his dogs, his horses, 
his carriages, his bloodhounds, arid all the rest of it ; 
the man will forget his only purpose in life, and re- 
main as foolish as ever. I myself should become a 
perfect fool if I remained much longer in this at- 
mosphere of perfectly useless ostentation, and I want 
to go to Switzerland and see after my boy. And 
this sort of thing is doing you no good, my dear : 
you were never made for the silly and senseless 
routine of a rich English country house." 

" I don't think I was," said Miss Lee. " I could 
get on very well in London with ragged-schools, 
Sunday-schools, turn about at the hospital, district- 
visiting, daily service, and so on ; but 1 can't stand 
this. This senseless, purposeless ostentation is too 
much for me. I dare say that all my work among 
the London poor arose from an artificial and un- 
healthy state of mind, craving for excitement. I 
will give you in all that But at all events one did 
do some good." 

" You did a great deal." 

" Then a great deal remains to be done. But I 
can't stand this. I see no chance of organizing any 
work here at present, and yesterday ,'while he was 
in his best mood, he told me that he intended going 
more into county society, and proposed going to 
the Reading Ball, to begin with." 

" That will never do for us, my dear," said Mrs. 
Silcote. 

" It won't do for me. You and I are spoilt for 
that sort of thing. In London last year I was not 
introduced by any one ; no one knew me or cared 
for me ; but I had my little parties in Eaton Place, 

and Mr. , caustic, shrewd old man as he is, told 

me that they were in his opinion the pleasantest in 
London. The people who came were all people 
connected with the charities to which I subscribed. 
The queerest people you ever saw in your life : but 
60 fresh, and so much in earnest You have seen 
society ? " 

" From the still-room," said Mrs. Silcote. " But 
I know it. They little think how we know them 
and lau^h at them too." 

** Well, I have not seen society, and have never 
heard anything about it, until I came here, and re- 
turned the visits which the people have paid us since 
Silcote has turned respectable. And I don't like it. 
It seems to me such ghastly folly. They talk of 
nothing but where they were last, and where they 
are going next Lady Burton asks me if I am go- 
ing to the Newby Ball, and, when I tell her, in the 
quietest way, that I do not go to balls in Lent, she 
talks across me to Lady Turton, about who is likely 
to be there, and so on. I don't like your society." 

^^This is not society," said Mrs. Silcote; "there 
is not a house within miles where you can meet a 
single person from the world. Believe the still- 
room : there are county houses and country houses, 
227^ dear. You must not talk of county society or 
of country bouses here. There are neither the one 



nor the other here. This is semi-detached villa so- 
ciety. Some one told me once that at a really good 
country house, in a part of the country strange to 
him, he, arriving late, as a stran^r, knew nothing 
of the people who were there ; out getting confr 
dential after dinner with the man who was next 
him, whom he took for a brother officer, found that 
he was the Secretary of State for Ireland, and that 
two other members of the Ministry were at the table. 
That is what society may be in the country. What 
it is here you have seen." 

** It won't do," said Miss Lee. 

" Certainly not," said Mrs. Silcote. " My own 
brother is rebelling against this style of thing, and 
wishes he was back in the Crimea, or anywhere. 
And he is a very patient man. I have plagued him 
hard enough to know that. As you say, it won't 
do." 

" We must get the old man abroad," said Miss 
Lee. 

^" Yes, if we can do it He is a very difficult man, 
you know." 

" Well, at all events this won't do," said Miss 
Lee. " I have got into that state of mind that I 
should like to sell my travelling bag and give the 
money to the poor ; tnat is rather a Colney Hatch 
sort of notion, is it not ? How on earth the itian 
has gone on like this for forty years and kept out of 
Bedlam I can't conceive. However, I have one 
pilgrimage to make, and there, we must get him 
abroad. I shall not be long over it How far is it 
to St. Mary's, and how does one get there V " 

*' Why do you want to go there ? " asked Mrs. 
Silcote. 

" To see my dear old master, Algernon Silcote ; 
one of the finest gentlemen who ever lived. In the 
old times, cousin, when you were no richer than I 
was, that man did all he could for me. He gave me 
all he could afford, — the wages of a housemaid ; but 
he gave me with it a delicate respect which he would 
not have given to the finest duchess in the land. 
Algernon Silcote's voice will never be heard in this 
world ; he is a silent, long-enduring man." 

" But you should have gone to him before," said 
Mrs. Silcote. " Why did you not ? " 

" Why did you bring me here ? This foolish 
place, with its roolish routine, debauches every one : 
will spoil you in time if you don't take care. I 
ought to have gone to Algernon Silcote before, but 
who can do their duty in such an atmosphere as 
this ? I believe, much as I honor and love him, that 
I should not go now, if it had not been for a some- 
what impertinent letter, from that very impertinent 
little daughter of his, Dora " (Dora was much big» 
ger than Miss Lee), "telling me that he was not 
well, and would be glad if I came to see him." 

** You should not have waited for him to write, 
my dear," said Mrs. Silcote. " If we have gained 
nothing else from the High Church people, we have 
gained the habit of examining motives. You have 
been to blame." 

"I acknowledge it," said Miss Lee. "You are 
right. But you brought me into this atmosphere of 
frivolity and neglect of duty, and so don't you see 
that the blame rests on your shoulders after all ? " 

" I thought you gave us some remarks about what 
you called * sparring ' a month ago ? " 

" So I did ; but you see how your evil example 
has told on me. Well, I will go at once." 

She went at once. She was not long gone : only 
three days. Mrs. Silcote had spent these three days 
in battling wilYi t\ift ^c^x^ ^^ocmt tha propriety of 
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tbeir going abroad. The Squire, who was in one of 
those unaccountable moods in which men who act 
from illogical) inexplicable sentiment, do occasional- 
Ijr find themselves, was enraged at her proposing to 
liim the very thing he had set his heart on domg. 
He said that he would be somethinged if he gave 
way to any such feminine folly. He wanted to 
know if she was mad ; she said she was n*t, and he 
said that he was n't sure about that She said that, 
as far as she had observed, he was not sure about 
anything. He asked did she want to insult him ? 
She said that she would take time before she an- 
swered that Then he asked her if she wanted to 
drive him mad, to which she answered that he did n't 
want much driving. He asked her whether Berk- 
shire society was not good enough for her, and she 
said No ; that she had a foolish fancy for interchang- 
ing ideas with reasonable beings. He asked her 
what the deuce she wanted to go abroad for ; she 
answered, to clear his brains. He asked her was 
not Silcotes good enough for her, and she answered 
not half good enough. Then he reverted to his 
original proposition, that he would see them all fur- 
ther first, and immediately afterwards began to 
think whether he had not better get a new port- 
manteau. 

Silcote and his daughter-in-law, however, had 
their two tongues going at one another in the very 
way against which Miss Lee had warned them. 
They were sitting over the fire in the hall, with the 
stupid great dogs round them, when there came in 
the young footman who was James's friend, and 
they stopped their sparring. 

Crimson plush breeches and white stockings, gray 
coat and brass buttons, with the Silcote crest on 
them, if you couhl see it. The figure of the lad dis- 
guised in this way, and on the face of the honest 
young lad, undisguisable by plush breeches or brass 
buttons, or any other antiquated ostentatious non- 
sense whatever, the great broad word "disaster" 
written in unmistakable characters. 

Mrs. Silcote saw it at once, and rose. The Squire, 
nursing his ill temper, and framing repartees for his 
daughter-in-law which he never uttered, saw noth- 
ing of it The footman, with disaster written on his 
face, only said, — 

" You are wanted in the housekeeper's room, 
ma'am." 

" Was it her son ? " she kept saying as she fol- 
lowed the footman ; but she knew it was not. When 
she got to the housekeeper's room she found only 
the housekeeper, her brother, and Miss Lee. 

" Why have you come home secretly like this, my 
dear ? " she said. " Something has happened ; I saw 
it in George's face.'* 

" Something has happened, and you must break 
it to Silcote. That is why I came in secretly, and 
sent for you," said Miss Lee. 

" Do you come from Algernon ? " 

"I do." 

" Is he very ill ? Is he worse ? " 

"Algernon is dead! Died last night I got 
there too late to see him, and you must break it 

to . God save us, — James Sugden, go to her. 

She is going to faint, and she knows you best. 
Catch her." 

James Sugden was ready to catch his sister if she 
had fallen, but there was no sign of falling about 
her. When Miss Lee told her dreadful news, Mrs. 
Silcote had pat her two hands up to her head, and 
had turned round. The only effect was that she 
had loosened a great cascade of silver hair, and, 



with that falling oyer her shoulders, she turned 
round deadly pale. 

" Dead I and with that wicked lie burnt into his 
noble heart! To die so! And we dawdling and flat- 
ting here! Dead! This is beyond measure terrible I** 



CHAPTER XLI. 

UNTIL ONE PEJRSON AT ALL EVENTS GETS NO BENEFIT 
FROM THEM. 

The spring was cold, late, and wild. The north- 
east wind had settled down on the land, and had 
parched it up into a dryness more hard and more 
cruel than that of the longest summer drought 
The crocuses came up, but they withered; the 
anemones bloomed, but could not color j the 
streams got low, afld left the winter's mud to stag- 
nate into zymotic diseases by the margin ; the wheat 
got yellow ; the old folks, whose time was overdue, 
took to dying, and the death-rate in London went 
up from 1,700 odd to 1,900 odd. 

Death, anxious to make up his tale, in anticips^ 
tion of the healthy summer which was sure to follow 
on this dry bitter northeasterly spring, garnered all 
he could. The old folks who were due to him he 
took as a matter of course. Threescore and ten was 
his watchword, and, for those who obstinately per- 
sisted in fourscore, he hung out foolish scarecrows of 
old fi-iends younger than they who were dead before 
them ; which scarecrows were in the main laughed 
to scorn by such of the old folks as lived in the 
strength of Christ and his victory. 

He began to gather children with bronchitis, a 
sad number, — children whom, if you dare say any- 
thing on such, a subject, had better have been left ; 
then drunkards, into whose rotten lungs the north- 
east wind had got, — men who were best dead. 
Then to the houses of ill-fame, where some slept and 
dreamt that they were picking cowslips in tne old 
meadows, and awoke to find that they were dying 
utterly deserted, with only a wicked old woman to 
see them die. Then to the houses of the rich, driv- 
ing them with their precious ones to Bournemouth 
or Torquay, and following them there inexorably, 
till the lately blooming and busy matron became 
only a wild wan woman, walking up and down, and 
bewailing her firstborn, or the rose of the family. 
Old Death made up his tale that month, and the 
Registrar-General acknowledged it in the Times 
duly ; but he need not have gone picking about here 
and there to make up his number. Were not the 
French, the Austrians, and the Italians grinning at 
one another with a grin which meant a noble har- 
vest for him? Could he not have waited two 
months ? 

And of all places to descend on, for the making 
up of his number, St Mary's Hospital ! " The health- 
iest situation," said loud-mouthed Betts, "in all 
England." Why, yes. A very healthy situation, 
but old Death came there too. The death-rate had 
disappointed his expectations, one would think, ibr 
he was picking up victims wherever he could. And 
he picked up one life which Betts and Dora thought 
was worth all the others put together. 

The buildings at St. Mary's had never properly 
dried, for Betts's work was all hurried, — " Brum- 
magem," if you will forgive slancr ; and" the lake had 
got very much dried up, and reeked a little at night- 
time at the edges. St Mary's the New was. -^^v. 
built on ttife Yi^?S\K\«8X. sv\fc W>\?oa\^'^vc«i,. XS. ^'^J^ 
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ical Bcience, he would have learnt this. On tbose 
Bagshot Sands an isolated piece of undrained clay 
means scarlet fever.* Still, clay is good for foun- 
dations. . Conseauently this site for the new St. 
Mark's Hospital nad been selected on an unhealthy 
and isolated piece of clay, which lay in the bosom of 
the healthful gravel, a little above the lakes. We 
have no more to 4o ^th it than what follows : a 
scarlet-fever tragedy in a school or a training-ship 
is not any part of our story. 

It was the Easter vacation. Arthur, the head- 
master, had gone away ; and the rumors among the 
servants coincided in one point, — that he had had 
a fit, and that Mr. Algernon had " found him in it," 
and persuaded him to go abroad. Also the rumors 
coincided in the report that he had resigned his 
post ; and furthermore, in the fact that Mrs. Morgan 
was not coming back any more. 

The cloisters, the corridors, and the chapel were 
empty and silent. The ripple on the lake went al- 
ways one way, westward, before the easterly wind, 
and the lake itself was low in the spring drought, 
and the bare shores exhaled an unhealthy smell. 

There were no signs of spring to be seen about 
St. Mary's. Among heather and Scotch fir woods 
the seasons show scarcely any change at all, save 
twice in the year. The clay land, which will bear 
deciduous trees, shows changes almost innumerable. 
From the first beautiful purple bloom which comes 
over the woods when the elm is blossoming into cat- 
kins ; through the vivid green of the oak of early 
May; through the majestic yet tender green of 
June ; through the bright flush of the fresh Mid- 
Summer shoot ; through the (juiet peacefiil ffreen of 
summer; through the fantastic reds and yellows of 
autumn ; on again to the calm grays of winter, some- 
times silvered with frost and snow ; — Nature in the 
heavier and more cultivable soils paints a never- 
ending succession of color studies. 

And with the aid of changes on the surface of the 
soil itself; with flowers in their succession ; with the 
bursting green of hedges; with meadows brimful 
of lush green grass ; with gray mown fields ; with 
the duller green of the lattermath ; with com, with 
clover, witn a hundred other fantastic tricks, she, 
with atmospheric effects, makes these color studies 
80 wonderfully numerous, that they appear as inex- 
haustible in their variety as games at chess ; other- 
wise, what would become of the landscape painter ? 

But in. these ** heath countries" she only flashes 
into gaudy colors twice : that is to say, when the 
braken sprinpis in the hollows, and where the ling 
blooms on the hill. At other times she keeps to the 
same sombre, seasonless, Australianesque coloring ; 
sombre masses of undeciduous fir woodland, and 
broad stretches of brown heath. 

Algernon, looking out of the window, said to 
Dora, — 

** Spring must be showing somewhere else, in 
spite of this easterly wind, but there is no spring 
showing here. I don't like this place." 

" I hope you don't," said Dora. " I should think 
very little of you if you did : but I console myself 
with the idea that I was right in Uiinking, from the 
very first, that you never would. / hate it." 

" I thought vou liked it at first, my dear," said 
Algernon. '* Why do you hate it now ? " 

" We are all foolish sometimes, but I hate it now. 
It is full of boys, and I hate boys," said she. 



* Diphtheria a)so aod other diseases of that class ; at least, so I 
Asre beva told by a doctor who baa worked among them for twenty 
jteatv. 



«• But the boys are not here now." 

" I know, — but the whole place smelk of fJiem. 
And boys smell like sawdust when they are collected 
in sufficient numbers. And this place smells as saw- 
dusty as ever it can smell." 

" It is the smell of building, my love," said Alger- 
non. 

"It may be the building, or it may be the bovs, 
but I know that I hate the building, and I hate the 
boys." 

" But you liked James Sugden, now, as it turns 
out, James Silcote, and as it appears, your cousin." 

" No, I did n't like him," said Dora, " I loved him, 
which is quite a different matter : and love him 
still. Next to you I love him better than any one 
in the world. And I hate boys." 

" A good lad. But you never objected to the 
boys in Lancaster Square ? " 

" There were not enough of them together I sup- 
pose. You could know them individually, too : I 
liked Dempster, for instance. You can't know boys 
here, and, collected together, they very much 
brutalize one another. The house in Lancaster 
Square never smelt nice, I allow. If they had been 
long enough in it to make the place smell of saw- 
dust, the smell of roast mutton from the kitchen 

— which if you remember was permanent, and not 
to be put down by the smell of any other cookery, 

— would have extinguished it. But we never ought 
to have left Lancaster Square." 

" And why, again, Dora ? " 

" Because we have lost everything. Mr. Betts 
was tolerable while you were his patron ; now he is 
yours his vulgar old nature is reasserting itself, 
and he is getting intolerable again. He vxis grate- 
ful to you, and I dare say thinks that he is now. But 
he patronizes you openly. And when I see him 
doing that I long to slap his face." 

" My dear Dora ! You are unladylike, my 
child." 

" I dare say. Yet I was trained in my manners 
by one of the first ladies in the land. By Miss Lee, 
for instance, with her carriage and pair, and her 
grooms and footmen, and her house in Eaton Place, 
and her falallallies generally. You naturally urge 
that Miss Lee, at the time she was condescending 
enough to undertake my education, was getting her- 
self taught chants by IJncle Arthur in the square, 
in the dark, not to mention talking with the police- 
man in the gutter ; and had not as yet set up in the 
business of fine lady. I allow that you are right 
She certainly had not. But there is no appeal €Dm 
her now." 

"You must curb that shrewd little tongue of 
yours, my darling, my only friend, my best be- 
loved." 

** Let it run one moment more, father, only one 
moment. It never told a lie, and it shall be dead, 
as far as its shrewdness is concerned, towards you at 
least, forever. There is another reason why you 
ought never to have come here." 

" And that ? " 

Out of her prompt little soul came her prompt 
little answer ; though that answer was never given 
in words. In one moment she had remembered his 
debts and his failing health, and had determined 
not to say what was on her tongue. What was on 
her tongue was in effect this. That, having <?om- 
mitted himself to extreme High Church formulas, 
he had lost prestige by retreating from an outpoii 
like Camden Town, and coming into a scholastio 
\ society \ike ^\>. l&.Bixytt^ \L<ia^i^ ox xciox^ lVk«A ball^ 
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medifleyal in its ways, where he could do as he liked 
without criticism. She, with her shrewd sharp little 
Protestant intellect, utterly disagreed with his con- 
victions about ecclesiastical matters (to ma^e short 
work of it) ; but she, like a regular little woman, 
disliked her father having deserted the post of 
honor, though she thought he was fighting on the 
wrong side. She thought all this, but she promptly 
determined to say notning about it, and held her 
tongue, as far as he was concerned. 

She only said, " I suppose I am foolish in taking 
you out for a walk, for your throat is very queer, 
and you have been talking too much." 

" I think you have done the main of the talking, 
my love," said Algernon. 

"Never mind that And don't get into that 
-wretched habit of arguing, and being sharp, and 
twisting words to mean what they never were 
intended to mean. Creation is divided into two 
great classes, — Silcotes, bantams, and donkeys for 
one ; the rest of creation for the other. Now I will 
take you out for a walk, my dear, my best of all 
men, and we will get out of this brown desert, and 
into cultivated land, and we will see spring together, 
in spite of the east wind." 

** Silcotes, bantams, and donkeys, are the first 
division of the animal creation, are they?" said 
Algernon to Dora, while he was wrapping himself 
up. ** You belong to the first division, my love." 

" In every respect ? " said Dora. 

" In every respect," said Algernon. 

•* Come away, and we will find some primroses," 
said Dora. And so they went away towards the 
distant fields and hedgerows, across the brown un-' 
drained moorland. 

Do you want a harrowing death-bed scene ? I 
hope not. I have seen too many to venture to de- 
scribe one. Poor old Algernon came back to St. 
' Mary's choking with bronchitis, aggravated by the 
new cold he had caught hunting primroses in the 
distant hedgerows with Dora, and died. The last 
articulate words he spoke through the choking 
phlegm were these : " 1 must write a letter before I 
die." 

And Dora, with grief and consternation in her 
heart, but with all her brave nerve about her, was 
able for the occasion. She put the writing ma- 
terials on the bed, and, although he could not speak, 
9 his mind was clear and hia hand steady, until he 
choked and died of suffocation, leaving the letter 
for her to read. 

It went thus : — 

" My Father, — I used hmtiti and cruel words 
to you once on this miserable matter of my mother's 
honor. I humbly ask your forgiveness.* Believing 
as you did the wicked lie, you could hardly have 
acted otherwise. But give the rest of your life to 
clearing the matter up. 

" Algernon." 



CHAPTER XLII. 

THE CONFERENCE ON THE RAMPARTS IS INTERRUPTED BY 
AN OLD FRIEND. 

With the cool breeze blowing fi-om Aspern on 
her face, the Princess turned towards Kriegsthurm. 
She felt that in some way her silly scheming, — if it 
might be called scheming, — so obstinately carried 
out, was unsuccessful ; and that Kriegsthurm, the 
well-paid minister of her follies, the agent in all her 
silly schemes, was face to face with her. 



She had come to Vienna, believing that Kriegs- 
thurm was so deeply committed to the revolutionary 
party, to Frangipanni the Italian Constitutionalist 
on the one hand, and to Boginsky the outrageous 
Mazzinist on the other, that he dare not follow her 
into the lion's paws. She was quite deceived. His 
was a knight move against a castle ; to go to whist, 
she had played the last trump out, and he had come 
in with an overpowering suit. Kriegsthurm was 
not inclined to let such an exceedingly wejl-yielding 
head of cattle stray out of his pasture ; and so, on 
the strength of his being known to the Austrian po- 
lice as the most clever, unscrupulous, and best-in- 
formed spy in Europe, he had made his peace with 
the Austrian Government, and followed his dear 
Princess to Vienna, with a view of " working " tho 
Princess and receiving pay from the Austrian police 
at one and the same tune. So much about him for 
the present. 

"Madame has not served me well," he began, 
when the Princess turned to him. ** I only say so 
much at present. The time may come, if Madame 
continues her present course of action, when I may 
say that Madame has served me shamefully and 
shabbily." 

The poor Princess, softened perhaps by the wind 
from Aspern, began to cry ; and to wish, strangely 
enough, but with a true instinct, that her very ob- 
jectionable nephew, Arthur, was there, or even old 
Miss Raylock, to confi!X)nt this rascal. But she was 
all alone, and wept. So Kriegsthurm went on : — 

" The time may come when I mr^y have to say to 
Madame that it is hopeless for her to attempt to 
escape me. That I hold Madame in the hollow of 
my hand. That I love her she need not be told, 
but ingratitude of the most traitorous kind may ex- . 
tinguish love. I may have to say all this at some 
future time ; at present I do not. Madame has 
proposed this secluded meeting herself, knowing 
that she could not propose a public one; but she 
will see that I am all-powerful, and that I must be 
treated with confidence." 

The Princess had not yet got through her softened 
moodf, and was still crying. The fool got contempt- 
uous of her, of her, the most Silcote of the Silcotes, 
— " the incarnation of Silcotism," as Miss Raylock 
once said, who ought to know ; and in his contempt 
for her he leaped too quickly to his first object, and 
began his business exactly at the wrong end. 

" I want money, Madame. I am poor." 

She wiped her eyes directly. " You always do 
want money," she said. " I wonder what you do 
with it all. But I have not got any." 

" Madame has eighty thousand pounds' worth of 
jewelry. I must have some of that." 

Had he not himself told Tom Silcote that very 
night that she would see him, Tom, deeply as she 
loved him, in the workhouse (or to that effect), be- 
fore she would part with a single stone ? Yet this 
fool and conspirator (are they not now and then 
convertible terms'?) proposed for himself what he 
would never have proposed for her darling Tom. 

An Italian, one would have thought, would never 
have made such a blunder, and would never have 
made such a venture. But of what nation was 
Kriegsthurm again ? It was a foolish venture, and 
the tables were at once turned for a time. 

Kriegsthurm proposed to her to touch her sacred 
accumulations. The attorney blood which was in 
her from her father's side, and the old ¥iw^\^\«»^ 
acc\im\i\a\.vvft VJV^^ ^VvOcl -^i^a v^ V'b^ "^^"^ ^»1^ 
\ motVier'a SYeift, ^\^V^ t^^ ^^ ^c^^^si^va^ xk^ ^>a. ^2^,- 
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mand, flushed her cheek, and, strange to say, passed 
Dack to her brain, and set her wits a-going. 

And she had been to Italy and seen the theatri- 
calities, and could imitate them on occasions; as 
Master Kriegsthurm will bear witness to his dying 
day. She gave him one instance of this now, ana 
he never asked fur another. 

They were standing together under a lonely gas- 
lamp, which was burning steadily within its glass, 
in spite of the wandering wind which came from 
Aspern, and they could see one another's faces. 

His was confident, bold, and coarse (to refresh 
your memory after so long, he was a square, coarse- 
featured man, with a red complexion). Hers was 
pale, thin, and refined, with the remains of a very 
great beauty. They stood and looked at one an- 
other ; he, at least, looked at her, until he saw that 
she was not looking at him, but over his shoulder, 
at which time he began to feel an uneasy sensation 
in his back. Still, he looked at her steadily. 

And her face changed as he watched it. The 
eyes grew more prominent, the lips parted'; she was 
gazing at something which he dared not turn and 
. face ; gazing over his right shoulder, too, most un- 
pleasantly. No one would care to have, say for 
instance. Lady Macbeth looking steadily over your 
right shoulder, while you were perfectly conscious 
that Malcolm's mishap was not your first offence. 
The Princess of Castelnuovo stared so very steadily 
over Kriegsthurm*^ right shoulder that she had 
frightened him out of his wits before she tried her 
grand coup. 

All of a sudden she broke out, sharp, shrill, and 
clear. 

^* Mind that man ! He is going to stab you from 
behind, and penetrate your lungs. Mind him ! " 

Kriegsthurm, with a loud oath, dashed alongside 
of her, and began his before-mentioned polyglot sys- 
tem of swearing. We have nothing to id with that, 
but something with this. 

The Princess knew quite well that his life was not 
perfectly safe here in Vienna, and she had tried to 
frighten him by pretending to see a democrat, thirst- 
ing for his blood, behind him in the dark. She had 
intended to frighten him, but she frightened herself 
also a little bit. She never believed that there was 
a betrayed democrat behind him ; she only wanted 
to scare him. She had only evolved that democrat 
who was to penetrate Kriegsthurm's lungs out of her 
internal consciousness. Yet, when Kriegsthurm had 
run round behind her for protection, they both 
heard that heretofore purely imaginary democrat 
running away along the ramparts as hard as ever 
his legs would carry him. 

The Princess, though quite as heartily frightened 
as if she by idly and incredulously saying an old 
spell had raised the devil, was the first to recover 
her presence of mind. Kriegsthurm, though a bold 
man, was as white as a sheet when he again faced 
her under the gas-lamp, with his eyes squinting over 
his shoulder. She began, — 

" Ungrateful man I I have saved your life ! " 

" I acknowledge it, Madame. Did you see the 
man?" 

" I saw him plainly." 

O, Princess I Princess ! 

" Was he like any one you had ever seen be- 
fore ? " asked Kriegsthurm. 

" No," said she ; " a tall, dark man with a beard." 
This was rather a worse fib than the first one, 
though she did not know it. The man had no 
beard, and she ^ad seen him before. \ 



" Let us have no recriminations, Madame ; I will 
not even ask you why you distrusted me and fled 
from me. For," he added, as his nerve came back, 
'* the spirits have told me that" 

She was fond of the man, and had got the whip 
hand of him through an accident. Her fondness for 
the man caused her to spare the use of the whip. 
The revelations of the spirits had been so exceed- 
ingly unsatisfactory that even her silly credulity 
had given way under them, and spiritualism was 
now among the follies of the past She was friend- 
ly with him. 

*' Never mind the spirits ; and I will tell you why 
I run away from you. You knew everything about 
Sir Godfrey Mallory; and you knew, and know, 
that I was innocent My brother was a man so 
fierce and so strict that I feared his anger, particu- 
larly after Miss Raylock had got the power of put- 
ting her tongue to work about it. I consulted you, 
and you promised to save my reputation. You 
then came to me, and told me that you had done so 
by making Silcote believe that Sir Godfrey's atten- 
tions were paid to my sister-in-law, his wife. You 
remember my despair and horror at such a course, 
but you pointed out to me that she was too far 
above suspicion for any breath to tarnish her char- 
acter; and, indeed, 1 believed you. But, to my 
infinite wonder and consternation, the poison took 
hold on my jealous brother's heart, in spite of my 
open familianty with poor Godfrey Mallory, whom 
I liked in a way, — you know what a fool I am, at 
least your pocket does. I dared neither speak 
nor hold my tongue. Her death lies at the door 
of my cowardly folly and your villany. And she 
will be a ministering angel when you and I lie 
howling." 

One is allowed to quote Shakespeare, and so I 
put Shakespeare's words in her mouth. Her own 
were fiercer and coarser, for Silcote's sister could be 
fierce and coarse at times, 

"Till very lately, Elriegsthurm,! thought that 
this was all you had done. The other day, when 
you were dunning me beyond patience for money, 
and I threatened to appeal to my brother, you told 
the old horrible story, that you had got my hand- 
writing forged by some woman's hand, accusing 
that saint of wishing to poison her husband, and haa 
put poison in a place where he could find it. Then, 
for the first time, I realized that you and I had mur- 
dered my sainted sister-in-law's body, and my broth- 
er's soul; and I fled here, where I believed yoa 
dared not follow me." 

'' Madame paid Wf highly," sud Kriegsthurm, 
" and also treated mt kindly. My object was to 
carry out Madame's wishes most fiuly. And I did 
so." 

There was a certain terrible truth in the man's 
defence of himself. There was a large liberal grand- 
eur about his rascality which made him, without all 
question, the greatest rascal in Europe. The general 
rule, I believe, in employing a rascal is to promise 
him his pay as soon as the villany is completed. 
Such a procedure was utterly unnecessary m the 
case of Kriegsthurm. Pay Kriegsthurm well first, 
and then all you had to look out for was that he did 
not, in his enthusiastic devotion to rascality, outrun 
his instructions, and compromise you. What his 
real name was, or where he came from, is a thing 
we shall never know. His name certainly could not 
have been Kriegsthurm ; even in the case of such 
an arch scoundrel as he was it is impossible to be- 
lieve that lie would keep his own name. That 
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would have been a stroke of genius with which we 
cannot credit even him. Dalmatian crossed with 
Greek might produce him, did not his German, al- 
most Dutch, physique render such a theory entirely 
impossible. 

Yet such entirely noble people as Frangipanni 
and Bc^insky believed in the man ; believed, at the 
very least, that if he was faithless in most things, he 
was faithful to them. Conspirators, oflen at the 
same time the most honest and the most credulous 
of men, are not difficult men to deceive. About 
this man there was a broad radical magnificence of 
scoundrelism which might have taken in some states- 
man, leave alone conspirators. 

* We will not dispute further, your Highness," he 
said, now giving her the title she loved ; " I served 
your interests, and I was paid. I will begin all over 
sigain. I want money.** 

" And I have none,** said the Princess, now per- 
fectly confident. " This is a good beginning.** 

^^But your Highness may get money again. 
What is your object in wanting money ? ** 

" You know. I want it for Tom.** 

" Use your influence with your brother, and rein- 
state him as heir of Silcotes. I tell you, and I know, 
that there is no one whom the Squire loves as he 
does the Colonel. The Colonel is steady enough 
now, and has had his lesson. The Squire is qmte 
sick of Arthur, and besides, Arthur nas fits, and 
bullies the old gentleman. I tell your Highness 
that, if you and I put our wits to work, we can get 
the Colonel out ox this, and safe back to Silcote 
before the French have crossed the bridge of Bufia- 
lora.*' 

" Are they going to fight, then ? '* said the Prin- 
cess, "eagerly. 

" Are they not ? '* said Eriegsthurm, emphatically. 
" Do you think / don*t know ? Did I ever leave 
England before ? " 

" I cannot have Tom," said the Princess, " in a 
campaign, he is so rash and audacious. Can you 
save Tom for me V I cannot do without Tom now ; 
I would part with my opals to save Tom. Kriegs- 
thurm, can you save Tom for me ? ** 

"No harm will come to him, your Highness, be- 

lye me. He must go to the campaign ; not only 

"" use his character is ruined if he does not, not 

because he cannot avoid it if he would, but 

ise one half of my plan eonsieta in his win- 

ba^k hia father's JkMflj^ydiatingQisLiing him- 

in it" 
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pleasure: ; anil niiturid, fo^j^at his time of Hff. 

Tom was over forty, but she always looked on 
him as a boy. 

'^ I do not exactly allude to his fondness for pleas- 
ure, your Highness,** said Kriegsthurm, " I only 
allude to his perfect readiness to lead an easy life 
on other people*s money. I call attention en pas- 
sant only to this amiable little trait in his character, 
to show that we shall have no difficulty whatever 
with him ;, that, if he saw any chance of being rein- 
stated at Silcotes, he would give up his career in the 
Austrian army, his character for personal courage, 
hid chance of salvation, yourself, or the mother that 
bore him, to attain it.** 

7 



"Tom certainly has all the persistence of the 
family in the pursuit of an object,*' was the way the ' 
Princess complacently put it. 

" He has. I asked if he would stick at murder, 
and he rode the high horse, and talked about kick- 
ing me down stairs; but he wouldn't; no more 
would ** — he was going to say, " you,** but he said, 
" a great many other people.** 

" I^ow, instead of trying to bring Tom's nature to 
your own level, my dear Kriegsthurm,** replied the 
Princess, "you should try to raise your nature to 
his ** ; which was pretty as it stood, but which, on the 
face of it, did not seem to mean quite enough to ar- 
rest Kriegsthurm*s line of argument. 

" Now,'* he therefore regardlessly went on, " we 
three being pretty comfortable together, and I hav- 
ing to find brains for the pair of you, it comes to 
this. The Squire is very fond of you, and very 
fond of the Colonel. You haven't hit it off together 
exactly, you remark. Why, no; but nothing is 
commoner than for people who are very fond of one 
another not to hit it off. You and the Colonel don't 
always hit it off, you know ; why, if he were to offer 
to. touch your jewels, the dead soldiers at Aspern 
down there would hear the row you two would 
make together. • I and my poor wife did n't hit it off 
together. She put a knife into me once, but I did- 
n't think much about that When I married a Si- 
cilian I knew that I might have to attend vespers. 
But we were very fond of one another, and you and 
the Colonel are fond of one another, and you and 
the Squire are fond of one another, in spite of all 
said and done. And the Colonel must cheer the 
Squire's old English heart by killing a few French- 
men; and you must use your influence with the 
Squire, and get the Colonel reinstated.** 

" That won*t do,** said the Princess, decisively. 

" And why, your Highness ? ** asked Kriegsthurm. 

" Because, the next time my brother sees me, he 
will probably assassinate me publicly, and, if not, 
hand me over to justice for robbing him. Now don*t 
look farouche like that, and, if you choose to swear, 
swear in something less than a dozen languages at 
once.** 

" I was not swearing, your Highness ; I was pray- 
ing, — praying for the safety of your Highness*s 
intellect.*' 

" Well, then, if praying produces that effect on 
your face, I should advise you to stop it until you 
have consulted a priest of your faith, whatever that 
may be.** 

" I win 4^ 80, Madame. Will Madame explain ? " 
said Kriifcgsthurm, coming down sulkily to the in- 
ferior title. 

" Certainly. You forged a letter to my brother 
in my handwriting about this poison business. We 
need not go into that ; we have had more than enough 
of it ; and the mischief arising from it is only be- 
ginning, as it seems to me. My brother kept that 
letter in a despatch-box in hi3 bedroom. I, living 
with him so long, and knowing his habits, knew that 
he had something there, but did not know what. 
When, only the other day, you made the shameless 
confession of your unutterable villany to me, I acted 
on the spur of the moment. I stole his keys, I 
opened the black box, I stole all the papers in it, 
and immediately afterwards met him in the gallery.** 

" Did he suspect ? ** 

" No ; but he must have found out now. I took 
all kinds of papers, mortgages to tho. ^xs^^nsx^ ^'v 
many tho\\aaTvd^ o^ -^oxwA^^^kaVX. '5>^<i\aa» \Rk\sssfc.\ "^sv^ 
two of \i\a V\\\ar 
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" Your Hlgbnesfl has committed a serioui felony,** 
said Kriegsthurm. 

^^ So I supposed at the time," said the Princess. 
** But it is not of much consequence, I think. 
I talked about his assassinating me, or handing me 
over to justice just now. I spdce too fast, as usual. 
He will never prosecute, you know. But our meet- 
ing again is an impossibility, that is all" 

"/ might prosecute," said Kriegsthurm, " if your 
Highness returned to England." 

** The idea of your pY-osecuting any one, my dear 
Kriegsthurm ! I don't know anything about law, 
but I know perfectly well that you are by far too 
disreputable a person to be believed on your oath. 
Off your oath you can be trusted, as I have often 
shown you ; but once sworn, I would not trust you, 
and you know that no English jury would." 

" I have been faithful to Madame." 

" Yes, but never on your oath. I have heard you 
swear, certainly, in many languages, but you never 
took an oath to me. Pray, par exemple, to how 
many democratic societies have you sworn oaths, 
and how many of these oaths remain unbroken V " 

" Your Highness is too strong for me. I wish 
to talk business. I cannot stand your Highness*s 
logic." 

*' I am a great fool," replied the Princess, " but, 
like most fools, I am very cunning in a low way ; 
and a fool must be a very low fool who is not a 
match for a thrice-perjured conspirator like you. 
You have ten times my brains, and ten times my 
physique ; yet you tremble at every shiver of the 
breeze in the poplars above you. You would an- 
swer that I am a conspirator also ; yet who is the 
bravest of us now ? I am not so much afraid of a 
violent death as you are. Women are braver than 
men. Come, to business." 

^' I think I am as brave as most men, Madame," 
said Kriegsthurm ; " and I was not, until this mo- 
ment, aware that your Highness was in expectation 
of a sudden and violent death, as I have been for 
now twenty years. If your Highness doubts my 
nerve, would you be so condescending as to allow 
me to prove it ? " 

" Certainly," said the Princess. 

Kriegsthurm was standing with his head bent 
down into his bosom, as if shamefaced at losing the 
scolding-match with her. He now said, without 
altering his attitude, ^* Your Highness speaks Italian 
as well as English. Will you allow me iq converse 
with you in Italian ? " * 

Again she said, " Certainly." ^ . 

Kriegsthurm, with his chin on his chest, went on 
in that language. ** The Signora has challenged 
my nerves, I now challenge hersii The dearest 
friend of the man whom her late husband wronged 
so shamefully is standing close behind her ; if you 
turn you are lost. I am going to seize him, and I 
shall have to spring past you. He does not under- 
stand Italian. I demand therefore of the Signora 
that she shall remain perfectly tranquil in the little 
imbroglio which approaches. All 1 ask of your 
Highness is, that you will walk away from the com- 
batants." 

The Princess, with her English nerves, stood as 
still as a lighthouse ; Kriegsthurm, with his great, 
powerful head bent down into the hollow of his 
enormous chest, as if to make his congd. But in 
one moment he had dashed past her, and had seized 
in his enormous muscular, coarse-bred, inexpressive 
£nger8 the cravat and collar of our old friend Bo- 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

"THB cub's" PBOBPBOT8 ABB DISOUSAED. 

Kbiegsthurm was some fifteen stone, and Bo- 
ginsky some eleven. The natural consequence of 
which was, that Boginsky came hurling on his bade 
on the gravel, with old Kriessthnrm a-top of him. 
The Princess heard the hurlyburly, but, bke a true 
woman, waited to see what would be made out o£ 
it. She did not hear the conversation which fol* 
lowed between the two men, when they had got 
on their legs again, which was carried on in €^ 
man. 

" Why, what art thou doing here, and now, of all 
places and times ? " demandra Kriegsthurm, as soon 
as he had picked himself up from the top of the 
laughing Boginsky, and was standing face to face 
with him. 

^*I was listening to what you and the Princess 
were saying " replied Boginsky, merrily. " The 
devil, but you are strong. You will face a man 
boldly enough when he faces you; but you were 
frightened when I came behind you just now." 

** I am afraid of your democratic committees," said 
Kriegsthurm. 

" You have reason to be so," said Boginsky. 

" Meet me again in half an hour," said Kriegs- 
thurm, naming the place. And so they hurriedly 
parted. 

** No danger aft«r all, your Highness. Only an 
old brother conspirator, who m$Ly be useful to us. 
Now let us resume our conversation. What were 
the contents of these wills which you took ? " 

" I cannot say. Do you think that I would de- 
ihean myself so far as to abuse my brother's con- 
fidence ? I burnt them, and a nice smell they made. 
My maid thought that I had scorched my boots 
against the stove, and I showed her a burnt glove 
to account for it." 

At this characteristic piece of hopeless wandering 
folly on her part, Kriegsthurm was very nearly 
throwing up the whole business in despair. Not in 
disgust, for he in his way loved the woman. He 
went on, without any sign of contempt. 

" That is rather a pity. One would have liked 
to know. I suppose he kept two wills by him toj 
how different people behaved themselves, so i ' 
might destroy either. The one, if Madame will 
low me, was probably made in favor of yourfavd 
Thomaft, th<^ heir ffjjjj^i^ir" " And he pauso' 
let htr speak, "" ' j 

" And th*1&thcr m fevor of A^hur" she Paid 

" Exf'!]r;i|. me. Silcote projHj^ to make hil 
heir, but Arthur refuEeil, and tbi had words ^ 
it. Nhi, The second will was pftbably m favor of 
Jamca SuLi^kn, a young man t^^'^trds whom the 
Squire hay .^lif^wn the most plnjrnl^iv favor: a favor 
so siuf^ular for hii^ tfiftt t±ien^ i^ lirrlM doubt that he 
is — forjrive mc — ^ the darling son ut' your brother's 
old agje." 

" That cub ! " exclaimed the Princess. 

" I am glad that you consider him a cub," said 
Kriegsthurm. " I have never seen him, and have 
doubtless been misinformed about him. He has 
been represented to me as a youth of singular per- 
sonal beauty, of'amazingly artistic talent, and of ir- 
resistibly engaging manners." 

"He kept all these qualities carefully to him- 
self whenever I saw him, said the Princess. "'Yet 
still he was handsome, now I think of it and 
drew beautifully, and everybody was very fend ol 
him." 
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* Exactly," said Kriegstburm, admiring the admi- 
rable way in which she contradicted herself, talking 
•• smartly " one moment, and then letting her hon- 
esty, or simplicity, or whatever it was, get the better 
of her. " And this beautiful youth, bom close to the 
lodge-gates, is desperately in love with your niece 
Anne, the Squire's favorite grandchild. It seems 
evident that one of the Squire's two plans is to fos- 
ter a marriage between these two, and leave them 
the estate." 

** If your theory of his birth be true," said the 
Princess, laughing, " it seems hardly probable that 
my brother, with his extremely rigid notions, should 
encourage a match between Anne and her uncle I ** 

Kriegsthurm had never thought of that. He had 
merely an idea that they were m some sort cousins. 
I suppose that all conspiracies go blundering and 
tumbling about in this way before the time of pro- 
jection. Judging from their almost universal fail- 
ure, one would certwnly say so. 

" Besides, I remember all about this boy. He 
was not born near the park-gates at all. His father 
and mother were two Devonshire peasants, who 
migrated up into our part of the world when the child 
was quite big. And moreover my brother's morali- 
ty is utterly beyond suspicion, — has not his inexor- 
able Puritanism been the cause of half this misery ? 
— but to whom do I talk ? I remember all about 
the boy and his belongings now. His mother was 
a woman of singular and remarkable beauty : with 
a rude, ladylike nobility in her manner, which I 
never saw anywhere else. That very impertinent old 
woman Miss Raylock (who by the by was creeping 
and bothering about at the ball to-night) pointed her 
out to me first, one time when I was talking about 
the superiority of the Italian peasant over the Eng- 
lish. And I remember all about the boy too. Tom 
and the people went out after some poachers from 
Newby, and this boy showed the most splendid 
courage, and got fearfully beslten and bruised, al- 
most killed. And Tom — was it not like my dear 
Tom ? — carried the boy to Silcotes in his arms, as 
tenderly as if he was his own son. He little knew 
that the ungrateful cub would ever come to stand 
between him and his inheritance." 

As little, kind Princess, as he knew that the poor 
. !frounded boy he carried in his arms so tenderly was 
ioB own son. Once in his wild, loose, wicked life, Grod 
gave lum the chance of doing his duty by his own 
' child be had so cruelly neglected and ignored ; ig- 
nored so utterly that he would not inform himself 
abdut its existence. Through his own unutterable 
^'fepjfishness, once, and once omy, had he the chance 
of doing his duty by his own son : on that occasion 
he did it tenderiy and well. Let us remember this 
in his favor, since we have but little else to remember. 
The man was not all bad. Few men are. Show 
me a perfectly good man, and I will show you a per- 
fectly bad man. The challenge is not likely to be 
accepted, I think. 

" Your Highness's reminiscences are interesting," 
said Kriegsthurm. " This youth, this James Sugden, 
stands between the Colonel and his inheritance, and 
must be removed." 

" What do you propose to do ? " then. 

" Wait, your Highness. I give up my theory of 
Ws birth, of course. I see that it is indefensible : so 
the original difficulty remains, don't you see ? What 
is more likely than that Silcote should have planned 
a match between these two ? " 

" Nothing, I suppose." 

" Of course; aotiuDg. We all know that they are 



his two favorites, and moreover they have fallen in 
love with one another." 

" Excuse me once more," said the Princess. " This 
boy is not in love with Anne. He has the most ex- 
treme personal objection to her, to all her ways, and 
all her works. It is that mealy-faced, wretched lit- 
tle Reginald who is her adorer. This James wor- 
ships Dora, Algernon's daughter." 

" As if it mattered with a boy of nineteen. If his 
patron gave the word he would fall in love with this 
beautiful little niece of yours to morrow." 

" I don't know that," said the Princess. " He is 
terribly resolute, quiet as he looks. And she is a 
vixen." 

"Your Highness is so absorbed in sentimental 
trivialities between boys and girls, that we shall 
never get on." 

" They count, you know. And Dora, the Squire's 
other favorite, is desperately fond of him,** 

" I beg pardon ? " 

" I said that she was deeply, jealously in love with 
this cub." 

" That might be made to work," said Kriegsthurm. 
" Do you see how ? " 

" No," said the Princess. 

" No more do I just at present," said Kriegs- 
thurm, thoughtfully. " Have you any remark to 
make, Madame ? " 

" I have to remark that you and I have got into 
a very idiotic muddle at present. I generally re- 
mark that an idiotic muddle is the upshot of all con- 
spiracies. I have not been engaged in so many as 
you have, but I have been engaged in enough, and 
to spare : I can speak of the effect of them on my 
own mind, and* that effect has been muddle, unut- 
terable muddle: a muddle which I fear has got 
chronic with me. For instance, I don't at this mo- 
ment know whether you want James Sugden to 
marry Anne, or Anne to marry Reginald, or what 
you want. If I could marry my brother Harry it 
would set everything right at oncl, because I could 
leave the property to Tom after his death ; but then 
I can't marry Harry, and besides, after this despatch- 
box business he will never speak to me again. I see 
nothing for it but for Tom to marry Anne. She is 
a good deal younger than he is, and has a bad tem- 
per. If that could be brought about it would set 
everything right." 

"But he is her uncle," suggested Kriegsthurm, 
aghast. ^^ 

('I^g^^^M me, so he is," replied the Princess. 
" Ho^^^^F that I should not have thought of it 
befor^^Trtope we shall get out of this business 
without some one accidentally marrying his grand- 
mother. There is only one thing more that I have 
to say, which is this; that I most positively re- 
fuse to many anybody whatever, even if it were to 
save the Silcote property from the hammer. I 
had quite enough of that with my sainted Massi- 
mo." 

" But, your Highness — " 

" He and his Signora Frangipanni indeed. Yes. 
O, quite so. The little doll. Frangipanni was a 
gentleman : and he believes to this day that I insti- 
gated Massimo both to the political villany and to 
the other worse villany. It is you, Kriegsthurm, 
who have torn my character to tatters, and com- 
promised my name with your plots until I am left 
all alone, a miserable and silly old woman ! " 

"Is she ojf.* " thought Kcie^tJ\\ssrav^^<3^ ^<^V^.^ 

^ graph \3ii2A. t\i^ li^axeelt ^\s.\xi OosS^.^'^Si^- "^^^ ""*** 
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not " off." She began crying, and modulated her 
tone. 

"Madame is safer here than elsewhere" said 
Kriegsthurm again. " She will remember the fear- 
ful I j^ traitorous conduct of her late husband to the 
Italian cause in 1849. She will remember that she 
has rendered it impossible for her to go to England 
in the face of her brother's vengeance, and impossi- 
ble to go to Italy in the face of the vengeance of the 
Italian party and Signor Frangipanni. She will 
then remain here ? " 

" I think you had better leave me," she said. " I 
am getting nervous. There, go. I will have no 
harm done to the boy, but do the best you can for 
Tom. Are you angry with me ? You know that I 
have always loved you, and been a faithful friend 
to you. Don't be angry with me." 

Kriegsthurm was a great scoundrel, but then he was 
a most sood-natured man. Many who knew a very 
great deal about him said that he was a good- 
hearted man. Probably his heart had very little to 
do with his actions. Most likely, lying inside that 
enormous chest, it was a very healthy heart, with- the 
blood clicking steadily through it as truis as a time- 
piece. In spite of his villanies and plots and scoun- 
drelianis, he had some suspicion of what is called a 
*' good heart." If one had said that some part of 
the man's brain was benevolent, and was expressed 
on his ferociously jolly great face, one might be 
nearer the truth. Anyhow, there was benevolence 
and gratitude in the man somewhere, for he knelt 
down before the foolish old Princess, took her hand 
in his, kissed it, bowed to her, and sped away to- 
wards his interview with Boginsky, leaving her dry- 
ing her tears and looking towards the French and 
Austrian graves over at Aspern. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

KOT M^DH TO HIS ADVANTAGE. 

' " That is a very noble woman," said Kriegsthurm, 
as he half walked, half trotted along. " She is worth 
the whole lot of 'em put together. She is a fool, 
like the rest of her family, but she is to my mind the 
best of them. She complains that she has got puz- 
zled about the family plot : suppose I were to com- 
plicate it further by marrymg her^ No, that 
would n't do. In the first place she would n't have 
me, and in the second place we shoulJ^j^^ in 
Bedlam as soon as the old man died, t^^^^p find 
out our different relationships. That ^W^jf cub, 
Sngden, mitfhf; turn out to be my grandmother in 
the m&ee. She has managed to turn my brains up- 
side do^yn ; they must be gettinoj older than they 
were, or she would never have addled them like this. 
If I can get a thousand a year from Colonel Silcote, 

. this is my last plot; for my wits are failing me. I 
have debauched my logical powers and my power of 
examining evidence by going in for that wretched 
spiritualist business, the only piece of real charlatan- 
ism I ever did in my life. It has not paid, and I may 
say myself, as a very long-headed rascal, thatTTsharla- 
tanism never does pay in the long run. The money 
comes too easy and too quick to stay by you. You 
put other folks off their heads, but then you put 
yourself off too. You cannot succeed unless you 
put yourself off your head and make yourself be- 
lieve in it. And so you get to think that the fools 
are not fooh, and even if they are, that the crop 

wjJJ last forever. And so you debauch your soul 



about your money matters, and spend when you 
ought to be saving. 

^' It is the same with conspiracies," be was going 
on, when he came sharp round the corner on to the 
place of meeting with Boginsky, and there was 
Boginsky waiting for him ; who, when he saw him, 
burst out laughing. 

" What in the name of goodness," said Kriegs- 
thurm, laughing in his turn, ^^ brings you into this 
wasp's nest ? " 

" Revolutionary business, my dear," said Bogin- 
sky. "We, in London, thought that, as all the 
troops were being poured south, there might be a 
chance for us. We thought that a democratic rising 
in Vienna, in the rear of the army, just when they 
were hammer-and-tongs at it with the French, 
would produce a most unforeseen complication ; and 
we live by complication and confusion,^ you know." 

" Now for a thorough-going fool give me a thor- 
ough-going democrat," said Kriegsthurm, impa- 
tiently. ** Do you think that, if you had any 
chance / should not have known of it ? Do you 
see on which side / am ? Austria will be beaten 
certainly, but in spite of that I have declared 
against the circles." 

" I gave up all hopes the moment I saw it," ssud 
Boginsky. 

" And how is your precious scheme working ? " 

" Well ! you know better than I can tell you," 
said Boginsky. " It will not work at all. The 
committees won't look at us. They say that the 
demolition of the fortifications has changed the 
chances -utterly. I came here expecting to head a 
revolt, and all the employment I can find is a very 
dirty job." 

" And what may that be ? " said Kriegsthurm. 

" To watch you, my dear, and, if I can catch you 
alone and unarmed, — as you are now ; in a private 
place, — like this; in the dead of night with no 
witnesses, — as now ; to assassinate you. Which I 
am of course going to do this very instant, with this 
very American revolver. Therefore go down on 
your knees, and say your prayers at once." 

Kriegsthurm laughed pleasantly, " You hare g6t 
among bad company, then." 

" I have. The old breed of democrats is dying 
out, and are replaced by men who disgrace the 
name, like these fellows. These fellows are Orsinists 
to a man. And what is worse, they have foiyotten, 
or learnt to vilipend, the great names of the move- 
ment : Garibaldi, Kossuth, Mazzini, Manin, ay, and 
Boginsky, are sneered at by them as half-hearted 
men. These men, who ut, and plot, and drin]^ 
laugh at us who rose for the cause, and were taken 
red-handed. They proposed tjiis business to me as 
a proof of my sincerity. I need not say that I ac- 
cepted their offer with avidity, lest some more un- 
scrupulous democrat among them might take it in 
hand. You are in great danger here." 

" I thank you, Boginsky. i ou are a gentleman. 
You yoursetf are in very great danger here. I 
think, from an. answer he gave me to-night, thai 
Tom Silcote has seen you, and if he saw you again 
might denounce you to-morrow. I must get you 
out of this place." 

" You must, indeed, and yourself also." 

" We will let that be ; for the present, you arti .. 
the first person to be considered. Are you poor ? ** 

" I have absolutely nothing. I have nothing to 
eat. I have no clothes but what I stand in. Was 
there ever a democrat of my sort who was rich ? 
[ And 1 hiave no i^&^Tt>. Aa foe passing the lines 
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into Italy, that is entirely impossible. I could get 
northward, but I have no money." 

" You shall have money and passport if you will 
do something for me." 

" Your money is Austrian, and I will not touch 
it." 

" You can pay it back." 

« Well, Jesuit ! What is it then ? " 

" There is a young English artist, one Sugden, 
now at Prague." 

" Well ! Do you wish me to murder him for 
you?" • 

" I wish to heaven you would. It is so terribly 
unlucky, you *re being a gentleman and a man of 
honor." 

** Not unlucky for yow, is it ? " said Boginsky. 

" I am not sure of that," said Kriegsthurm, " I 
am getting so sick of the whole business, and more 
particularly of the Silcote complication, that I 
almost wish you had followed the instructions of the 
democratic committee, and put a bullet into me. I 
don't ask you to murder him. Will you meet him, 
and involve him in some of your confounded demo- 
cratic conspiracies V " 

** Teach him the beauty of democracy ? " said 
Boginsky. 

** Exactly," said Kriegsthurm. " Let him be 
seen in your sweet company before you make your 
own escape. Introduce him to the lower democrat- 
ic circles, such as those of Vienna, who employed 
you to assassinate me. Excite his brain about the 
matter (he is as big a fool as you, I am given to 
understand). Show him the whole beauty of ex- 
treme democracy on Austrian soil ; do you under- 
stand?" 

** I see," said Boginsky. " Compromise him thor- 
oughly?" 

*' ^x-actly, once more," said Kriegsthurm. " He 
can't come to any harm, you know. He is an Eng- 
lish subject They would send the British fleet into 
the Danube sooner thaiji allow one of his pretty 
curls to be disarranged. Will you teach this noble 
young heart the beauties of Continental democ- 
racy?" 

" Certainly," said Boginsky. " Where shall I 
meet you to get the money and the passport ? " 

Kriegsthurm made the appointment, and the 
niffht swallowed up Bo^rinsky 

Kriegsthurm*8 brains hud ' 
set by his interview with 
Kttle inclined to go hoii 
arrived at some concbi 
Silcotes," he said to ^ii 
brains of a Cavour. Aw 
That Boginsky will do no 
have this cub of a boy oii| of the way somehow ; 
hang him ! I wish he was dead. If the young brute 
were only dead, one could see one's way," he added 
aloud. 

A sentinel, to whom ha was^^M||||clo5e in his 
p reverie, L-hallenffed. i 

"^IK ot:e." cried Kriegsthuria^ aavagely. 

" What says he ? " sard tin? senrineK '^ Stand ! " 

** No vara 1 Novura ! dTinimer kopJ^'^ replied 
Kriegsthurm, testily* "Ib hc^ di^MM" 

" BuNiilora/'^said the sentry, sulkily, bringing his 
roasket eharjily to his shoulder, and covering some- 
thing behlncl fcriessthurm, and dangerously in line 
with hiuL- " You oehind there, who are following 
the Herr, and have heard the passwords, come for- 
ward, or I will ftre." 

^ May the^ &o., (xmfound this moat immoral city " 




very much up- 

^gi*, that he felt 
ithout having 
her. " These 
lei addle the 

tiic man I was. 

kiiow. I must 



said Kriegsthurm. " If I was only once well out of 
it ! Now, who in the name of confusion will this 
turn out to be ? Knock him over, sentry, if he 
don't advance. I am Kriegsthurm of the police." 

" He is coming," said the sentry, with his finger 
still on the trigger, covering the advancing man. 
" Ah I here he is. You are now responsible ror him, 
sir." 

There crept into the light of the lamp which 
hung above the sentry's box a very handsome, beard- 
less youth of possibly twenty. The face of him was 
oval, the chin end of the oval being very long and 
narrow, the mouth well-shaped but large, and 
wreathed up at the corners into a continual smile, 
the splendid eyes not showing so much as they 
might have done from under the lowered eyebroup, 
nose long, complexion brown, hair black and curl- 
ing, gait graceful, but obsequious. A young gentle- 
man from the Papal States, of the radical persua- 
sion, rather shabbily dressed. 

Kriegsthurm was round and loud with him in 
Italian, and ended by arresting him formally before 
the sentry, and marching him off into the dark- 



CHAPTER XLV. 

— WHILE HE HIMSELF DRAWS TOWARDS THE GREAT 
RENDEZVOUS. 

The new world, the world of nature, in her lar- 
ger, coarser, Continental form, first broke on our 
old friend James's mind at the Drachenfels, that 
first outwork of the great European mountains. 
The great steel-gray river, sweeping round the 
crass and the vineyards, and winding away into the 
folded hills, gave him noble promise of the more 

florious land which lay behind. It is as common as 
Brighton now, but remember what it-was to you 
when you were as young and as fhsish n James. 

It satisfied his genial, "jolly" young soul. " Let 
us," he said to the quiet, apathetic Reginald, " make 
a lingering meal of all this. Let us dawdle up 
this beautiful river to the Alps, and study every 
inch of it, until we have traced it to its cradle. 
Then we will descend on Italy, and take it." 

Reginald cared little, so long as he was in James's 
company ; and so they dawdled up the river bank, 
from right to left, sketching, painting, bathing, 
learning their German, and singing. They got en- 
amoi'&of tbe German student life, and essayed tjo 
imitaf^it, with more or less success. They were 
both, like all St. Mary's boys, pretty well trained as 
singers, and James had a singularly fine voice. ^ 
From their quaint training they had both got to be 
as free from any kind of conventionality as any 
German could possibly wish ; and in a very short 
time they grew quite as demonstrative of their emo- 
tions as any German of them all. They were a 
great success among those Rhine people. The 
handsome, genial, vivacious James, with his really 
admirable, though uneducated, painting, his capital 
and correct drawing, his splendid singing, his unfail- 
ing good-humor, his intense kindliness of disposi- 
tion, was of course a success ; in spite of his, as yet, 
bad German. He was, and is, a really fine fellow, 
who would succeed anywhere, from California to 
Constantinople, ^ut the c^uieter ReginaldPwas a 
greater. He painted infanitely wo^<^^ Va. 'eaxw'^ 
worse, he talked. Xssa, ^"wtv ^«EaR:^^^3^^^. '0«ift.^'^si>»sai> 
people beWe^e^ 'm V\m moT^. "^"^"^^ ^^^ JS^^s. 
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turn to the silent Reginald, after all, and innsh to 
know his opinion, belieying, from his comparative 
silence, that he was the wiser ; and Reginald, who had 
been hoping that James bad exhausted the subject, 
knowing nothing of the matter in hand, would do 
his best, and be oracular and vague, which pleased 
them immensely. 

So these two happy boys went up and down and 
to and fro in this early spring, as free as birds, as 
happy as birds. The snow was not off the Hiihe- 
Acht when they first heard of the Eifel country. 
Thoy must go, of course, at once, and went from 
Coblentz ; though the ice was still floating down 
the Moselle, and navigation was impossible. They 
walked up that wonderful river-side to Treves, in 
9lui*h and mud; enioying themselves immensely, 
and making themselves remembered to this day 
by some of the people in whose houses they stayed. 

ReginaUl mildly asked James on their journey 
whetlier he called this going to Italy to study art. 
But James said in reply, ^^ Let me see the rorta 
Nigra, Heggy, and I will fly south as true as a swal- 
low." And Reginald laughed, and trod on with 
him through the mud, until they had seen the Porta 
Nijjra. 

They got to Treves so early in the season that 
there had been a slight whisk of snow just as they 
entered the town, and, pushing through the narrow 
streets, they came face to face with the object of 
their pilgrimage, a vast black mass of (as it ap- 
pears) the first century, just now with every one of 
the capitals of the hundred columns piled one above 
another, silvered with snow. 

" Did you ever see anything like this ? " said 
James, after a few minutes. 

" No, nor dreamt of it," said Reginald. " We 
did right in coming here. In future, you shall lead 
and I will follow/' 

So they headed back to the dear old Rhine, 
through th^olc^nic country, looking by their way 
on lakes hundreds of fathoms deep, blue from their 
depth as the creat ocean, yet lying in great hollows 
amon^ smooth short-grassed downs, where the sheep 
were feeding and the lambs were crying. And they 
saw an eagle, and a wolf, and a wild boar just 
killed ; and, having looked in on the Apollinaris 
Kirche, they quietly descended on Andemach. 

Here they met a very old friend of a fortnight's 
standing. They had made a halt at Bonn of a few 
days, and had struck up a friendship,, which was to 
be more than life-long, with several students there. 
The students among whom the^ had accifcntally 
fallen were of course democratic. The " Croia " 
party at Bonn is as exclusive as Pickwater. Hap- 
py-go-lucky James and Reginald, afler a fortnight's 
examination of the question, were quite prepared to 
be convinced that hereditary governors were a mere 
temporary stop-gap between the feudalism of the 
past and the democracy of the future. They did 
little more than bargain for Queen Victoria; at 
whose name the students took off their caps. As 
for the Prince of Wales, they gave him up. Among 
these terrible young gentlemen (who ^u^ti out the 
gentlest of beings as soon as they have a place and 
get married) they had come to the conclusion that 
Queen Victoria was the last crowned head which 
would be allowed to exist on the Continent of Eu- 
rope, ^d that she was only pejsmitted to exist in 
consequence of her virtues as Another, wife, and 
woman. 

T/ieij there was the business of the map of Europe 
^^/i/a. These students had settled that, among other 



things (much in the style of that Paris map of 1860, 
which was in great repute among the prudhommes, 
— has the man who made it committed suicide 
yet?), England was to have Egypt, but not to be 
allowed any further territory in Europe, being too 
overwhelmingly powerful ; Alsace to a united Grer- 
many ; and Si that sort of thing ; but always Eng- 
land to be served first, and bought, and kept from 
interfering. Or again, she vxu to interfere and 
arouse democracy, nationality, and what not: for 
they believed in her power then. Now that the 
Crow party have won, what is the use of bringing 
up old democratic nonsense ? 

Only our two boys believed in all this. And one 
of the loudest democratic talkers of Bonn, nnder a 
cloud about a duel, met them at Andemach. 

This youth was more of a geograpliical than a 
political radical. The form of government you 
might choose to adopt was a mere insignificant 
matter of detail to his enlarged and statesman-like 
mind. So long as you restored absorbed nationali- 
ties, he was ready to con^atulate Ireland or Poland 
in reverting to their original form of government 
This young man walked up and down the street 
with our two friends for an hour or so, talking the 
most frantic nonsense about the Italian business; 
not unwatched. 

At length they all three agreed that refreshment 
was necessary, and the German boy, cocking his cap 
over his eye, and breaking out with, — 
^* Mihi sit propositum 
In tabema mori " ; 

led them to a little gastJiauSj taking care to inform 
them that the landlord's principles were sound; 
from which James and Reginald concluded that be 
was a man not only violenfiy disaffected towards the 
powers that were, but permanently disaffected to- 
wards any possible powers which ever might be 
hereafter. James's jolly humor made him half 
laugh at this kind of thing, but there was an air of 
mystery and adventure about it which made it very 
pleasant. He began to think that it would be very 
fine to have the prestige of belonging to one of these 
secret societies, more especially in such a very tight- 
laced state as Prussia. He followed his German 
friend, hoping to see some real Vehmgericht busi- 
ness at all events for once in his life. 

The student made a sign to the host on entering, 
and JDimedlarvly tLu host pretended, in the most 
patent maniKT^ ibrit li^ad never seen the student 
before^ whicti ^ttjrv^tB^^n{l amiisecl James, as it 
also (led a Prpsian p69BQfli(^ia] who was sitting at 
~thtiy passed mysteriously 
and shut the door aft^ 
olTii^ial and the host winked 
at one another, and laughed. 

^^ You are not going to trouble those English 
boys ? " said the landlord. 

" Not I," said the policeman, " but I want him," 

" Por w}iiL 'i ' 

'' Diieljing, He iverit near to slit Von Azeldorfi 
iioee." f ' T'^'^'^m 

'' Pity he did noM The ass will mak&jSiitt^lk^l 
politic jil mfftnioet txui] It come a martyr." ^^ . S 

'^ Oi' coui'^^^i^ ;i>^ will. But bB fauBif^^Si] 
noae of one ofjiis own order in future." ^ ,■ 

" True," said the host, thoughtfully. 

The student led our friends into an inner partevi^ 
and })rought them up to a large lithographic prini« 
before which he took off his cap, put his Bands 
across his breast, and bowed. The print was weQ 
coiAceVv^ 9i3Ei4 ^%.^cKv.tAd^ and represented this 
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Hungaria lay dead in her coffin. Kossuth, with a 
fold of his cloak masking his mouth, was taking a 
last farewell look at her Kice, before the coffin should 
be closed. At the head of the conpse stood the pale 
ghost of Liberty, staring with a calm frozen face at 
Georgey, who was in the right-hand corner, with a 
face distorted by terror and remorse, calling on the 
rocks to cover him, and the hills to hide him. (In 
reality Georgey was comfortably at his own chateau, 
hard at work, with nets, pins, and corks, completing 
bis almost unrivalled collection of butterflies and 
moths, and perfectly easy in his mind. But we must 
bave political caricatures.) The print was well 
drawn, and well executed, and our two boys were 
struck by it extremely, though the sad fact must 
remain that they had neither of them heard of 
Georojey in their lives. 

*' There he stands,'' said their student friend. 
" False and perjured traitor, with the blood of the 
slain Hungaria choking the lies which would rise 
to his mouth. Georgey — Georgey," he was going 
on, when a very quiet weak voice behind them said, 
in Giirman, — 

'^It was a strong measure*, certainly, that of 
Georgey*s. I conft^ss I should not have been pre- 
pared to act so myself; but in the end Hungary will 
be the better, and Austria no worse." 

They turned and saw before them one of the 
Btrangest-looking men ever seen by any of the three, 
— a man with a face as beardless as a boy's, as old- 
looking as a grandfather's ; a face of great beauty 
and power, with large, clear, luminous eyes, and a 
complexion like pale wax,, without a wrinkle. The 
figure was not large, but well proportioned and 
graceful ; the carriage was erect and bold, yet very 
calm and quiet, showing physical weakness, as of a 
man recovering from a great illness. Having said 
bis say, he leant against the closed door, and surveyed 
them quietly and silently. 

The German student took off his cap ; Reginald 
stared as though he had seen a ghost ; James was 
the first to recover his presence of mind. He cried 
out, — 

"My dear sir — " 

" You will write out," said Arthur Silcote, smil- 
ing, " the first book of Euclid before to-morrow 
morning, and bring it to my desk at the opening of 
sR^ol. * De tabernis non n*equentandis,' you know. 
Yon have violated one of our statutes, my boy. 
What is going to happen to this young gentle- 
man ! " 

The young German sta^|A was being arrested. 
The policeman from the newK)om had come in, and 
had " taken " him. 

"What has he done, then?* said Arthur Sil- 
cote. 

" He has been duelling," said the police. 

" And has not * Von * before his name," said 
Arthur, after the young gentleman was removed. 
" Well, my dear boys, you seem to be getting into 
good company." 

" We are seeing the worldly' nr,** said James, 
laughing. 

" One side of it, bojr ; one side of it." 

" A very amusing side, sir, suyely.** 

" Surely ! " said Arthur. " mien you hear a 

man use the word * surely,' you always know that 

,^ he is not ^ sure ' at all. That miserable tentative 

word * surely* exasperates me. It is one of the 

wretched phrases by which a fourth-class press writer 

■ rigs his opmion. Don't use it again." 

** I will not, iir. You are not angry with me ? " 



" Why, no," said Arthur, smiling. " I seldom ask 
great favors from people with whom I am angry, 
and I am going to ask a great favor of you." ^ 

James waited and wondered. 

" I have been very ill, I have been deceived by 
the doctors as to the cause of my illness. They told 
me that my heart was hopelessly deranged, and that 
my life was not worth a fortnight's purchase. This 
has turned out to be all a falsehood. I am as good 
a man as ever, with a new lease of life before me. 
I have merely overworked myself, and I want rest. 
But this foolish fsdsehood of the doctors has produced 
its effect I came abroad, leaving all my old friends, 
to die alone like a hunted deer- Mayo, at Boppart, 
tells me that I am to live, and stakes his reputation 
upon it. He has turned me out from his establish- 
ment to wander and amuse myself. Will you let 
me wander with you? This new life, the assurance 
of which I get fix>m Mayo, has become unexpected- 
ly dear to me. I did not fear death ; I only hated 
it. Death always seemed to me, if I dare say so, 
a mistake. I never doubted for one moment the 
continuity of my existence ; I never had any physical 
fear of the great break in it ; I only hated that break. 
I believe that I hate that great, and, as it seems to 
me sometimes, unnecessary^ break in my existence 
as much as ever : but Mayo, the great expert, has 
removed it at least twenty years. I have a new 
life before me. Can you understand all this ? " 

" Well I well I sir," said James. 

"I was fi:«sher and freer once," said Arthur, 
" than you are now. Li the old times, when Tom 
and I used to go and see Algy at Oxford, I was as 
fresh and as &e as any one. And Algv is dead, 
and Tom is worse than dead ; and I have been dead, 
boy." 

" Dead, sir ? " said James, wondering. 

" Ay, dead : to hope and to ambition, and to much 
else. I have been dead, my boy,* in a way, but I 
have come to life again. Come, let us walk together, 
and spend the day. At the end of it, you shall tell 
me if I seem likely to suit you as a travelling com- 
panion or not." 

" I can tell you that at once, sir. We shall be 
honored and favored by your company. I rather 
think that we are a little too young to do entirely 
without advice : have we not just seen our chosen 
companion walked of to jail under our eyes ? I am 
very discreet, no doubt, — for my age; and as for 
Reginald, he is the soul of discretion and reticence. 
But we have made rather a mess of it hitherto, and 
there |re heaps of things I want to know and can- 
not find out And you are all alone, and want 
taking care of We will take care of you if you 
will take care of us." 

" These are all kind commonplaces," said Arthur. 
" But give me a trial. I am all abne in the world ; 
I have been very ill, and I am slowly recovering. 
I shall be a drag on you, but I ask you in charit/s 
sake for your company." 

James tried to answer, but could not. To see a 
man whom he had always regarded as a prig and a 
bully brought so low as this affected him strongly. 
Reginald had dropped away firom them, and they 
were sauntering up beside the Rhine stream together 
and alone. 

" Why are you silent ? " asked Arthur. 

" Because," said James, " I wish I had k^wn you 
better before." 

" That would have been of little u&q.^" %ax^ ksJicNct. 
" As a faiit,Tio\>oaL\ ^v\,«wi.«^\. ^«^^^^5^^'e5^:^^^ 
is deayi and ^oti^. \^;ba ^i-sSw^^ -s.^^ Na^KBssm 
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me now, and it is quite possible that you will like 
me." 

"W^at simple James answered is not of much con- 
sequence. Arthur talked on to him, as the Ancient 
Mariner talked to the first person he could get hold 
of. 

" The hatred of death — not the fear, mind — 
which has been hanging over me so long ruined 
and spoilt me. The doctors, in their ignorance, 
gave me warning that I could not live, a long while 
ago. They told me that I had orcanic disease of 
the heart, and went far to ruin my life. It appears 
that such is not the case. I am a new man again. 
What the expectation of death could not do, the 
removal of that expectation has done. Bear with 
me a little, and see." 

James only half understood him; but he an- 
swered, — 

"One thing is plain, sir ; you want attending to 
and looking after; and I will do that for you. Our 
meeting with you is a great stroke of good luck." 

" But you will want to ramble and range about, 
and I cannot do that." 

" We can ramble," said James, " all day while 
you sit at home, and at night we can come back and 
tell you all about the day's work or the day's play. 
It shall go hard, between my sketches and my talk, 
if you do not enjoy the day as much as we do." 

So he joined them, and they rambled away to- 
gether southward through Bavaria towards Saltz- 
burg. 

James was at first extremely afraid of the terrible 
inexorably-tongued Arthur. Then he was surprised 
and frightened at the great change in him ; and at 
last got perfectly confidential with him, and actually 
went so far as to tell him one night that he had been 
utterly deceived in his estimate of his character. I 
doubt that James had been drinking the wine of the 
country. 

" You mean," said Arthur, " that I am not the 
priggish bully you took me for ? " 

" The words are yours, sir. You were never 
either prig or bully. But you were so hard and in- 
exorable. Now vou are so gentle and complacent 
in everything. A child could not be more biddable 
than you are." 

"Yes; but in old times I was a schoolmaster," 
said Arthur, " now I am a child. Did I not tell you 
that I was new-bom ? I have a new lease of life 
given me on the highest authority. Life with me is 
not so enjoyable as it is with you. I am twenty 
years older than you : I cannot come and go, and 
enjoy every flower and shadow as you can. Yet 
life is a glorious good, and death is a terrible evil : 
ah ! you may m£^e what you like of it, but it is the 
greatest of misfortunes, that break in the continuity. 
But what do you know of death ? Death has been 
with me night and day for many years. He is gone 
now, and I am as much a boy as you are, save that 
I cannot enjoy the world as you can. Do you un- 
derstand me ? " 

" I think I do, sir," said James, gravely. 

" This perfect rest and absence of anxiety (for 
Algy is m heaven), combined with your kindly 
ministrations and attentions, are making a man of 
me again. Is it not so ? " 

" You gain in strength and color every day, sir," 
said Jan£. " And yet — " 

" And yet, you would say, my old temper does not 
return. Am I not changed, then ? " 

** Toil are your real am now, sir. That seems to 



** Let us hope so," said Arthur. " I think so my- 
self But, with my returning health, the old Adam 
is somewhat moving. The lassitude of my illness is 
going away ; and I begin to feel a want for motion, 
for action, for something to stir me. Take me 
south, James, and let us see this war. There is 
sport afield there." 

"What war, sir?" 

" O, you young dolt," said Arthur, laughing. 
" Give me the footstool, that I may throw it ai your 
head. What war ? Why the grand crush between 
France and Austria, the stake of which is an Italian 
kingdom. I see how to enjoy life : to cultivate a 
careful ignorance on political matters." 

" But the Kolniscke Zeitung says that they are 
not going to fight," remarked James. 

"The Fliegende BlcUter may probably say the 
same," said Arthur. " Boy ! boy I there is gomg to 
be * a great thing,* as the fox-hunters say. Take me 
south to see it. You can sketch it, and sell your 
sketches. I want motion, life : let us go." 

" We will go, sir, certainly, if you really think 
they will fight, and if you are able for it" 

" You shall carry me," said Arthur. " My brother 
is in the business, and on the winning side. Old 
Austria forever, in spite of all her faults." 

" Which of your brothers is in the business, sir," 
asked James. 

" Tom," said Arthur. " Heaven help the French- 
man who meets him." 

" I remember hhn," said James, " a kind man 
with a gentle face. He carried me to Silootes in 
his arms once, afler I had been beaten by poachers. 
By and by, you were there. Do you remember 
it?" 

" I do, now you mention it," said Arthur. " And 
you are that poor little thing in the smock-frock 
that Tom brought in in his arms. I never exactly 
realized it till now. How things come round 
through all kinds of confusion I My silly old aunt 
took you to bed that night; and you made your 
first acquaintance with Dora, and Anne, and Kegi- 
nald. Well, then, it is settled that we are to go 
south, and see this war." 

" I glory in the idea, sir," said James. " I have 
never looked on war." 

"Nor I," said Arthur. "It will be a cold 1^ 
for both of us. The accessories will not be pleasimt; 
but it will do us both good. A review on a large 
scale, with the small ajnd yet important fact of death 
superadded ; and a IqiKdom of twenty millions for 
the stake. A Univeiii|y boat-race, in which the 
Devil actually does takiB the hindmost Let us go, 
by all means." 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

ARTHUR DEALS WITH KRIBOSTHURM*8 ASSASSINS. 

Arthur, with his two pleasant companions, 
James and Beginald^ went pleasantly on southward 
past Coblexiti, pait Heidelberg, Stuttgard, to Mu- 
nich, where periorcetliere was a little delay. Arthur 
was for pushing on as quickly as possible, and indeed 
grumbled good-humoredly at being taken so far 
eastward at all ; but the boys were too strong for 
him. They had made the acquaintance of Eaul- 
bach at the Apollinaris Kirche, and also in the 
Cathedral windows at Cologne ; and they were de- 
termined to go to the home of the man whom, after 
Landseer and Tenniel, theyplaced as the greatest 
living mastfeT m ISixoo^* TVi^^ \si^<^ '^S^m&^^i^^^ 
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and imitated bim, Arthur, with a calm smile always 
in his face, laughing at them, and measuring their 
human figures with an inexorable pair of compasses 
which he had, greatly to their discomfiture. 

** If you can draw the human figure correctly and 
rapidly at thirty, boys," he used to say, " you will be 
able to do as much as any Englishman, save six, can. 
Patience and work first ; freedom afterwards. Never- 
theless, go it ! Tliis man's right leg is longer than 
his left, but it will shorten in time. There are men 
at the top of the tree who can't for the life of them 
draw a man's legs of the same length. So go it. 
Who knows what you may do by hard work ? You 
may be able to draw as well as a fourth-class French- 
man some day. Go it ! " 

They were thoroughly happy these three on this 
journey, and they took notes of one another to 
their mutual surprise. 

Arthur took note of James, and came to the con- 
clusion that James was the finest lad of his age he 
Lad ever met. " It is not his personal beauty," he 
argued, " because, as a rule, handsome boys are a 
parcel of useless nuisances. It is not th'at he is a 
clever and brilliant boy, because in the first place 
he is not particularly either of those things ; and if 
he was, clever and brilliant boys are more utterly in- 
tolerable nuisances than handsome ones. It is not 
that he is amiable. Amiable boys are as ^at a pest 
as any kind of boy ; they are always in debt and in 
scrapes, and, what is worst of all, popular ; and a 
popular boy will ruin the best school in England. 
And you never get rid of them by scholarships or 
exhibitions; they hang on your hands till they are 
twenty ; and, when old Father Time gets rid of them 
for you at last, they leave their personal habits be- 
hind them as school traditions : Old Tom and Old 
Bob in these days are quoted as precedents in the 
management of the school. There is the memory 
of a popular boy to put a spoke in every new wheel 
Tou try to set turning. If I ever went schoolmaster- 
mg again, I would keep no boy after seventeen, and 
•would write to any boy's father as soon as I saw that 
he was getting popular. This boy Sugden has de- 
bauched that school ; and I don't at all wonder at 
it, for he is really the finest fellow of his age I ever 
met. He will be quoted against the new head- 
master, whoever he may be, with effect. / don't 
know what there is about the lad ; I suppose he is 
goodr 

Arthur, of course, never dreamt that he was his 
own nephew: only four people knew that as yet. 
May I call the reader's attention to this fact ? — Sil- 
cote's extremely slight attentions to James had all 
taken place before Silcote knew that James was his 
own grandson. Rumor, dealing with an unac- 
countable man like the Squire, had developed these 
few growling attentions into a theory that Silcote 
would make him his heir. Lord Hainault, surely a 
safe man, entirely believed this preposterous fiction. 
To worship properly the goddess Fama you must 
live in the country. She gets pretty well worshipped 
in town, at clubs and in drawing-rooms; but her 
temples are in the counties. 

"Reginald," mused Arthur further, "is an ass. 
The only redeeming point in him is his respect and 
love for this peasant-boy James. And the most un- 
fortunate part of the business is, that, now dear old 
Al^y is dead, it is more than probable that Reginald 
will be made heir. • And he will marry that silly 
little brimstone Anne. Confound it ! all the prop- 
erty sha'n't go like that. There has been sin enough 
and bother enough in getting it together and keep- 



ing it together. There is some sentimental feeling 
my father has toward Algy's mother, which will come 
into play now the dear old boy is dead. And he 
will leave everything to Reginald on condition of 
his marrying Anne. I wish to Heaven that this 
James Sudden was a Silcote and heir. 

** But I will not stand this," he added aloud, 
rising up and pacing the fifth room of their long 
suite of apartments at Munich. " No," he went on, 
throwing open the door and bursting into the fourth 
room, — "I will be heir myself sooner. He offered 
the place to me once. I will hold him to his bar- 
gain." 

Kriegsthurm and the Princess never were fiirther 
at sea than he was just now. His wits were some- 
what got together bv noticing that James was sitting 
upon the fioor, and Lis painting tools were scattered 
far and wide. 

" What is the matter, James ? " he asked. " Why, 
I was just thinking of you ! " 

" I should hardly have thought it, sir," said James, 
laughing. " You have knocked me and my ap- 
paratus over so cleverly that I should have thought 
that you were thinking of some one else." 

"Did I knock you over?" asked Arthur, ear- 
nestly. 

" Well, with the assistance of the door you did, 
sir." 

" I am extremely sorry, my dear boy," said Ar- 
thur, anxiously. " I was in hopes that these fits of 
half-unconscious absence were entirely gone ; but I 
am getting the better of them, decidedly. This must ^ 
be the very last of them. Let me help you to pick 
up your paints. You should not have sat so neaiy ■ 
the door, and I should not have opened it so quicyy. 
We were both in the wrong." 

" I sat there for the light, sir." 

" Then you are in the right and I am in the wrong. 
I will make amends. I consent to go to Salzburg 
without further opposition : out of our way as it is." 

" You are very kind, sir. I did want to see it so 
much." 

James on his part noticed with wonder several 
things about Arthur. His irritability was gone ; 
that was the first thing. Moreover, he never dic- 
tated, but consulted quietly with James, sometimes 
even with Reginald, and yielded easily. His old 
rapid vivacious activity had given place to a quiet 
contemplative habit of body and mind. He was, 
for the first time in his life, tolerant of inactivity, 
and seemed to like it. He was tolerant of trifles, — 
nay, began to be interested in them. James, for in- 
stance, got himself a wonderful waistcoat at Munich, 
which had to be altered, and Arthur took the deep- 
est interest in the alteration. He began to talk to 
casual people at the caf^, and found them out to be 
the most wonderful people ever seen or heard of. 
He told James that gardening was a neglected art, 
and that he should certainly take it in hand as soon 
as he got to England again ; bought Reine Mar- 
guerite and stock seeds, and packed them off to Sil- 
cotes to the gardener, with many directions, regard- 
less of expense. He was going to learn to paint 
(under James's directions), he was going to snoot, 
he was going to fish, all quietly and in good time, 
with the best advice (as he was before he went to 
Boppart,he woiddhave consulted Blaine's " Encyclo- 
paedia " over night, and ridden a steeplechase next 
morning). At present his principal emijloYw^ft^e^ 
was the learti\tv^o^m^\a:c^ \aa^<5s^0^5iwi"!cci&'^^^ 
ha3LpTom\Be^\»\akft\i\m\a^^^wr ^^^,^-, 
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man of keen Tiyacious intellect, with as mucli wish 
to enjoy life as he had when he used to run with 
the boats at Oxford years ago, when he, and Algy, 
and Tom were young and innocent. The doctors 
had condemned him to death ; and he had got his 
reprieve. He was young, and had begun once more 
to love life and what life can give most dearly ; and 
that new-found love had softened and changed him. 
James was painting away finely one day. FiToty 
and Kaulbach were to look to their laurels. The 
son of Mrs. Tom Silcote was not likely to be balked 
by want of audacity or tiresome attention to such 
little matters as correct drawing. In three close 
days James had produced a really fine historical 
picture (barring drawbacks, such for instance as 
that no dealer would have given five pounds for it, 
and that all the lees and arms were odd ones).^ 
There was no sky; out the Roman amphitheatre, 
with tier after tier of almost innumerable spectators, 
was piled up to the top of the canvas. Close to you, 
divided from the arena by a deep space of boarding, 
lolled the Boman Emperor ; fat, gross, and in pur- 
pJe, looking with a lazy drunken leer at what was 
passing in the scene below in the for^ound. Be- 
hind him was dand^ Petronius smoothing his beard, 
and looking at nothing ; and others, not to be men- 
tioned here, but with whom every schoolboy who 
has handled Lemprifere, the first book generally put 
into his hand, is perfectly familiar. In the extreme 
fore^ound of this picture of James's were two boys. 
Christians, condemned to the lions, one about eigh- 
teen, the other about sixteen. The elder, with a 
short sword drawn back behind his hip, was looking 
at you, with parted lips, ready for battle, while his 
brother cowered behind him in utter ghastly terror. 
Between you and them, on the sand, was the shadow 
of a crouching lion. You were the lion : despair 
and terror were close to you in these handsome 
lads ; above them were the unutterable luxury and 
vice described by Suetonius (if he lies not) in the 
person of the Emperor and Sporus ; beyond, tier 
afler tier, the wicked, cruel Ola World, which ex- 
ists now only in Spain, and in the colonies of the 
Latin races which still exist in America, and which, 
since the failure of the Mexican expedition, seem 
happily in an evil case. 

** That is very fine," said Arthur. " I give you 
credit for great genius. Piloty would have drawn 
better, but he could not have conceived better. 
Will you give me this?*' 

** Of course I will, sir, heartily." 

" Now for some flake white and megilp ; Rober- 
Bon's medium, hey ? Well, I am agreeable.** And 
BO, with flake white and Boberson's medium, he 
daubed the whole thing out. 

*' It was hardly such a ^ bung' afl to deserve that, 
sir," said James, quietly. 

" It was no * bung,' sdd Arthur ; " only try an- 
other subject next time.** 

** I learnt that at school, sir.*' 

" Then forget it You would never have at- 
tempted this picture if you had not come to Munich. 
Let us go on to Salzburg at once, and get your fool- 
ish will accomplished there. After that, mind, we 
go inexorably southwestward." 

** I will follow you, sir." 

"Change the conversation. What do you like best?" 

James, very much alarmed afler the destruction 
of his picture lest the old Arthur should have re- 
turned, and the new Arthur have been only a de- 
ce'ivwg fiend sent to lure him to his destruction, 



" That is a very difficult question to answer, sur." 

" But you can answer it, surely, my boy, I only 
asked for what you liked best ; surely you can an- 
swer that." 

" Well," said James, speaking to the new Arthur, 
" I consider Mayduke cherries as fine as anything. 
Speaking about this part of the world, I should say 
that the vanilla ices which Beg. and I had at Aix- 
la-Chapelle, washed down with Bairischer, were as 
good as anything.** 

*^ Heaven help his stomach. Ices and small beer ! 
You *11 be gray at forty I " exclaimed Arthur. " How 
ill were you at Aix-la-Chapelle ? " 

" Not very. I felt as if I had been drinking out 
of the bloodhounds* pan at Silcotes, and swallowed 
the brimstone; but that was the waters. Also I 
dreamt for the next fortnight that I had stolen a sit- 
ting of rotten eggs, and eaten them ; that was also 
the waters. Beg. shut up, and had the doctor." 

" After the ices and beer ? " 

" Exactly," said James. 

" What I want to get at is thii,*' said Arthur. 
'* You enjoy life. What is it which makes life so 
enjoyable to you ? " 

" I have no idea," said James. 

'* You must have some sort of an idea. You are 
not a fool. Think." 

*^ Well,' said James, afler a pause, '* I should say 
* hope.* Hope of generally bettering myself, — of 
rising higher some time or another, succeeding in 
art, and rising to the position of having a house of 
my own, — and — all that sort of thinoj." 

" I want to learn how to enjoy life," said Arthur, 
" It seems to me that no one could tell me better 
than yourself. As I understand you, your way of 
enjoying life is to wrap yourself up in yourself, and 
think only of your own personal advancement. I 
suppose you are right. Yet I am disappointed." 

" You are quite wrong," said James : " I have no 
self. All that I think, attempt, or do, is done for 
another, and she is alone, nearly friendless, I doubt, 
and for aught I know penniless. I — " 

" There, no more of it,** said Arthuf. " I under- 
stand there is another, then. That is all I wanted 
to know; never mind sentimental details. You 
would not enjoy life if there was not a chance of 
some one else enjoying it with you. I have heard 
all I wanted. Now for Salzburg to-morrow, for I 
want to get down to the war, and we shall be 
late." 

They had been three days at Salzburg, when 
Arthur, sitting quietly in his chair and reading, 
had, like a vast number of other men in a vast 
number of other stories, his attention called to a 
knock at the door, whereupon he called out, 
"Come in." 

There entered a pale, beardless man of about 
thirty-five, dressed m plain black. Arthur Had 
time to notice that this man had very steady and 
beautiful eyes, before he rose from his seat and 
bowed deferentially to him. 

The stranger bowed low also, and spoke in Eng^ 
lish, and not very good English either, using, how- 
ever the universal French title, as being the safest. 
" Monsieur, I think, labors under a mistake as to 
my social rank. I beg Monsieur to be seated, as I 
only come as a suitor, asking a favor." 

" You have got a beautiful tender face of your 
own, Mr. Sir," thought Arthur, as he seated himself 
with a bow ; " your wife did not want much wooing, 
I fancy." 

And ihe slraxvger aald^ also to Idmself^ " You are 
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a fin&-lookiDg man, my pale, beardless priest 
Twelve such as you among us would make twelve 
or thirteen crowns shake. Eoiegsthurm never 
reckoned on youJ* 

Arthur began by saying pleasantly, "I am at 
your commands, sir." 

"I understand, sir," said Bopnsky, "that you 
wish to go south to the war. f come to offer my 
services as courier, factotum, valet, what you wilL** 

" We never contemplated engaging the services 
of a gentleman in any of those capacities," replied 
Arthur. " We intend to go as mere happy-go-lucky 
Englishmen, see what we can, and imagme what 
we can't. I really think that we do not want 
you." 

**I really think that you do," said Boginsky. 
*' You are absolutely ignorant of military matters. 
I am a soldier, a general who has commanded a 
brigade; I will not at present say a division. I 
speak every language spoken in the Austrian army ; 
you certainly do not. I am safe by an Austrian po- 
lice passport on this side of the soon-to-be-changed 
boundary ; as soon as we are in Italy I am at home, 
Hungarian as I am, with the meanest man in the 
army. I am extremely poor, which is in your favor 
(unless you commit the error of paying me too 
highly, and so making me independent of you). 
I am very amiable and good-natured, which is in 
your favor also ; I am (personally, not politically) 
quite desperate, which is again in your Mvor; and, 
what is more in your &vor than all, I like your per- 
sonal appearance, and you like mine." 

" You tempt me," said Arthur, fairly laughing. 
*^ As a genend rule, I find that this plain, outspoken 
boldness, with a specimen of which you have just 
favored me, is the inseparable accident (to go no 
further) of a low rogue, who possesses the moral 
qualities of impudence and physical courage. You 
accuse me of liking your personal appearance. I 
confess it. I want, however, further tempting. May 
I ask, for instance, how a high-bred eentleman like 
yourself finds himself in this position ?" 

** You have not dabbled, then, with political 
changes, tending to democracy ? " 

" Theoretically, yes ; practically, no," replied Ar- 
thur. " I have knocked together as many constitu- 
tions as Si^yes, if that is any use to you." 

" Yes ; but it is not, you' know," said Boginsky. 
^ In England and America, all that sort of thing 
may be done uncommonly cheap. Men in England, 
for instance, of the aristocratic class, who live by 
social distinctions, or at least get all their prestige 
from them, habitually take this tiger-kitten of de- 
mocracy into their drawing-rooms, and call it pretty 
dear, and say, * Was there ever such a pretty, harm- 
less kitten in this world ? * When the tiger-kitten 
grows t^ a real tiger, and shows its nails if they 
stroke its velvet pads, these men say, * Out on the 
nasty, ungrateful beast I ' and thank God that they 
are Whigs. I speak, I tell you fairly, as a headlong 
democrat, — as a man who, whether right or wrong, 
believes that universal democracy is only a matter 
of time, and as a man who has sacrificedf marriage, 
wealth, home, friends, positidki, for my idea, know- 
ing well all the time that I should be dead and rot- 
ten in my grave years before my idea had become 
realized." 

Arthur rose and stood before the man, and bowed 
his head in sheer respect to him. Here was a man 
with a faith ; a faith which, unluckily, as he thought 
at first, brought a new Gospel with it ; but after- 
wards he asked hinueif whether or no it was not the 



real old Grospel after alL How he settled this mat- 
ter is no possible business of mine. I am not Ar- 
thur Silcote's keeper. / 

Boginsky went on. ** I have said too much possi* 
bly, possibly too little. Let itga You ask me 
how a nobleman like myself found myself in this 
position, and I answer b^ challenging you to air 
the mildest and most innocent of your Sieves 
constitutions on the Continent of Europe. Yon 
said also that you wanted further tempting; I 
cannot tempt you farther. You aroused the Devil 
or the angel in me somehow, and I have no further 
courtesies to interchange with you. I make you 
once more the offer that I should go to the war with 
you in a menial capacity; I like you and your 
looks, but I am getting weary of life," 

" Come with us, then," said Arthur ; " come 
firankly and heartily. We are rich, ignorant, and 
perhaps Philistine; certainly indiscreet by taking 
you, of whom we know nothing, except that you are 
a dangerous conspirator. Join us, not as a servant, 
but as a companion. We of course pay all ex- 
penses ; and, as for any extra honorarium, }rou had 
better leave that to one of the Silcotes, possibly the 
most extravagant and open-handed family in Eng- 
land, according to their lights and their means. 
The bargain is struck ? " 

" Certainly." 

" Then there is one other little detail to which I 
wish to call your attention. I have not the pleas- 
ure of knowing your name." 

« Boginsky." 

" What Boginsky ? " said Arthur, in wonder. 

" The younger Boginsky himself. No other." 

Arthur, who had been standing up until now, 
sank back in his chair and took up his book. *^ Come 
and take off my boots, General," he said. ** Let it 
be written on my tomb, that he had his boots taken 
off bv the most brilliant guerilla democratic gen- 
eral m Europe. So this is what continental de- 
mocracy brings a man to I My dear Count, have 
you dined?"* 

"I really have not," said Boginsky. "But I 
have got so very much used to hunger, among other 
things, that I can well wait After I have served 
your dinner for you, I shall be glad of the scraps." 

" Don't speak to me like that again. Count," 
said Arthur, sharply. **I beg you to remember 
that there are such animals still left in the world as 
English gentlemen. You are our guest from this 
moment If I have offended you oy my coarse 
insular jest of asking you to tiJ^e my boots off, I 
have only to say that it was, through its utter in- 
congruity, the highest compliment which my stupid- 
ity suggested to me. Take my book, sir, and make 
yourself comfortable. I will go after dinner, and 
try to find out when my two erratic boys are likely 
to be at home." And so he went 

Boginsky sat, and began looking at his book, but 
not reading it *^That man is a gentleman," he 
said after a time. ^^ And he will maka a gentleman 
of me again. Grod help me. I have risen very 
high. I have given up everything : name, fame, 
life, position, and the power of doing good, I fear. 



* Thi9 is bold, but not impogsible. If the reader had nen the 
younger Bogin»ky where I saw him, he would know it ; one says 
nothing of Vrangipanni, sUll less of Nap(4oon at Ham. Yet things 
are distinct^ better for unsuocessful continental (toliticians than 
they were. Mont St Michel itself has become a sentimental shoF- 
plaoe, where idle contributors to this Magazine may get themsMMi 
shut up in dungeons, and, what ia still better^ «et l«*.«Q}i."*s|!il».Nr5 
knocking at tKe dowt. \xx ^Sa^^axA^ KMSKevRaw^-asAO^^ ^»ft. -—-^ 
g\OT\oua, \tl 1\.«.\^ V?^ »». ^VM3» fk.\JOA ^«e^^^^xT-— — «*^ «^^ 
\ la\ voVVtio\aj)A «ix« so^«« 
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al8o. Yet I liave fallen very low; I have taken 
Austrian money from Kriegstburm: and I have 
offered to be this man's valet. No man of the 
present generation will be alive to see democracy 
on its legs. Graribaldi goes for monarchy. It is 
very hard. The forty years in the desert shadowed 
it out to us. Frangipanni will see his will worked 
out; he will see Italy united under a bull-faced 
Sardinian chamois-hunter. But as for the poor 
democrats, — I wonder whether we shall be con- 
scious of what goes on after death. I should like 
to see the old cause triumph. But then again I 
would sooner die the second death, and be annihi- 
lated utterly, — cease to be, if that were possible, — 
than see it beaten. I am mazed with it all. Sup- 
pose we got it and it failed 1 

** This gentl^Englishman has gone after his boys. 
I will read my book then : Edmond About. You 
will not do much for us, or such as you. Our heads 
are weary, and some of us are getting fierce. * Sans 
compter le petit Mortara.' That is very good, and 
makes one laugh, though one wishes one's work was 
done and that one were dead. We sha*n't get much 
out of you French, at least if your opposition is led 
by Thiers, whose own mild democracy means mere 
French aggrandizement" 

When Arthur came back he found him walking 
thoughtfully up and down the room. " I have some- 
thing very particular and important to say to you, 
Mr. Silcote," he said. 

Arthur was all attention. 

" I wish to tell you, sir, to what I owe the honor 
of your acquaintance. From one reason or another 
I found myself, but a few days ago, in extreme pov- 
erty and considerable danger at Vienna ; I accepted 
a mission to this place which gave me safety and a 
little money. I was commissioned to seek yonr pro- 
tege Sugden here, and involve him with the police." 

** And you accepted this mission ? " said Arthur 
with emphasis. 

" I do not look much like a deceiver of youth," 
said Boginsky, laughing. '* I accepted the mission 
lest a worse man might be sent on it. But I would 
hardly have thought it necessary to speak to you on 
the subject had it not been that I have too much 
reason. to fear that the plot against this innocent 
youth has developed into something much dr '^'er 
and fouler than merely involving him with the >- 
lice ; and that it is my duty to warn you against 
what may be a very serious aisaster." 

Arthuir sat down and watched him intently. 

" The man who sent me has evidently distrusted 
me, and sent another to watch me. Kriegsthurm is 
losing his head, or he would never have made the 
mistake of sending a lad whom I know to watch me. 
Had I ever intended to carry out his intentions, this 
act of his of setting a spy on me would have absolved 
me from my engagement with him. Will you come 
to the window with me ? " 

They went. Boginsky pointed to a figure lying 
lazily on a bench under some linden-trees, — the 
figure of a handsome olive-complexioned youth tol- 
erably well dressed, l^ing in a beautiful careless 
artistic attitude, with his face turned towards their 
house. 

** That young man," said Boginsky, " is a young 
Roman democrat, known to me, although my person 
is unknown to him. I have gathered from him that 
^ is commissioned by Kriegsthurm to watch your 
ytrang friend James bugden, and to report on all 
oar proceedings. He came to Vienna in the suite of 
Mw8 HeatbtoD, the travelliDg governesa of Miss 



Anne Silcote. He was abruptly discharged from 
their suite, because he was unable to keep to himself 
his frantic admiration for Miss Silcote. The man 
who commissioned him, Kriegsthurm, has inflamed 
his mind to madness by telling him that Miss Anne 
Silcote is devotedly attached to this Paris apple of 
a boy James. The young dog is a worthless mem- 
ber of a good Roman family, among whose family 
traditions is assassination. Whether he carries knives 
or Orsini bombs I cannot say ; but he has a nasty 
dangerous look about the eyes. I only know that if 
I saw him handling anything like a black cricket- 
ball, with ten or a dozen short spikes on it, I should 
shout * Orsini ! * run down the street, and never stop 
till I got round the next corner." 

" Do you mean to say there is a probability of his 
murdering James ? " 

** No, not a probability, but an absolute certain- 
ty," said Boginsky. " I rather think that I am in- 
cluded in the black list myself." 

** If it were not for your shrewd face and your 
calm quiet eyes. I should think that you were mad," 
said Arthur. ** This is going to see the war with a 
vengeance. But I cannot make head or tail of the 
story yet. What possible cause of anger can this 
Krie^thurm have against James ? " 

^ Kriegsthurm inter alia is right-hand man to 
your aunt the Princess Castelnuovo. He was her 
confidant in some old political plots, and in other 
things of which I cannot speak to you, you being 
her nephew and a gentleman. She is devoted to 
your brother Thomas, and wishes to see him in pos- 
session of the family estates. Kriegsthurm's inter- 
est is, of course, the same as that of Colonel Silcote 
your brother, of whom again, as your brother, I wish 
to speak with the profoundest respect. I only speak 
of Kriegsthurm. Kriegsthurm is apt to be uscrupu- 
lous at times (he could have stopped Orsini, but did 
not), and this boy, James Sugden, stands alone be- 
tween the inheritance of the estates and Colonel Sil- 
cote. Consequently Kriegsthurm wishes him out of 
the way. And so you have a noble young Roman 
lyin^ on a bench in front of your door, with knives 
in his boots, and, for anything I know, explosive 
black cricket-balls covered with percussion spiKes in 
his coat pockets. If he were to tumble off that 
bench now, and exploding his bombs to go off in a 
flame of fire, I might be pleased, but should not be 
in the least surprised. A British newspaper would 
describe it as a * remarkable accident,' and a British 
jury would bring in a verdict as * Death by the visi- 
tation of God.' But I have suffered by continental 
politics, and understand them. That young man is 
dangerous." 

** You ought all to be in Bedlam together," 
bounced out Arthur. " James Sugden the next in 
succession ! Why, he is a peasant-boy, born near 
the park-gates ! My father, who hates boys beyond 
measure, has never interchanged fifty words with 
him altogether. / am my father's heir. /, who 
speak, come into entire possession of three fourths 
of the whole property at my father's death. I ob- 
jected to the arrangement, but he has persisted in 
It, and I have a letter up stairs from my father's law- 
yer assuring me of the fact ; written, I believe, by 
my father's orders, in consequence of some old and 
worthless papers having been stolen from his bed- 
room by his servants. The boy Sugden has no 
more to do with my father's will than you have, and 
the rogue Kriegsthurm must be mad." 

"There you spoke right, sir," said Boginsky; 
** there you ^poVi^ n^t-j ^^^ \xi^<^. 0>ajc ^ood old 
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Krlegstburm has lost his head, and with his bead his 
morality, political and other. I have feared it for 
some time ; and I dread that what you say is too 
true. He has been going wrong for some time. His 
principles were really sound and democratic at one 
time, but he got debauched. He trimmed too much. 
I noticed, years ago, that he was in possession of the 
arguments of our opponents, and could state them 
logically, — a fatal thing in politics. Then I noticed 
that he would talk, and even eat and drink, with 
aristocrats, — a still more fatal fact against him. It 
was followed, of course, by his taking to charlatan- 
ism, to table-rapping, and spirit-calling, and ended, 
of course, by his being involved with the great au- 
thors of all confusion, the Silcotes. Poor old Kriegs- 
thurm ! He has lost his head by plotting without 
principle. Dear old fellow ! I must write to Fran- 
gipanni about him. Frangipanni has a great deal 
of influence with him 1 Poor old Kriegsthurm I I 
am so sorry for him." 

"Yet he compassed your death," s^d Arthur, 
looking keenly into Boginsky*s &ce, and thinking, 
" I wisb I had your face." 

Boginsky, looking at Arthur, and thinking, " I 
wish I was like you," replied, " This is a mere mat- 
ter of detail. Kriegsthurm is a man who acts from 
set,tled rules. I interfered with his plans, and he 
wished me removed. You would hardly object to 
him for that, would you ? " 

" But," said Arthur, aghast, " if I interfered with 
your plans for the regeneration of the human race, 
you would not murder me, would you ? " 

" I V " said Boginsky, " certainly not. I hold that 
it is utterly indefensible for one man to take another 
man's life. I hold that the taking of human life in 
any way, judicial or not judicial, is the greatest sin 
which a man can commit." 

" Yet you defended Vienna, and fought with your 
own right hand, and slew. Did you not commit the 
great sm then ? " 

" True," said Boginsky, " I sinned in defending 
Vienna, forasmuch as I took human life. But the 
virtue of the defence counterbalanced the sin of the 
slaughter of my fellow-men. Are you so insularly 
stupid as not to see that ? Besides, it oflen becomes 
neqessary to commit a great crime to practise a no- 
ble piece of virtue ; in which case the greater the 
crime the greater the virtue." 

At this astounding piece of logic and ethics Ar- 
thur gave a great gasp, and stood staring at him in 
dismay. He would fain have argued with him, but 
the heresy was too vast and too amorphous to begin 
on. There was, as he afterwards expressed it, no 
right end to it, no handle, and so it was iinpossible 
to say where to take hold of it. 

** Well, there is no doubt about .one thing, sir," he 
said. ** We owe you a very great obligation, and 
will try to repay it. We will concert measures for 
our young friend's safetj." 

•* We will discuss the matter, sir," said Boginsky. 
" Remember, only, please, that to compromi:?e him 
here is to compromise me. Meanwhile we will talk 
over our route. I will undertake to keep my eye 
on the young Roman gentleman." 

They talked for an hour, and decided to go to- 
wards Turin. The route was extremely difficult, 
which was a great recommendation. 

At the end of the hour Boginsky took his depart- 
ure to make arrangements. Arthur, looking out of 
the window, and seeing the noble Roman still on 
the bench, began dimly to realize that he was act- 
ually in foreign parts^ and that this young man, 



with his potential knives and Orsini bombs, was not 
only a reality, but an intolerable nuisance to be at 
once abated. 

" I wish you were on a bench in Christchurch 
Meadow, my dear young friend," he thought, " and 
that I was proctor. I have sent as good men down 
for a year for half as much. Hang it," he continued 
aloud, "I'll try it; 1*11 proctorize him, I will, 
upon my word and honor. If he shies one of his 
petards at me, I am cricketer enough to catch it. 
I never was a butter fingers, though a bad batter. 
If he tries his knives on me, I will punch his head. 
I *11 proctorize him 1 " 

W nether to go close to him to avoid his petards, 
or to kee]} away from him to avoid his knives, he 
could not in the least degree decide. He ended by 
pursuing the old English (and French) method of 
laying himself yardarm to the enemy, and boarding 
him suddenly. He went straight up to our appar- 
ently slumbering young friend, shook him by the 
shoulder, and said roughly and loudly in French, 
which will be better given in vernacular than with 
his pedantic ill-translated Oxfordisms, — 

** Get up, sir ! How dare you lie here ? What 
do you mean, you miserable young assassin, by 
watching a subject of Her Britannic Majesty in this 
scandalous manner? I am a civis llomanus, sir, 
with all the power of the British empire at my 
back." 

The startled youth staggered to his feet, and put 
his right hand under his jacket 

" Don't attempt anything of the sort, sir," said 
Arthur, perfectly aware that he was in extreme 
danger of his life, but perfectly cool, and blunder- 
ing between rusty French and proctorial recollec- 
tions. "I shall permit nothing of the sort for a 
moment, sir. I shall write to your father, sir." 

" Who are you, and what authority have you over 
me ? " said the youth, with parted lips and danger- 
ous eyes. 

■ *' That is no business of yours, sir," replied Ar- 
thur, running into English, which the youth luckily 
understood. " Authority, indeed 1 You will oall " 
(he was just going to say, ^^ You will call on me at 
eight o'clock to-morrow morning," but saved him- 
self^ " down the vengeance of heaven on your head, 
sir, if you consistently and pertinaciously persist in 
going on in your present course, sir ; and from a 
careful study of your character, extending over the 
whole period of your University career, I fear that 
such will be the case. Now, you just take your 
hand from under your jacket, you murderous young 
cub, for I am a short-tempered man, and will give 
you the best thrashing you ever had in your lile if 
you don't." 

The Roman did so, and, smiling faintly, said, — 

*' Monsieur has some cause of complaint against 
me; Monsieur said he was a Roman just now." 

** I am a Roman," replied Arthur, seeing he was 
wavering in headlong heat, " in the PaUnerstonian 
acceptance of the term, sir, — an acceptation which 
I should be inclined to think would not easily be 
comprehended by a person of your extremely lim- 
ited abilities, dissipated habits, and murderous in- 
tentions. You will go down for . year, sir, and I 
shall write to your father." 

** My father is dead, sir," said the astonished and 
frightened Italian. 

'^That does not make the slightest difference, 
sir ; it only aggravates the offenc^.^ 'w^i^Jv. 'a^v ^^Cjcn:^., 

^ learnt aa tvi\jOT,Ycoc.\.OT^ ^tA ^Rjaa^^sss^^^'^^^^ ^^^ 
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once doine him good service ; and tberefbre scolding 
on with 3i the yagneness of a Swiveller, and the 
heartineas of a Doll Teareheet, — " I am happy to 
hear that he is dead. It was the best thing he 
could do under the circumstances, and I respect him 
for it If he could see you in your present degraded 
position, it would brine down his gray hiurs in sor- 
row to the grave, which you will ultimately succeed 
in doing." 

The last fearful bathos nearly made Arthur laugh, 
but made him get his wits about him again. The 
Italian said, utterly musled and abroad, — 

" What is it that Monsieur desires ? " 

" I have told you, sir : that you go away from 
here ; that you disappear from the presence of all 
honest men. Do you see that sentry there ? ** he 
added, pointing to the nearest. *' Shall I call to him 
and tell him the story of Kriegsthurm and Silcote ? ** 

" Mais, M'nieu*' hissed the Roman, seizing his 
hand and kissing it, '* I am very young. I am too 
young to die I " 

" Too old to live, boy. Repent, boy ! I spare 
your youth, and will not denounce you. Go back 
to the assassin Kriegsthurm, and tell him that this 
night he is denounced to both the Austrian and 
Italian governments ; that all his miserable plots are 
discovered, and that you are the last of his emis- 
saries that I will spare. He knows me. Tell him 
that Arthur Silcote said so/' 

The young Roman vanished from under the lime- 
trees, and was seen no more for the present, and 
Arthur stood scratching his head. 

** I doubt," he soliloquized, " that I have been ly- 
ing a little. I will put that consideration off to a 
more convenient opportunity. But Carlyle is right 
about his * preternatural suspicion.* If that boy had 
not been bred in an atmosphere of suspicion, I never 
could have done anything with him by loud, self- 
asserting scolding. One of my St. Mary's boys 
would have laughed at me; it would not have gone 
down with the lowest of old New Inn Hall men.*' 
/ could not have done an3rthing with that boy if his 
comcience had not been bad. Well, I have got rid 
of him, though I talked sad nonsense, as far as I can 
remember, and — heaven help me I — I doubt, lied. 
Yet the proctorial art is a great one : given the po- 
sition, and if judiciously exercised. Bankruptcy 
commissioners, police-magistrates, and University 
officials are the only people who are left to keep 
alive the great art of scolding ; schoolmasters have 
to be civil in these days of competition, lest their 
schools should get empty, — as some parsons must 
preach pleasant things for the sake of their pew- 
rents. Hallo! Boginsky! I have packed off our 
Roman assassin over the Marches." 

" How, then ? " 

" I proctorized him." 

" What does that mean ? " 

" Scolded him till he did not know whether he 
stood on his head or his heels. Put out all my 
strong points against him, while he was condemned 
to silence." 

" As the priest does in the sermon ? " said Bogin- 
sky. 

" Exactly" said Arthur. " In the slang of my 
University, I call that proctorizing, and think it a 
very good thing too. ITou surely can stand to hear 
the law laid down once a week, however feebly. 
Yon have six days left for interpellations. But 
have you been much in Prussia ? " 



"Why?" 

<< An idle thought, not worth punming. An En^ 
lish University proctor can be very exasperating ; I 
was considering what a Prussian proctor would be 
like. I doubt he would be a Tartar. Well, now 
for the war. By the by, I shall have to fight a dvtd 
with you." 

" On what grounds ? " 

" My brother fights with the Austriatis." 

" Irimporie, They will be beaten," said Bogin- 
sky, " and we will.be gentle with them." 

** Democracy allied with the Second of Decem- 
ber ! " siud Arthur ; " you are a nice lot. I shall 
proctorixe some of you. 



* lam bAppy to Bay that I apeak ot the long past 



CHAPTER XLVII* 

TRB PUEKIPOTENTIART ARRFVES AT TURHT. 

As they four drove into the court-yard of their 
inn at Turin, in their roomy hired carriage, they 
saw a reeking horse having his saddle taken off, and 
a tall black-whiskered gentleman in a large cap, who 
talked consequentially with the landlord. 

" Hallo ! " said Arthur. " Here is some one 
travelling in the old style. There will be a swell 
arrival directJy. I hope they have not taken the 
whole house." 

" By no means," the landlord assured them. " It 
was the English plenipotentiary, travelling towards 
Alessandria, with the ready-signed prelimmaries of 
peace." 

" Wonder he don't go by rail if he is in a hurry. 
They will all have cut one another's throats before 
he gets there," remarked Arthur. 

They were shown info a nice salon adjoining the 
suit45 of apartments taken by the plenipotentiary, 
only separated from theirs by folding-doors, which 
the landlord pointed out were locked on their side. 

" I doubt we shall hear every word they say," re- 
marked Arthur. "If we do hear any secrets of 
state, I shall unlock the door and announce myself. 
It is a great shame of the landlord putting us 
here." 

" They will hear all we bsly also," remarked 
James ; *' and we by talking loud ourselves can ^ve 
them to understand that others are within hearing. 
K they can hear us, they will of course at once con- 
clude that we can hear them." 

" I don't know that^" said Arthur. " I have had 
such great experiences of human stupidity as an 
examiner, that I very much doubt it. If this man 
is an English diplomatist, I fear that the mental pro-. 
cess will oe too elaborate for him." 

They were seate^ merrily at dinner, when a 
rumbling in the oourt-yard announced the arrival. 
Almost immediately after, the door of the next room 
was thrown open, and the great man entered, — 
English certainly, but not a courteous diplomatist 
by any means, and apparently with few preliminaries 
of peace about him. 

At the first sound of his voice Boginsky said, 
" Now we will talk louder, then " ; but, looking at his 
three companions, he saw that his three companions 
had laid down their knives and forks, and were look- 
ing at one another in blank astonishment. 

A loud and familiar voice on the other side of the 
door thundered out, — 

" I don't care. I repeat what I said to the fellow 
to his face. The whole business is the most prepos- 
terous clamjamfiT' of unutterable nonsense which 
ever was seen. on. t\i<^ isAe of this earth ; and my 
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remedy for it would be to hang the two emperors 
and the king up in a row/' 

" But y^ou did n't say that to the man, you know," 
said a bright woman's voice. '* You were as mild 
as milk with him, and only began to rage as soon as 
his back was turned." 

James jumped to his feet. 

" I don't care whether I said it or not," said Sil- 
cote. " I mean it. And, since you twit me with it, 
I will go to his hotel after dinner and say it. Now I " 

" Remember that you are abroad, Silcote, and be 
cautious," said the woman's voice. 

" I am not likely to forget that I am abroad, my 
dear soul ; the fleas keep me in mind of that ; and, 
as for my caution, why you yourself allow that I 
did not utter the treason of which you disapprove, 
after all ; and for your kind sake I will not." 

" Why, that is mv father," said Arthur, amazed. 
" Who on earth is the woman with them ? " 

** My mother," said James, radiant with smiles. 

Arthur grew suddenly sick and faint. He filled 
out a tumbler full of wine, and drank it off, and 
muttered half aloud, — 

" Mrs. Sugden I O Heaven, why did I ever 
leave hipi alone! And so soon after poor Algy*s 
death too ! It is horrible. O God, forgive me my 
selfish neglect ; fbigive me my share in this miser- 
able business." 

Boginsky whispered to Arthur, " I fear we are in 
a more delicate situation than that of overhearing 
a diplomat speaking with his secretaries. From the 
petulance of both Monsieur and Madame towards 
one another, I should guess that they were just 
married, and in their wedding tour. Shall I strike 
up the Marseillaise ? We must do something." 

*' Pray be silent for a moment," said Arthur. 
" See, here is another lady with them. I am going 
mad, and must be taken home straight and put in 
Bedlam." 

For a third voice struck in here, — a very pretty 
voice indeed ; but, well, a little too fine-ladyish, the 
thing just a very little overdone. That voice said, — 

" So you two are quarrelling again ? The very 
moment I leave you two together you begin at it. 
What is the matter now f " 

Arthur sat down again. " It was very like too," 
he said to Boginsky. " I fear my nerves are not 
what they should be yet" And Boginsky politely 
agreed with him. 

" Our quarrels don't come to much, do they, old 
girl ? " said Silcote, and Mrs. Sugden laughed^ 

James by this time was at the door with his hand 
on the key. Arthur gently put him aside, threw 
the door open, and found himself face to face with 
Miss Lee, m all the full majesty of her unequalled 
beauty. The meeting was a little more astonishing 
for her than for him, for he bad thought of her when 
he heard her voice three minutes before. And in 
her utter surprise, in a second of time, there passed 
across her face a sudden expression ; a little parting 
of the lips, a little brightening of the eyes ; which 
told him all he cared to know. She was her very 
ladylike self in one moment, although the twitch of 
her hands towards him when she saw him had caused 
her to drop her hundred-guinea travelling-bag, and 
made a contretemps. He knew all that he wanted to 
know in this world, and merely saying to her pleas- 
antly, " How d' ye do ! How d' ye do ! " passed on 
with outstretched hands towards his father, seeing 
by a mere look at the three faces that there were 
somehow or other brighter and better times in the 
house of Silcote than there had been for forty years. 



*' If he has married Mrs. Sugden," he thought, 
" he might have done worse." 

Silcote was very much changed, as Arthur saw in 
one moment. He looked so much younger, and so 
much more gentle. There was certainly an un- 
common change in him. 

**My dear father," he said, ''this is a strange 
meeting." 

** Very strange indeed, Archy," said Silcote. " I 
gave myself up frankly and fbeely to these two 
kdies to do what they would with me. They have 
done nothing but plot and conspire against me 
throughout the whole journey. I declare solemnly 
that I have never had my own way for one moment 
since we left Silcotes, and that their standing case 
against me is obstinacy. Now here they have laid 
their plans so well, that my own favorite son, whom 
I believed to be at BoppM% comes bursting in on 
me, with two of my grandsons, and a foreign gentle- 
man, out of my own oedroom." 

" That is not your bedroom, sir," said Arthur, 
hardly knowing how to begin explanations. 

** Is it not ? Well, I give up the point. I thought 
it was. I am still inclined to think it is, because I 
observe you have been dining in it. However, I 
have no opinion. These two women have cured 
me of all that. Now go and kiss your sidter-in-law, 
for she has finished kissing her boy James." 

" My sister-in-law." 

" Ah ! Tom's wife, you know." 

" I don't know, sir," said Arthur. 

"Don't you?" said Silcote. "It don't matter. 
Some of them will tell you all about it some day. 
They are going to the milliner's to-morrow to get 
some new things to go to the war with; perhaps 
they will tell you all about it the day after." 

" I dare say you wonder to find me in company 
with James and Reginald, sir ? " said Arthur, trying 
if he could get him to talk that way. 

" Not I," said Silcote. ** I am a perfectly resigned 
man. If you had been kicking i^ainst all sorts of 
pricks for forty years, you would find it uncom- 
monly pleasant to get into that firame of mind. 
Bless you, the religionists have flourished on that 
secret for centuries." 

" What secret, sir ? " 

" The secret of taking a man away from himself, 
and giving him peace in that way. Some of them 
have done it, more or less viciously and artificially. 
These two good women have done it for me as well 
as any priest that ever was bom. They have 
brought me back to the communion, a thing you 
never did. What fools you men-priests are ! Not 
one of you seems to have the sense to see that in a 
perfect state the priests would all h% women. You 
men-priests would be in a queer way without them ; 
they are designed and made for the priesthood. 
They have quite enough intellect for the office with- 
out having too much. And a highly mtellectual 
priest is a mistake ; like yourself. And the women 
have faith, which more than three quarters of you 
men-priests have not." 

" You are none of you quite mad," said Krfegs- 
thurm once to Col. Tom ; " but are close upon^t." 

Arthur was deeply shocked. Yet his father's ar- 
gument puzzled him somewhat. He, as a priest, 
had been a failure, and knew it. His father's argu- 
ment, slightly developed, seemed to him to mean an 
extreme form of Romanism. Well, even the pres- 
ent state of his father was better lVs»x^ \^ ^^ 'sosfc^ 
He chaTVffe^ ^e ^xjJcA^^iX., ^ ^. ^^^.^ 
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about, for instance, my new-found sister-in-law. 
But allow me to ask, just to start the conversation 
in a new channel, what on earth you are doinc: 
here?" ^ 

" My dear boy, let me first tell you how profoundly 
I am pleased by meeting you again. I do not want 
to talk business to-day, and any explanations you 
may want you may get from Miss Lee." 

" Ah ! " thought Arthur, " so I will. But, sir, you 
have not told me what brings you here." 

" Well, a variety of matters. The one which is 
foremost in my mind just now is to get hold of my 
sister, your aunt, and get reconciled with her and 
bring her to reason, for i fear she is going on badly." 
" How so ? " asked Arthur. 
" From a frantic letter she has written to me, I 
fear that she is in the hands of scoundrels, and well- 
nigh desperate. Kriegsthurm, her old courier, major- 
domo, go-between, in all her idiotic schemings and' 
plottings and follies, has got hold of her agam, and 
he and Tom have drained her of all her money, 
and made her desperate, I doubt. My original ob- 
ject was a very different one : it may be carried out, 
and it may not. I wished to right the memory of 
my first wife. Whether I shall do so or not I can- 
not say. My first object now is to save my poor 
sister; it is quite possible that in doing the one 
thing I may do the other." 

" I do not quite understand, sir." 
" No, I suppose not," said Silcote, gently. " I fear 
I have been a sad fool, and wasted a life. My dear 
Archy, I have one favor to ask you. Do not m any 
way mention to me at present a death which has re- 
cently taken place in our family. I am very sorry, 
but I cannot speak of it." 

" I am loath to speak of it myself, sir," said Arthur. 
"I see Reejinald is in mourning," said Silcote. 
*' How did he bear it ? " 

" He cried," said Arthur, " once when he heard 
of it, and once afterwards, James tells me, in the 
night, for a short time." 

" I scarcely did more myself, if as much. Re- 
morse does not produce tears. Let us leave the 
subject." 

" About my aunt, sir. What makes you think 
she is in these straits ? Has she appealed to you ? " 
" Not at all. Her letter was only one in which 
she confessed a recent wrong towards me, prayed 
my forgiveness, and took farewell of me forever. I 
should like to catch her at it," Silcote went on, sud- 
denly, and with energy. *' I have had the bullying 
of her for forty years, and does she think I am going 
to give it up now ? These two new ones," he con- 
tinued, winking at Arthur, '* won't stand it. You 
remember that for your soul's health and comfort." 

" I will, sir," said Arthur, solemnly. " You have 
had another letter about her, then ? " 

" Yes," said Silcote, " I have had a letter of nine 
closely- written pages ; a letter which, following me 
to the Continent, has cost me about nine shillings, — 
from that cantankerous old busybody, Miss Raylock. 
She is dragging her old bones after Tom and your 
aunt to the war, and has got into your aunt's confi- 
dence. I am bound to say that she has written me 
a most kind, sensible, and womanly letter, on which 
I am going to act." 

" She is capable of doing nothing else, sir." 

" That woman has made thousands out of us, 

with her confounded novels. She has no powers of 

invention. She put me as the principal character in 

her first successful novel, and made her fortune. 

Slie has spent aJI her money in fancy cucumbers and 



geraniums, and now she is hunting my sister, for the 
mere purpose, I am perfectly certain, of putting her 
as leading character in a novel, and gomg to her 
grave with an extra thousand pounds in the Three 
per Cents. But she will be deceived." 

*' My aunt, the Princess, would make a good cen- 
tral figure in a novel, sir." 

" No, sir," said the old man, shaking his head ; 
" her follv is too incongruous ; the ruck of common- 
place fools who read novels will not have sufficient 
brains to appreciate the transcendental genius of 
her folly. Raylock will make a mess of her. She 
will be trying to find out motives for her conduct; 
and my sister has n't got any." 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

THE PREUMINABXE8 TO THB TREATY OF TURIN. 

" Now then, Mrs. Tom," cried Silcote, afler a long 
talk with Arthur, " dinner is ready. I can't live by 
talking nonsense to curly-headed youngsters, if you 
can. Arthur, my dear boy, take in Mrs. Tom." 

" They have had their dinner, these people," said 
Mrs. Silcote, " and don't want any more. » As for 
talking nonsense to curly-headed youngsters, you 
have been talking long enough to Mr. Arthur, and 
nonsense enough, too, I don't doubt'' 

" That 's a specimen," said Silcote, pointing with 
his finger at the radiantly happy, good-humored, 
and kindly face of Mrs. Silcote, — "that is a speci- 
men of the way they treat me. Go and take her 
arm, and. take her in to dinner. When I was your 
age, / could eat two dinners. Miss Lee, your arm." 
Arthur, who as yet knew practically nothing, 
went up to the woman whom his father had intro- 
duced to him as his sister-in-law : when he looked at 
her he said sotto voce^ " By Jove ! " -She was proba- 
bly the most remarkable woman he had ever seen. 
Tall, as tall as he, with gray hair, and a very beau- 
tiful face (described before), handsomely dressed, 
with every fold of gown or shawl in its right place, 
standing very calmly in a splendid attitude, and 
" taking him in, body and bones " (as he -most vul- 
garly expressed it afterwards), with her great calm 
gray eyes. As he went up to her, it suddenly struck 
him as quite a new idea that this was James's 
mother, Mrs. Sugden, the woman who lived in the 
little white cottage at the edge of Boisey Hill. How 
she came to be his sister-in-law he did not inquire. 
His father was not likely to be wrong in a matter 
like this : that was the hencoop to which he clung 
in this wide weltering ocean of astonishment. 

He took her in to dinner, and sat between her and 
Miss Lee. But this wonderful Sugden-Tom-Silcote 
woman occupied his whole attention. "Heaven 
save me from Bedlam ! " he said ; " this is the wo- 
man who used to plant beans in the smock frock. 
This is the wife of the man that helped to fight the 
poachers on the very night that James was brought 
in wounded. Hang it, I can't remember it all." 

He remembered, however, that on one occasion, 
the curate being absent, he had undertaken the care 
of the parish, just as he would have undertaken the 
siege of Sebastopol. And that, at that time, he had 
given this terrible lady in gray silk and white lace 
spiritual consolation, such as he had, and a shilling. 
" Bless our family," he thought ; " we shall fill 
Bedlam if we increase. Are you going to say any- 
thing to me ? " he said, suddenly, to Mrs. Thomas. 
" Why ? " said she, calmly. 
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*• Because I thought yoi i were not," said Arthur. 

" What shall I say to you ? " said she, with per- 
fect good humor. 

*' Explain matters, that is all ; like a dear good 
soul as you look. My father's reticence is so exas- 
perating." 

Mrs. Thomas explained everything to him from 
beginning to end, while Miss Lee ate her dinner, 
drank her wine, folded her napkin, and put it 
through the ring : went on explaining, while she 
rose afler having only interchanged a few common- 
places with Arthur, and left the room-: went on still 
explaining until Miss Lee returned tremendously 
dressed, as far as extravagance wertt, but with won- 
derful quietness and good taste, with her bonnet on, 
reafl V for a promenade. The two boys had gone be- 
fore, to see some regiments march out. 

** 1 am going on the Boulevards," she said, in a 
cool and lofty manner. " You people want to stay 
and talk family matters, which are no concern of 
mine, and which bore me. The courier said there 
are three more regiments to march to-night : I hear 
a band playing, which must belong to one of them. 
I shall go and see them off." 

" Are you going alone, my dear ? " ssdd Mrs. 
Hiomas. 

" Alone ? certainly. I am used to take care of 
myself, and perfectly able to do so." And with her 
splendid chin in the air, she certainly looked as if 
she was. There is no one more safe from insult than 
an imperially proud and handsome woman. Cads 
scarcely dare to look at her in the face, and the 
worse-than-cads know from their experience that 
the most they will get is furious scorn. No one 
knew this better than Miss Lee. She would have 
marched up coolly to the finest knot of dandies in 
Europe, and asked one of them to call her a cab ; 
and have driven calmly off in it, with a cold bow of 
thanks. 

** But the officers, my dear," once more interpel- 
lated Mrs. Tom. 

** I shall probably try to get into conversation 
with some of them," said Miss Lee, with her bonnet- 
strings half concealing her beautiful proud chin in 
[ the air, " and consult them about the best way of 
I getting as near the fight as possible. The King, 
very likely, does not go until to-morrow, and w3l 
probably review one of these regiments as they go ; 
so T shall have a chance of seeing your fat hero. 
Well, good by. I shall be at home by dark, or soon 
after." And so she went. 

Arthur still sat as if he had not heard her speak ; 
sat for five minutes, and then rose and left the 
room. 

Mrs. Thomas was a little indignant. " She gave 
him time and place in the most obvious manner," . 
she said. " I never saw the thing done more openly 
in niy life." 

" I thought she wrapped it up pretty well," said 
■ Silcote. 

** You thought," said Mrs. Thomas. " A deal you 
know about it. The way she did it was next thing 
to brazen." 

" I hope he knows where to find her," said Silcote, 
drinking a glass of wine. " I '11 be hanged if I 
should." 

** It 's lucky that your son is not quite such a stu- 
pid," said Mrs. Thomas. " She, with her marching 
regiments, and her King reviewing them as th^ 
passed the palace 1 Why, there ! " she continued, 
warming, " as sure as ever you sit gandering in that 
chair, I could go at this moment, on my bare feet, 
B 



and lay mv finger on that woman. She gave him 
time and place, 1 tell you, and I could lay my finger 
on her now.'* 

" Could you, indeed, my dear ? " said Silcote. " I 
have no doubt you could. Still, I think she wrapped 
it up pretty weU. I know Turin, and she don't. / 
could n't find her." 

" I could," said Mrs. Tom ; " I have only to go 
down into that street — " 

" Without your shoes and stockings ? You said 
you could find her barefooted." 

" — and ask," said Mrs. Tom, scornfully disre- 
garding him, •* where the King was reviewing the 
soldiers. And I should get my answer, and there 
she *d be, and him with her. Don't tell me." 

" I don't want to tell you, my dear. But, surely, 
this heat is unnecessary. 

" Not at all," said Mrs. Tom. " She cave him 
time and place before my own eyes : and she was 
too bold, — for him." 

" It is all right, though, is it not ? " said Silcote. 

" O, it 's all right enough," said Mrs. Tom. " But, 
after the way he has served her, she had no business 
to give him time and place as she did. I wish it had 
been me." And she shook her head with deep 
meaning. 

*' Do you, indeed, my dear ? So you really wish 
that you had a chance at Archy ? But you must 
reflect that you could not, under any circumstances, 
marry your brother-in-law; let me advise you to 
give up this newly-conceived passion for Arthur, 
and let him marry your cousin quickly. Two such 
dreadful tongues as yours and his would never have 
hit it off together, and, moreover — •" 

" There," said Mrs. Tom, " one mustard-seed of 
nonsense dropped in your way grows into a great 
tree of nonsense very soon. Do you know that you 
have to give an account of every idle word you 
speak ? i ou run off into idle, senseless badinage^ 
on the text of one single sentence or word. It is a 
silly habit." 

" Yes, my dear," said Silcote. " As soon as you 
have done blowing me up, suppose we go and see 
the soldiers ? " 

She kissed him, and said, " You are a good old 
man. • I doh't know how you ever got on without 
me." 

" Very badly," said Silcote. " Come, let us jog 
out together and see this King and these soldiers, 
you and me." 

And so this queer couple jogged out together to 
gape and stare, like a couple ofchildren, at the sol- 
diers, the King, and everything else abnormal that 
/;ame in their way. The courteous Italian crowd 
that made way for the Strang pair only admired 
their bizarre beauty. Not one m the crowd dreamt 
that the life of a son and a husband was at stake, 
in that terrible hurly-burly so soon to begin to the 
east. And, indeed, they did not realize it them- 
selves, any more than they realized how deeply they 
loved him ; both believing that their love for hun 
had been killed by his misconduct. Poor fools I . 



CHAPTER XLIX. 

THZ KINO COMES OUT TO MARSHAL. THEM. 

They were singing in the streets of Turin that 
afternoon. Groups of them were singing, war bal- 
lads, love ballads. Nay .» \\g1 w^-^ ^^-^^ ■KcwAxv-'srvss. 
groups svn^iv^ o^ ^^x^ VsN«i^ Vs^V^^^^'^ ^-^^-^^^^s^^sj^ 
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save law and diyinity ; bat even solitary walkers 
piped up, quite unnoticed. Therefore, why should 
not Arthur, with a good voice, not untrained by 
choir-masters, pipe up too? He did so, however. 
A spectacle and scandal amongst Oxford tutors and 
ex-proctors, had thev only heard him ; which they 
did not An ex-Balliol tutor, singing out, clear and 
loud, in the streets of a fbreign city, was a thing 
which no one was prepared for in 1859, and, to teU 
the truth, is scarcely prepared for now ; yet he did, 
this Balliol man, at the top of his very excellent 
voice. ^ 

** I know the wbj she went 
Past wHh her maiden p(N|f , 
Vor her feet have touched the meadowi, 
And have left the dalsiei roty.'* 

The street was extremely crowded, but every one 
was nearly mad with good-humor; and Arthur's 
handsome face was so radiant, that innumerable 
people greeted him. "A glorious day for Italy, 
milord," said one. " Very much so indeed," replied 
Arthur. " We have the sympathies of England, if 
not her arms, on our side, sir, said another. " Our 
sympathies are in Italy while our arms are in Hin- 
dostan," replied Arthur ; which was thought to be 
wonderfully neat, and was bandied about: for it did 
not take much to please them that day. ** Confound 
it," thought Arthur, ** I am being too agreeable ; I 
know I shall get myself kissed directly, and I hate 
it But I can't help it." 

All this time Miss Lee was sailing on before him, 
with her veil up, calmly, imperial, Poking every one 
straight in the face, and speaking to any one who 
spoke to her. She attracted universial and respect- 
ful attention. Arthur was proud of her. 

The great rendezvous was in the Grand Place. 
Along the street in which they were came a regiment 
of blue-coated, steel-helmeted, gray-trousered cav- 
alry to join it The enormously high-piled ornate 
houses were hung with the green, white, and red 
tricolors from paving to coping stone, and the win- 
dows were thronged with frantic patriots, as were 
also the streets. It was a splendid and exciting 
sight ; and, as they all went rushing along the nar- 
row street in the rear of the regiment, Arthur's 
long dull days of sickness and loss of hope seemed 
indefinitely removed. 

At last they came to the place of the spectacle. 
Their regiment was the last. Three regiments of 
cavalry and four of infantry were already drawn 
up; and there was the big-chested King himself; 
and there was Cavour, and there were Generals La 
Marmora, Fanti, Cialdini, — men whose names sound 
like the ringing of silver bells. Their regiment 
formed in, and the burly King began to move? 
Arthur perceived that Miss Lee had got an uncom- 
monly good place, and then found himself face to 
face with Boginsky. 

" A glorious day for Italy," said Boginsky. 

** Threatens thunder ! " said Arthur. 

" And lightning," said Boginsky, who was in com- 
pany with several " reds." 

" How epigrammatic we all are ! " said Arthur. 
"I myself have said the neatest thing to-day I 
have said for years. Why, this excitement would 
sharpen the wits of a mere horse," he continued art- 
fully. 

" Of a mere stupid horse indeed," replied the in- 
nocent Boginsky. 

" Sharpen his wits so much that he lets the man 

get on his back. And now they both go away to- 

g^etber to ki)] the stag. Will the man get off when 

tAe Btag is dead, do yovL think ? " 



" The Emperor would never dare — " began Bo- 
ginsky. 

'^ Never for a moment," said Arthur ; *' no one 
ever dreamt that he would. He is at Grenoa now, 
bt>cause he c^d not dare to keep away. He wants 
no more black cricket-balls studded with gun nipples, 
and percussion caps on them. I was not t^inxing 
o( him." 

Said Boginsky, ** Ton puzzle me.** 

Arthur folded his arms, caught Boginsky's eye, 
and then looked steadily at the King of Sardinia, 
who was now within six yards of them. He took 
ofT his hat to the King ; luid as he went past Bogin- 
sky towards Miss Lee, he looked into that geutle- 
man's face with a strong stare, which meant vdumes. 
As he went he heard Boginsky gasp out, — 

*^ He had better,'* 

Delighted with the purely gratuitous mischief 
which he had made, Artnur got to the side of Mia 
Lee just as the King had caught sight of her. 
There was no doubt wnatever of nis Majesty's ad- 
miration, about which Miss Lee cared just absolutely 
nothing at all. She wanted a real good stare at the 
!C ing, and she got one. If he liked the looks of her, 
it E^howed his good taste ; in the perfect boldness of 
her perfect innocence it was perfectly indifferent 
whether he looked at her or not She wanted to 
look at him, and the more he looked the more she 
saw. 

Arthur, proudly laughing in his heart, whispered 
to her, " Take my arm," and f^e put her hand upon 
it. In one moment more, unseen of any one, his 
was upon hers, as it lay on his arm, and their two 
hands were tightly Locked together. Not a word 
was spoken ; what need for words, clumsy words, 
when their two hands told their tale so truly ? 

Silcote with Mrs. Tom went eandering about, 
storing at the soldiers and the uiops, and enjoy- 
ing themselves thoroughly. Silcote bought a lai^ 
white umbrella lined with green, which took ms 
tb-ncy, and which he used as a pointer, to point oat 
objects of interest to Mrs. Tom ; among other things, 
pointing out the King when his Majesty was not 
four yards from the ferule. 

At last thev got home, and heard that Miss Lee 
was home before them. Mrs. Thomas went to seek 
her, and soon returned. 

" It *s all right," she said ; " I knew it would be. 
There, you need n't throw your umbrella across the 
room ime a lunatic ; though Heaven knows, my dear, 
that I am as glad as you are." 



CHAPTER L. 

THB DESBRTIOM OF THB BOT8. 

"Let me introduce my friend and travelliiijg 
companion, Count Boginsky," said Arthur to* his 
father. 

*^ I am delighted to know you, sir,'/ said Silcote, ' 
frankly and pleasantly. " I hear from Arthur that 
you are actually good enough to come to the war 
with us as cicerone. It is a piece of good lack on 
which we could not possibly have reckoned." 

" Nor I either," said Boginsky. " I shall really 
believe that times are going to change for the bet- 
ter with me." 

^* They are, sir, they are," said the Squire. " Be- 
lt eve it, sir, that these great concussions shake things 
into their places. We are going to see a very great 
thing, sir. I begin to imagine a very great thing 
indeed. I am sorry for poor Austria, for I tell you 
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bonesUy that, wi^ all Her political folly, I have a 
meaking kindness for Austria. But the world will 

** Then 70U are perfectly sure that Austria » to be 
beaten?" 

" In the nature of things. Do you doubt ? Her 
caa^e is not just." 

" She fights well, however," said Boginsky, " and 
her cause is as just now as it was in '49, when she 
'wOn. I think it a very doubtful business indeed, 
sir." 

" No ? do you, really ? " said the Squire, pacing 
the room excitedly. " My dear Archy, he thinks it 
doubtful. I don't know which I would like best : 
to have Tom back amon^ us a^in, thrashed heart- 
ily and repentant ; or to have him come cranking in 
victorious. Heaven help the Frenchman that gets 
in his path. You think, sir, that it will be a case of 
the Devil among the tailors, then V " 
•"I beg pardon," said the puzzled Boginsky. 

*' My father means that there will be a great strug- 
gle," explained ArUiur. 

" Undoubtedly," said Boginsky. "Taking the 
Austrian army altogether, and considering the won- 
derful mixture of tribes, almost of nations, in its 
ranks, I rank its personal valor higher than that of 
any army in Europe. Of the Prussian army I can 
say nothing, as it has not been mobilized for above 
forty years; but, looking at the performances of 
other European armies, 1 rank the personnel of the 
Austrian army as high as any, even as high as the 
British." 

" Do you rank us first, then ? " said the Squire. 

** It is our habit to do so. Your little army is al- 
ways in practice. Your nation is never at peace. 
Amongst your little army of 140,000, there are in 
each regiment at least ten men to each company 
who have been under fire. You fail in handling 
large bodies of men, because none but your Indian 
officers ever have the chance of doing that, and they 
teem to be carefully shelved. But I rank the per- 
sonnel of your army as the first in Europe ; with 
them I put the pick of the French and Russians, 
and the whole of the Austrians. England and Aus- 
tria have no inferior regiments, and no men whom 
they will use able to lead their armies. France and 
Russia would beat them b^ generalship." 

'^ And Italy ? " said Sdcote, pleased and inter- 
ested. 

" Italia is not yet," said Boginsky ; " she may be 
next month, next year, fifty years hence ; but she is 
not yet. We go to see the dice thrown for her." 

"I should like to have seen a red-coated regi- 
ment or two in the hurly-burly," said the Squire. 
" Merely on sentimental grounds." 

'^ One would have liked to see the red-coats also, 
we democrats," said Boginsky, "but it is not ex- 
pected of England. England has accepted democ- 
racy as the breath of her nostrils only in a modified 
form as yet, but th6 sacred spirit will show itself 
perfect. England's mission is to disseminate de- 
mocracy in new lands ; with regard to the old ones, 
we dispense with her. It is I, and such as I, who 
carry the fiery cross over land. We are contented 
with her, and we love her, if she will fulfil her 
special mission of carrying it by sea." 

** Do you know," said the Squire, " that this is 
wonderfully interesting ? But it is sad nonsense, I 
doubt, Archy ; is it not ? " 

" No," said Arthur. 

" Then giv^ us some more of it," said the Squire 
to Boginsky. **He is m/ spiritual director, you 



know. I spent a couple of thousand pounds on his 
education to fit him for the post. If he approves of 
it, give us some more. To help you. What do you 
think of the fat man?" 

"Cavour?" 

" Heavens, no I Don't talk any nonsense about 
him. The stout man on the gray horse." 

" He will be King of Italy ; and I object to kings 
as a rule. Do you know, sir, that I must change 
the conversation, for the mere purpose of delivering 
myself of a war mission which should have been 
executed before ? " 

" You look grave. Is anything wrong ? " 

" I think that nothing is wrong," said Bo^nsky, 
" But that very much depends on now you will take 
it. Have you seen your grandson, Reginald, since 
last.night?" 

" No. At my time of life I have given up all idea 
of being treated with proper respect by boys. I had 
conclu&d that he and his cousin James had gone 
for an expedition into the country, to get out of my 
way." 

" I pointed out to your grandson, and to James 
Sugden, that they were not behaving well, but I 
could make no impression on them whatever. Mr. 
Sugden was spokesman, and gave me my commis- 
sion to Mr. Arthur. He said that they were ex- 
ceedingly sorry to cause any annoyance, but that 
thev had made up their minds, and to save words, 
had done it secretly, because they knew that James's 
mother (the beautiful gray-haired lady, I believe) 
and the Squire«would have objected to it, and woula 
not have permitted it for a moment." 

" What have the two young fools done now, then, 
in the name of confiision ? " demanded the Squire. 

" They requested me to point out the fact," con- 
tinued Boginsky, unheeding him, but going through 
his commission, " that women would be in the way, 
and that they were determined to see 'it ; and also 
that they had plenty of money for the present, and 
that, when it ran short, they would send to you for 
more." 

" This story begins to hold together," said the 
Squire ; " I can quite understand this part of it. 
No doubt they will. But what have they done ? " 

" Then, as a last resource, having used all my own 
ar^ments, I a{)pealed to the Colonel himself I 
pointed out to him that Reginald was risking your 
good favor by taking such a step, and that James 
Sugden's mother had only just arrived firom Eng- 
land. He laughed at me. He said that it was 
good for them, and took them away. I never yet 
got the best of my friend Frangipanni." 

" Frangipanni ! " exclaimed the Squire- " What 
on earth has he been doing with my boys ? What 
midsummer madness is this ? " 

" Count Frangipanni is colonel of the 18th regi- 
ment of the Sardinian light-horse,* which marched 
last night Reginald SiTcote and James Sugden 
were his two favorite pupils in his Italian class at 
St. Mary's Hospital. He has seduced them away 
with him to go and make sketches of the war, and 
has promised to take them under fire; which he 
probably will do, as he is one of the bravest men 
in Europe, and as they would follow him down the 
crater of Vesuvius." 

"This is very pleasant, Arthur," said Sileotc. 
" This is thoroughly pleasant." 



* Not to deprive brave men. of tXv'fevc ^ars ^«^«a. Vs« <*. tc^mtom^sJu, 
In a work ot ftcWon, \\. K^ Tv^e%%ws^ \o %V3 ^i^^a.^. ^X!«. tbssw ^a <^'eQ»»r- 
treWo were \Xie xegvmexvX. aX ^QXv\.\wt>aX V«VOcv ^\a«i vsgkaS^^^ ^^ 
other regimental vwMi'at cotiwaa.'Ci^ <il QE^t««X^v»aa»»* 
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" Lucky young dog," said Arthur ; " they prom- 
ised to stick by me. I would go after them if I 
could get franked by a colonel." 

" They will be killed," said the Squire. 

" Most likely," said Arthur. " But they will have 
taken some bad sketches first, which we shall find 
on their corpses." 

^^ How shall we break it to Mrs. Tom ? ** said the 
Squire. 

*' Tell her all about it the next time she comes 
into the room," replied Arthur ; " I should say that 
was the best way. If you are afraid, let me." 

" It will be a terrible shock to her," said the 
Squire. 

** She has been under fire herself in the Crimea 
more than once," said Arthur. " She will not care 
much. They might have taken me with them, I 
think. Here she is. Mrs. Tom, James has bolted 
to the front, and is going under fire. Hallo, what 
is this V " 

*' Only my old dress as field nurse in the Crimea," 
she said, quietly. " I found out why he was gone, 
and where, and I got ready to go after him. I 
should suggest marchmg myself if we are to see any- 
thing at ail. The last regiment goes to-morrow; 
and, as far as I can gather from the soldiers, the 
causeways are narrow, and our carriages will get 
hampered among the commissariat wagons if we 
delay. I should have proposed marchmg in the 
rear of Frangipanni's regiment if I had known that 
the boys were to give us the slip. We had better 
order the carriages at eight to-morrow morning." 

From this time she and Boginsky took the lead. 
She dressed in gray with a modest hood, looking so 
much like some sort of soeur de charite that she got 
the route everywhere, and carried her train with 
her. Miss Lee carried her silks and satins through 
the scenes which came afterwards, attended by Ar- 
thur, who kept the dress of an English parson. 



CHAPTER LI. 

THE FAMILY BEGINS TO DRAW TOGETHER. 

Whether it was the fault of Count Frangipanni, 
or of James, that the latter took the extraordinary 
step of running away from the newly-united party, 
is one of those things which it is hardly^ necessary 
to make clear. Whichever of them originated the 
idea, it was soon acted on. There is one thing cer- 
tain, — that the Count took the most elaborate pains 
to point out to James that if he stayed with the car- 
riages he would see absolutely nothing. James did 
not want much encouraging. " If we argue and ask 
leave, Reggy," he said, " we shall never have leave 
to go. Let us bolt." 

*' Certainly," said Reginald. And so they com- 
missioned Boginsky, whom they met in the crowd, to 
arrange matters for them in the best way he could. 

When they commissioned him to say that they 
had money enough for the present, they spoke the 
truth. Their money, however, looked a great deal 
smaller after they had bought a couple of little horses. 
But, as James said, they were gomg with the win- 
ning army, and would make requisitions on the con- 
quered territory. Besides, they had their watches 
and at least ten pounds apiece. A real schoolboy will 
go into any adventure with a pound in his pocket. 

Boginsky might have supplemented his commission 

from them to Arthur by mentioning that he had 

bought their horses and saddles for them, getting 

tAe^e articles for them, hy means of his democratic 

coanecticmf at about half the price they could have 



got them for themselves ; onoreover, that he had spent 
the evening of the previous day in getting away 
their painting tackle, money, and clothes, and con- 
veying them to the little caf^ at which they were 
rebelliously lod^ng. He suppressed these latter 
facts entirely. The fact is that he would have liked 
to go himself, but felt bound in honor to stay by Ar- 
thur. Aixd, indeed, with his political character, he 
was much safer in the rear than in the front ; so, 
under the civis Romanus aegis, he travelled in Sil- 
cote's barouche. 

The boys were pleased at their escapade. The 
troopers liked them, and they liked the troopers. 
England, said the Italians, the firee country of Eu- 
rope,' sympathized with the cause, although political 
complications elsewhere happened to prevent her 
assisting in it, as they had assisted in the Crimea. 
Yet she had sent her best blood (according to 
Frangipanni), to look on, even if they could not 
fight. They were in perfect good-humor with tke 
English, these troopers, and considered James in 
the light of a political demonstration. To him per- 
sonally they were devoted, like every one else ; — 
" the only agreeable person which your family has 
ever produced," said Miss Raylock of him afterwards 
to the assembled Silcotes. 

They went on under the bright May weather, fast 
and far, through pleasant ways across the lower 
slopes of the Apennines. But few people were 
about, and those got fewer as they went on. Our 
two friends could make little or nothing t)f the plana 
of the campaign, and indeed cared little whether 
the Austrians would test the right or the left of 
their position ; all they cared about were the inci- 
dents. 

They had a very pleasant incident one warm 
May day. Travelling over nearly plain open 
meadows, planted here and there with mulberries, 
keeping the green, abrupt hills on their right, they 
came to a stream by a village, and by this stream 
lay a battalion of French soldiers, some of whose 
officers came and fraternized, but the body of which 
lay and sat still. The stream in which these two 
audacious youths watered their horses was the For- 
sagazzo, the village was Genestrello. The French 
battalion which lay on the grass was a battalion of 
the 74th, under General Cambriels ; but little they 
knew or cared about these details. The two simple- 
minded youths were at the extreme breaking-point 
of a great wave, the foremost wave of a sea which 
was to burst over, and to regenerate, nay make, a 
kingdom ; but they were utterly unconscious of it 
The place was picturesque, and the day warm. 
Farther on the scenery seemed to promise better. 
They rode in advance of the troops silong the broad 
dusty road, and turned off into a hedgeless field on 
the left, lay down on the grass, and, letting their 
tired horses graze, took their dinner of sausage, 
bread, and wine. 

Then they began sketching. The field was wide 
and open, with here and there a tree. Before, and 
close to them, was the broad and dusty highway, 
separated from them by a long ditch and a few 
shaped stones at regular intervals. Beyond, and 
close to them, was a oandsome collection of Italian 
buildings ; a church notably ; an inn ; a larger build- 
ing than either of these, probably a country gentle- 
man*s house; all noble-looking, of yellow stone, 
with red roofs and dormer windows; behind all a 
wooded hill. It was a place which the idlest tourist 
would like to sketch, with or without an incident 
They were Vicky ci\o\x^ \o ^^ a^ temarkable inci» 
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dent, but were mncli too scared to introduce it into 
their landscape. 

Their friends were well in sight on their right, 
and it was dinner-time with them as with James 
ahd Reginald ; yet their friends were taking no din- 
ner whatever. Their friends the Sardinian cavalry- 
were on the move again, and soon passed them along 
the road at a foot pace. 

** Shall we go with them? " said Reginald. 

** We can soon catch them up," said James. " We 
will finish our sketches." 

And so they finished them. 

It was late when they had finished them, and they 
wanted their supper. Hiey bethought them of go- 
ing over to the group of houses which they had 
been sketching, on the other side of the road. One 
of these they found was a rather good inn, the land- 
lord of which was perfectly willing to receive them. 
He remarked to them, had they understood Italian, 

" Live men to-day, dead men to-morrow. An 
inn to-day, a hospital the day after. Come in, 
gentlemen, but pay beforehand; the dead do not 
pay, as a rule." 

They understood his demand of pa3rment before- 
hand, and satisfied him. Then they had their sup- 
per, and discussed whether it was worth while or not 
to follow Count Frangipanni and his light-horse so 
late. They could easily follow him in the morning, 
they agreed, and the quarters were good. So they 
stayed, and went out in the fi-ont of the inn to smoke. 

The jollity of their march seemed to have de- 
parted. None of the oflicers from the battalion of 
French which was lying so close to them were swarm- 
ing in and out of the inn, as is their custom. There 
was none of that brisk, merry, good-humored bab- 
ble between oflicers,. men, and civilians which makes 
the arrival of a French regiment so agreeable. The 
officers seemed all to be lying down by the brook 
with their men to-night, thinking of quite other 
things than absinthe and dominos. Our friends 
began to get sorry that they had not gone on with 
Frangipanni's light-horse. 

Only one French officer was in front of the inn 
when they sauntered out to smoke, — a thickset 
man, with a gray mustache and shaven cheeks, with 
the scarlet side of his cloak turned outside, and much 
^old about him, who also walked up and down smok- 
ing. " Evidently," said James, " a swell ; the very 
man to consult" If he had known that it was 
General Forey it would not have made much diflTer- 
ence ; for, if he had ever known, he had completely 
forgotten, what General Forey had done, or had left 
undone. How many of my readers remember ? 

James, cap in hand, and schoolboy French in his 
mouth, went up to General Forey, and confided to 
him that they, two young English artists, were 
travelling with Frangipanni's light-horse, and had 
got left behind. The General, also cap in hand, 
told him politely that if he remained where he was 
he would be extremely likely to meet his friends. 
Messieurs of the Sardinian light-horse, once more ; 
and so bowed himself politely out of the audience. 

They saw soon aft;erwards that he was joined by 
two staff'-officers, that his orderly brought his horse 
from the stable, and that he rode sharply ofiT, in the 
direction by which thev had come. 

They lay in the field in front of the house till it 
wag late, and then went to bed and slept quite 
i^uietly. They had no Italian, either of them, or 
might have learnt much. In the morning, trust- 
ing to the French General's opinion that their 
fiiends would retam by the same route, they quiet- 



ly had their breakfast, went across the road, and 
lay in the shade of a mulberry-tree, smoking, and 
touching up their sketches. 

There was the broad and dusty road, divided 
from the field by shaped stones ; beyond, the yel- 
low-and-red pile of buildings, one of which was 
their inn ; beyond, the pleasant wooded hill ; to the 
left, heights crowned with important-looking build- 
ing. And now came their incident. 

In a cloud of dust their friends of the Sardinian 
light-horse came along the highway at a slinging 
trot the way they had gone, fulfilling General Fo- 
rey*s prediction. Our youths knew nearly every face 
in the regiment, and a merrier set of fellows they 
had never seen ; yet every face was grave enough 
now. The last man who passed them was Frangi- 
panni, bringing up the rear. The regiment passed 
them about three hundred yards, and then, at a few 
notes of the bugle, wheeled each man in his own 
ground, and was at once formed in column of squad- 
rons on the road; Frangipanni, having wheeled 
with them, standing €ole and solitary at their 
head. 

For a few minutes there was silence. The Sar- 
dinian light-horse had scarcely settled themselves 
in their places when the silence was broken. 
James and Reginald were still innocently looking at 
their old friends, drawn up across the road, and 
trying to make out the faces of the officers who 
were most familiar to them, when they were star- 
tled by the infinitely inharmonious, yet deeply ter- 
rible, crashing, trampling, and clanking of another 
regiment of c&valry, approaching along the high road 
from their left. 

Reginald saw them first, for James was staring 
at Frangipanni. *' Here is another regiment," said 
Reginald, *<all in white. These will be the 
French." 

James looked round once, and shook him 
fiercely by the shoulder. " Get up ! " he said, 
*' here are the Austrians upon us, and we are in the 
thick of the whole thing." 

" The who ? " said Reginald. 

" The Austrians, you ass," said James. " Get 
up, will you!" Who in heaven or earth would 
ever have thought of this ? Run, scud, get out of 
the way, get on your legs at any rate, and, if we 
get involved in it keep your arms above your head, 
and keep on your feet. Gret hold of a stirrup if 
you can, but run with the horses, and get out of it 
as quick as you are able. By Jove, who would 
have thought of this?" 

Reginald, though he scarcely understood what 
was coming, behaved very well. He ran with 
James some ten yards into the meadow, and then 
they both turned to look on war itself, as few have 
looked on it. 

The Austrians halted. They knew that the 
French were there, and the French had got a ter- 
rible prestige since the Crimea, which they have 
maintained. The Austrian colonel halted his men 
for one instant, and rode forward towards the 
ravine alone before them all to see if the concealed 
French could be tempted into opening fire at him. 
He went within pistol-shot of Count Frangipanni ; 
At the French Know the business of war, and he 
saw nothing but the Sardinian regiment of light- 
horse. 

*<Look at that glorious Austrian colonel," said 
James to Reginald. " There is a man. nrVl^ ^^^iv 
mind death. 1 V\%\i \o V^».N«a ^^»\.^^\s ^^ssjaM^^-***- 
\ better. N^cA.c\i xV^X. K\>&\i\^TL ^'^^^^ \>>.^-\'is^ 
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ever see such a nobie fellow in jrour life ? See how 
he sits bis horse ; I confess that my principles would 
give way under the influence of such a man." 

*' 1 think 1 know him," said Reginald. 

" What are they going to do ? " said the excited 
James. ^* Viva it^ia ! By heavens, our fellows 
are going to charge I ** 

Who gave the order for the first charge at Genes- 
trellOf Tom Silcote or Aurelio Frangipanni ? The 
result is the same. A thousand men on each side, 
mounted on horseback, with drawn swords in their 
hands, in column of troops, rode fiercely at one 
another, trying to slay one another, happily with little 
efi'ect. The first two troops on either side got them- 
selves, to a certain extent, bruised, shaken, and cut 
about with swords ; while the rearward troops drew 
rein, and did nothing until the bugle gave the word 
to the Italian cava&y to right about face, which 
they did accordingly. 

Count Frangipanni and Colonel Silcote, however, 
teemed rather loath to part, for each had found in the 
other a good swordsman. . For full half a minute, 
after the Italian retreat had sounded, these two 
were alone together, fencing cautiously and keenly, 
yet with apparently perfect good-humor. Colonel 
Silcote was the first to rein his horse back and say, 
" You must follow your men, Colonel. Your major, 
seeing you so busy, has sounded the retreat." Fran- 
gipanni saluted {)oliteiy, smiled, and trotted ofi* after 
bis regiment, while the Austrians prepared to ad- 
vance. 

" Our fellows are beaten, then ? " said James, with 
an air of discontent. " I cannot see why ; they 
seemed to do quite as well as the others ; but I sup- 
pose that the Major knows what he is about Fran- 
gipanni gave no orders. There goes my Austrian 
colonel ofi' at a sling trot after them. I hope he 
won't come to grief." 

^Your Austrian colonel, you turncoat!" said 
Beginald. 

*' Yes, mine," said James, emphatically. ** I like 
the look of that man. I would go to the Devil afVer 
that man." 

"He is one of the accursed Tedeschi," said Regi- 
nald. " What would our comrades say ? " 

" I don't know, and I don't care," replied James. 
<^ He is a much finer fellow than any of the Italians, 
except Frangipanni. He saved Frangipanni from 
being taken prisoner. I heard him give him the office 
to cheese it," went on James, reproducing, in his 
admiration, a very old London vulgarism. **' That 
man is a noble gentleman, if he were fifty Tedeschi." 

" So he is," said a voice apparently from high 
np in the air. " You never said a truer word than 
that, James Sugden. Who ever dared to say that 
he was not? Do you remember the night when 
he carried you, a poor bruised and bleeding little 
hini, into Silcotes, away from the poachers, and 
made your fortune at the expense of bis own ? " 

To turn and find our old friend, the Princess, — 
s'tting on a tall bay horse, in a blue riding skirt, with 
a white bodice, a wideawake hat and cock's feath- 
ers, and a revolver at her right pommel, — was a 
very small surprise. Afler having looked on, at 
twenty yards* distance, at a charge of cavalry, in 
which some eight were killed, aiid some twelve 1^ 
howling and moaning in the road, one is not inclined 
to be surprised at anything. James merely took off 
his bat, and said, " Madam, I scarcely hoped to have 
the pleasure of seeing you here." Reginald said 
nothwg TFhdtever but stared at his aunt, open- 



^^ I dare say not " she answered. *< I am foUow- 
ing Colonel Silcote's regiment How did you come 
here?" 

*' We came with the Sardinian light-horae, sketch- 
ing, my lady." 

" You might have been in better company^" said 
the Princess. ^^Whv did you not come on on^ 
side?" 

*' Our sympatiiies are Itatian, my lady. Do I 
understand you that the colonel we saw just now 
was Colonel Silcote ? " 

" Did you not recognize him ? " 

" I do now. Reginald, you said that yon thought 
you knew him. But I should scarcely have recog- 
nized my own father, in such a place, and in such a 
uniform." 

" Are you here on foot ? Where are your 
horses?" 

" Across the road, my lady." 

" You had better get them. Is there any force 
of French on this brook here, the Fossagazzo ? " 

"I decline to answer that question, my lady," 
said James. " Reginald, I hope you were not going 
to speak. Hold your tongue, sir. How dare you ? 

" Well, I suppose you are right," 8«d the Prin- 
cess, good-humoredly. " Here comes Urban ; we 
shall know soon. Hark ! there is infantry there, 
and French infantry. You might have told me 
without doing any harm. They are in force, are 
they not ? Is it Forey ? Get your horses, you young 
fools, get your horses, and come back across the 
road to me again. Do not lose a moment." 

They ran across and got out their horses and were 
back with her in less than five minutes, abandoning 
their heav^ baggage ; for their was a sound in their 
ears, famihar to us now, which they had never heard 
before. 

Rapid musketry firing. At first only crackling 
like the burning of the gorse on the hills above St 
Mary's, but growing heavier every moment, until it 
roared out m heavy crashes, which shook the air 
even where they stood, and brought a few heavy 
drops of rain from the summer clouds which floated 
overhead. When they got back to her they found 
her in the same position, gazing intensely at the dip 
in the broad dusty road SsmoX a quarter of a mile to 
their right, from which came furious volleys of 
musketry, and a general raging confusion, which 
showed them that they had pushed too far for safe- 
ty, and were actually at the very point where the 
armies would decide their first strua;gle. 

The Princess was perfectly calm. "Tell me, 
James Sugden, as a gentleman to a lady, is Forey 
there ? " • 

And James answered, "I beUeve he is, mr 
ladv." 

<» In force ? " 

« I decline." 

** You are right. WeU, with his present reputa- 
tion, he will ^ht hard to regain nis former one. 
You will take care of a poor old woman in case 1^ 
poor Tedeschi are beaten back ? " 

" My lady, I am entirely at your service," said 
James. 

" You will keep with me, then ? " 

*' Certainly," said James. 

" The Italians would murder me, and y<m am 
well r^pandu among them. Keep by me. I hdd 
you on your honor as a ^ntleman." 

** Here come the Austrians back again,"^ exclaimed 
James. 

And indeed the cavalry were returnii^ along the 
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r6*d in ^om^ cdAfusion, followed by tbeir friends of 
the liffbt-horse. At the same moment^ possibly the 
very first rifled-cannon bullet ever .fired in anger 
tore up the ground near the Princes, and covered 
her with dust. 

" We may as Well toote a little farther," she said ; 
*^ this b too close to be pleasant" 

It was a very reasonable suggestion ; so they 
trotted along till they were fair^past the village 
of Genestrelio, and then paused and looked about 
them. 

Opposite to thera were two abrupt, rounded, and 
partly wooded hills, about half a mile off, the one on 
their right crowned by a single large building with 
a campanile, the one to the lefl by a village with 
another campanile. A small hollow divided the two 
hills, and they saw that the French army, battalion 
after battalion, was already swarming up the right- 
band hill towards the solitary building, under a 
heavy fire from the solitary budding, the summit of 
the hill, and the village on the other hill. 

The firing got more fast and furious every mo- 
ment The right-hand hill was rapidly blackening 
with the swarming French, who were bringing up 
artillery ; and far away some Sardinian cavalry were 
seen charging up the hilL The first hill seemed to 
be doomed, in which case there seemed but small 
chance for the second. 

Genestrello was carried too, for the roar grew 
louder and nearer, and broken regiments began to 
pass them, from which men fell out, and sat down 
and began feebly and pitiably to try to get at their 
wounds. It was certainly time to move, for the 
cannon-shot were ripping and crashing amongst the 
trees, and the summit of the first hiU was a mere 
raging volcano. And which way were they to go, 
except away from the French ? 

As they went, they saw the village on the second 
hill carried; and lo, it was evening, and the day 
had passed like an hour. The battle of Montebello 
was over and won. Night was coming on, and the 
Austrians were in retreat. They had ^ felt " for the 
French, and had found them. Montebello showed 

Eretty clearly which way the campaign was to ga 
f they were unable to hold such a jposition as that, 
what would be the result elsewhere r 



CHAPTER LII. 

JAMES AND HIS FATHEB. 

The Princess cared little for Montebello. Her 
• horror at Tom Silcote*s going to the campaign had 
ended in her determining to go with him, and she 
had accompanied his regiment in the way we have 
seen ; riding parallel with his regiment, with which 
she was quite familiar, and which she may be said 
to have joined ; and seeing almost the very first 
blood drawn, and having witnessed the battle of 
Montebello &om a quiet field, without being very 
dangerously under fire at all. 

This would have been enough for the ambition 
of most amateur lady-soldiers, but she thought noth- 
ing of it The day of Montebello was a triumph for 
her foolish soul, for she had succeeded in deluding 
James hopelessly across into the Austrian lines, and 
she considered that a great stroke of business 

The foolish plans which they had made against 
this young man have been discussed before JJone 
of his enemies had the slightest idea about his real 
claims to be a dangerous person, with regard to the 
Silcotes SHCcessioi], and its almost hopeless entangle- 



ment He wsis looked on as the '^ dangerous horse," 
however ; and she prided herself on her dexteritf 
in tempting him into the Austrian lines. " We have 
him in oar power now," she said to herself, scarcely 
knowing what she meant. 

She could not dream, of course, that she was only * . 
in the way of introducing the boy to his own father* 
Let our story tell itself. 

The Austrian left was withdrawn hastily that 
night towards the Sesia : there was great confusion^ 
The Princess and our two firiends rode together into 
Casteggio about eight o'clock; and there, found 
ranged warlike order, with warlike disorder drib- 
bling through it to the^rear of it, to become orderly 
again. 

Our firiends had lost their Austrian regiment, and 
waited for it at Casteggio. It was in a sad plight 
General Blanchard had brought up with him some 
of this infernal new artillery, and had played sad 
mischief with them. The regiment was fnssed on 
through Casteggio towards the rear, wearied, dis- 
heartened, and hi^ cut to pieces. Thev thought for 
a time that Tom Silcote was not with them, but waa 
killed ; but last of all, bringing up the rear of his 
straggling and wearied sqiutdrons, he came with a 
bloody race, bareheaded, holding his reins in his 
sword-hand, and his left arm hanging loosely beside 
him. 

'* He is hit," said the Princess. And they joined 
him. 

<* I have got a graze on my left arm fi*om a French 
bullet," he said, cheerily, *^ not to mention a wipe 
over the head from that jolly old Italian colonel. 
I thought I Was a swordsman till I met him." 

" Wretch ! " said the Princess ; " after your sav* 
ing his lifb this morning ! " 

" Not at all, Aunt A jolly old cock, every inch 
ofhim< We only politely renewed our fencing-match, 
and he only cut me over the head and apologized." 

<^ What is the name of this Italian colonel of 
yours," asked the Princess of James, *' who accepts 
his lifSs in the morning, and tries to. assassinate the 
man who saved him an hour afterwards ? " 

*^ Count Frangipanni," said James, without com- 
ment 

'' Good Heavens ! " exclaimed the Princess. 
" How strangely things come round. He might 
have been excused for eutting off my head, I don't 
deny. In fact, I should have told him so after- 
wards, the y%ty next time I met him. But he has 
no grudge against you." 

" He has n't any grudge. Don't be silly. Who 
are these two young men with you ? " 

^ Your nephew Reggy, aad his friend." 

" Then — not you, R^gy, but Reggy's friend — 
I am going to ^ve you some trouble. Strange, I 
seem to have said those verv words before. I am 
sure I have. I am very slightly hit, and am not in 
the least degree feverish. I am certain that I sud 
those words befbre, at soime time or another, or, at 
least, words almost exactly like them." 

** You did, sir," said Jaimes^ quietly ; and t» 
me." 

'^ I think I r>.member your face ; and I am sore' 
that I like it i>ur billet la at Pozzo d'Oma Will 
you come on with us ? " 

" Certainly, sir." 

" Have you a good set of nerves ? Can you hd^ 
a surgeon ? I am hit, but not heavily. I must b^ 
with my regiment iw. tVxwfc ^t i'Ck>M qc»j%» \. ^s«iN» 
know w\i^1^«c \Jaft >a«J\ \% m tk^ wta. w -w*^ "^ ^ 
you nurse me*^ \<i^Te\.ww^^i^>a^>^s^^^^*^^*^ 
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termined to see this thing out Will 70a help me 
to it by nursing me ? ** 

" I will, most cheerfully, sir." 

" / am the person to nurse you, Tom," broke out 
the Princess. "I will have no interference firom 
any quarter whatever between you and me. At all 
events, I will not see you poisoned or assassinated 
under my own eyes, and me standing looking on. 
You do not know what you are doing ; you do not 
know in whose hands you are trusting your life. 
You are throwing away the benefits of one of the 
most extraordinary dispositions of Providence which, 
under me, have ever been accomplished — ** 

"Don't be a fool," said Colonel Tom, peevish 
with his wound ; ^^ I want some one to see to me, 
and I choose this young man, and I will hdve him, 

hy — " 

" Have Reffgy," cried the Princess. " If it was 
the last word 1 ever spoke, have Reggy." 

" He IB too great an ass, and you are too fussy. 
I shall have this young man." 

*' Hear his name," said the Princess, " His name 
is James Sugden." 

" You know I have my own opinions about that 
matter, Aunt.i Sugden, will you stay with me a 
couple of days, and trust me as I trust you ? " 

^* I cannot understand her Highness's allusions," 
said James, simply. ** I only know that years ago, 
you kindly and gently earned me to Silcotes, after 
1 had been beaten by the poachers ; and that her 
Highness as kindly and as gently received me. God 
knows, sir, that I would do anything possible to re- 
pay your kindness or hers." 

** Stick by me, then. I want an English face. 
So you are that young monkey, hey ? / remember 
it all. What a pretty little dog you were I Like a 
little fox." 

** I am not pretty now, then, sir ? " said James, 
smiling, and 'looking steadily at him. 

" No ; decidedly not" 

" You do not like the look of me, sir ? " 

" I like the look of you only too well. Where 
did you get those pleasant steady eyes of yours ? " 

" My eyes are said to be like my mother's, sir," 
replied James, who thought that the Colonel was, in 
spite of his denial, wandering a little, and who 
wished to humor him. 

" I wish you would get another pair," said Tom 
Silcote. " Your eyes are unpleasantly like another 
pair of eyes into which I used to look years agc|( and 
nave never forgotten, boy, — never forgotten, — 
never foi^otten. I suppose she will come, too, at 
the great gathering at the end of all things." 

He was certainly feverish with his wound. The 
Princess, after her last rebuff, rode apart with Reg- 
inald, and poured her grief into his bosom. She 
did not like him, but she must tell her woes to 
some one, and so Keggy got the benefit of them 
now. 

" What I have done for that man," she said, " and 
now he says I am fussy I Reginald, pray that you 
may never know the bitterness of ingratitude in 
those you love. It is the bitterest thing you will 
ever know." 

" I have no doubt it is, Aunt Can you tell me 
where is Anne ? " 

" At Vienna. After all I have done for him ! 

Reginald, he cloes not love me ! It is very bitter to 

me ; he prefers a smooth-faced boy to me, who have 

saenBcea everything for him. Reginald, my dear, 

mas your grandfather very intimsXe with this lad 

James?" 



** Intimate ? No. He never liked him. You 
sav that Anne is at Vienna. I do not like this at 
all. I wish I was at Vienna with her." 

*^ You will never have such a chance of seeing 
war again." 

" I dare say not, and I don't wish it. I want to 
go to Vienna, and I have no money. I wish you 
would lend me some." 

** I am sorry I cannot do so," said the Princess. 
" He wants it all.'* 

So talking, they got to the little village of Pozzc 
d'Orno, well to the Austrian rear, and huted at last. 
Colonel Silcote was decidedly feverish, but kept to 
his resolution of moving with his regiment, as soon 
as it was ready to move. Meanwhile, he banished 
the Princess and Reginald, on the very rude grounds 
which he had stated above, that the one fus^ and 
that the other was a fool, and imperially insisted on 
James's ministrations, in the very way in which men, 
who have been spoilt by women all their lives, do 
demand the services of other people, — and, in ninfe 
cases out of ten, get them. , 

He took a strange fancy, almost a passion, for this 
son of his, thrown in his way so strangely, little 
dreaming why. The young man's eyes he remem- 
bered to be like other eyes not seen for twenty 
years ; but he had forgotten, or thought he had for- 
gotten, his deserted wife's voice ; yet James's voice 
was strangely pleasant and soothing to him. He 
did not connect the eyes and the voice together at 
all ; yet they had the effect of making him silent, 
very thoughtful, and more gentle than he had been 
for years. 

** He insists that no one shall come near him but 
you," said the dismissed Princess, with a sniff. 
" You had better go and see what you can do with 
a man who has cast off, in his base ingratitude, those 
who have sacrificed everything for him. He will 
curse and swear at you, and try to strike you, but I 
dare say you will not mind that." 

" Not a bit," said James. 

The Princess was as far right in what she said as 
this : Tom Silcote, a terrible bully, would most cer- 
tainly, at ordinary times, have sworn at her^ or at any 
one else, who had kindly tried to assist him when he 
most wanted assistance. It is the way of some men 
to be fractious and brutal as soon as they are thrown 
entirely on the kindness and love of those whofee 
lives are bound up in theirs; and it was his way gen- 
erally. Not so now. He swore a good many oaths 
at his uniform, his shirt, his own clumsiness, Giulai's 
stupidity, and so on ; but none at James. 

" Come here and help me to peel, lad," he said, 
" and see if you and I cannot pull through it with- 
out the doctors. What frightful humbugs they are 1 
It would not take many hours to learn their trade^ 
as far as I have any experience." 

" You have not had much knowledge of them, I 
should think, sir," said James, after he had gentiy 
removed his shirt, and the whole ma^ificent torso 
of his father lay bare before him. " Men who carry 
such a chest as yours are but poor customers to the 
doctors. Your poor brother, Mr. Algernon, knew 
more of them than you are likely to do. He loved 
his doctors dearly. It was taking him away from 
his doctors that killed lum, I doubt." 

*' Killed him ? Algy ? " cried Colonel Silcote, start- 
ing up. 

** He is dead, sir." 

" Dead ! Why, that was the finest fellow that 
ever was born, I tell you. It is imposable." 
\ '* 1 quite agc^ m\k ^wx 'va. ^ wa «8»>ii\s3a.\» q£ him, 
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sir ; but he is dead and buried for all that ; and I 
am engaged to his daughter/' 

*^ It IS an infernal shame,'' said the Colonel. 

" I hope you will be brought to look upon your 
niece's engagement differently in time, sir," said 
James, purposely misunderstanding him on religious 
grounds. "Do you think that you could make it 
agreeable to yourself to be quiet for a few minutes, 
while I see what is the matter ? " 

The Colonel submitted. 

" Here is a nasty blue-red cut over the surface of 
the deltoid," said James ; ♦* but you lost very little 
blood. We must have the doctor to this ; it is be- 
yond me." 

"If I do 111 be — " 

" Invalided, you were going to say. Not at all. 
It is a mere scratch. How awut this broken head 
of yours, Colonel ? The Count leems to have given 
you the St. George. Let me look at it" 

Tom Silcote submitted his curly, splendidly-shaped 
head to the inspection of hia son quite quietly. 
James pronounced once more for the doctor, and 
carried his point The doctor was introduced, — a 
small Czech gentleman, the glory and pride of whose 
life was that he had been bom and bred at Zuck- 
mantel. Why he was proud of being a Zuckmantel 
man no one ever knew ; but he gloried in it, and 
was personally offensive in many ways to Colonel 
Silcote. 

The doctor thought that he was going to speak 
£rst, but he was mistaken. Silcote raised himself 
on the sofa fix>m his hips, casting off the uniform 
coat which James had put over him, and opened 
fire on the doctor in German, before he had time to 
mention ZuckmanteL 

" Now, look here, you doctor. I wish you to un- 
derstand my case at once. I am woimded slightly, 
and want to be set right instantly. I want to be 
fighting again in two days from this time." 

" The great Frederick, passing through Zuck- 
m.antel," began the doctor. 

" — tlie great Frederick, and Zuckmantel, and 
you," said Tom Silcote. " I tell you that I want to 
fight again in two days. Will you come and look 
at me, or will you not ? You and your Zuckman- 
teb and Fredericks. If you can do anything for me, 
say so. If you can't, go. This b the most miser- 
able little humbug in Europe," he added to James 
in English. 

The little doctor looked at him on the head and 
in the arm, and said that he must be invalided. 

** Look here," said Tom Silcote. " If you declare 
me invalided, I will denounce you to-morrow. You 
are taking pay from a government which you are 
trying to overturn. You are a leading member of 
the Democratic Committee of Breslau, if you are not 
president. I have letters of yours which would con- 
demn you ten times over. How did I get them ? 
Why, your friend Kriegsthurm gave them to me as 
a safeguard when I came on this campaign, so that 
I might hold them in terror over you. He was 
afraid that you would poison me, — a fate which I 
have avoided by taking internally none of your 
filthy drugs. If you invalid me to Vienna, you go 
to Spandau the next day." 

The doctor examined him again, while James, 
sitting behind his father, partt d his hair for the doc- 
tor's examinatioi^. 

The doctor took a different view of the matter 
this time. The cut on the head was a slight scalp 
wound now, of no consequence. The wound on the 
arm was merely a akin graze, with a great deal of 



ecchynrtwis, undoubtedly. There was no reason 
why the Colonel should be invalided. He applied 
his remedies. 

" You are helping to ruin your cause, jrou doc- 
tor," said Tom Silcote, when he had finished his 
work. " I am better already. In two days, thanks 
to you, I shall be fit for my work again. At the 
throat of you scoundrelly, half-concealed democrats, 
sword in hand." 

** You should not have said that," said James, 
when the doctor was gone. 

" Why not ? " asked Tom Silcote. 

" Well, it was not gentlemanly, and their cause is 
the best, you know." 

'* Not the cause of a creeping little toad like .liat« 
He takes Austrian money.' 

" I do not speak of him. I speak of the Sardin- 
ian cause against the Austrian. I am an Italian at 
heart." 

" I doubt that I am also," said Tom Silcote ; " but 
you cannot sympathize with the miserable spawn 
which both sides use, and which both sides despise. 
Now let me sleep ; I am very tired with marching 
and fighting, and I want rest." 

The little Zuckmantel doctor, who makes his first 
and last appearance here, had given James orders 
that the Colonel's arm must be dressed again in the 
middle of the night He added, also, that he en- 
tirely forgave the Colonel for swearing at and de- 
nouncing him. He was an Englishman, as was also ' 
Monsieur, and the English always d---d and de- 
nounced when poorly. 

James lay beside his father on the floor, and not 
having slept, arose between twelve and one, and 
prepared to awaken him. He looked at him for 
some time before he woke him, and thought, as an 
artist, what a wonderfully handsome man he was. 
The curls which he remembered on the night when « 
he had crept from his bed to follow the poachers 
were but slightly grizzled as yet; many younger 
men might have exchanged locks with Tom Silcote 
without disadvantage. And in sleep, in quiescence, 
while passion was dead, the face was extremely 
beautiful. 

Strange and odd families, like the Silcotes, have 
a curious habit of throwing off a specimen or ex- 
ample of the family virtues or failings. Tfce B -s 

did this, and one might say the same of other fam- 
ilies ; with none of which have we anything at all to 
do. The Silcotes did the same thing. I have only 
to say that the Dark Squire himself, who might have 
been anything, but who ende'd by being nothing, 
had three sons : Algernon, who represented his geni- 
ality ; Arthur, who represented, through the medium 
of an Oxford eduoation, his priggish attomeyism ; 
and Thomas, who represented his recklessness and 
ferocity, hot to mention the personal beauty of the 
whole family put together. Miss Raylock says that 
the whole of the three, put togetherj would never 
have made up their father. " They wanted his go^ 
individually and collectively." 

The one of them, however, who certainly repre- 
sented the physical beauty, not to mention the reck- 
lessness and ferocity of this singular old man, was 
now lying asleep ; watched by his own son ; father 
and son alike being utterly unconscious of their re- 
lationship. Around the house, where he lay, artil- 
lery rumoled, shaking the house, and muttered away 
into silence eastward ; squadrons of cavalry passed 
trampling ; battailous o^ Yofe.Tv\x^ ^"aaafc^ ^>fia. -^ 
steady, me^asvxT^^ T\>a'QlYtts,^^s^^«^ ^^"^"^^^"^^^^ 
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anny, already beaten, was morinflr eastwaid, 200,- 
000 strong; and there was scarcely a man among 
them all who had so little business there as had he. 

Of all the Silcotes he had wasted his life the most 
perversely, the most persistently. ELis fate should 
have been, by the ordmary laws of poetical justice, 
to die alone, unaided, uncared for, unwept, x et his 
son was watching him with tenderness, and only 
disputing for his right to do so with the poor Prin- 
cess, whom he had ruined. Is he the first instance 
of by far the least meritorious member of a family 
being the best beloved after all his misdoings ? 

The night was hot, and he lay with his great chest 
bare, heaving up and down with the regular breath- 
ing of sleep. His face was very calm, and James 
doubted very much if he did wisely in awakeninr 
him ; but, after a time, looking at his face, he took 
his right arm, the unwounded one, and felt his 



Colonel Silcote, withckit moving, quietly opened 
his eyes, and spoke. 

" None of the whole of them left but you I They 
were all here just now. I was marching into Exe- 
ter, and overtook a weary girl under the hedge- 
rows; and then I was at Bunstegan, and cut in 
before Tullygoram, and danced with a beautiful 
girl in spite of him. And the Devonshire girl and 
the girl of Dunstegan were one and the same, and 
had the same eyes. And I awoke, and found them 
looking at me out of your head. Boy, I am going 
to die.^ 

" Nonsense, Colonel,** said James ; " your pulse is 
quiet : you will be quite well to-morrow. You are 
not going to die.** 

"Not here. Not in this bed. No ! By heavens, 
you are right there, old boy ! But the end of it all 
IS very near ; and, upon my word and honor, I can- 
not see very particularly why it should not be.** 

" You have many years of useful and honorable 
life before you, sir, 1 hope," said James. 

"I don*t hope anything of the kind,** said Tom 
Silcote. " I have so many years of useless and dis- 
honorable life behind me, that I begin to think that 
it will be better to close my account against the 
higher powers as soon aa possible. If I were to 
mortgage my future career, with good behavior as 
interest, I never could pay it. The accumulation 
of interest would destroy the capital in a verv short 
time. I tell you I can't behave well If I lived, 
which I am not going to do, I might gain in time 
the respectable vices of old age. But it would take 
60 long ; I am so dreadfully young. You may 
depend that a fellow like me is much better out of 
this w^rld than in it." 

*^ I cannot see that, sir," said James. 

" God forbid that you should. You are going to 
dress my arm ; do so, and listen to what I say. You 
have a clear head and a good memory. After I am 
dead, I wish you to tell my father these things. I 
shall march to-morrow." 

James promised to remember them. 

" Nineteen years ago I was honorably married to 
a girl I met in Devonshire. The particulars of that 
marriage, my aunt, the Princess, has in a despatch- 
box, which I have given into her possession. 

" I have great reason to fear that my father has 
been sadly abused about the conduct of his late wife, 
poor Algy's mother. If be can get hold of the 
Princess 1 believe that she is quite prepared to tell 
him everything. I fear that she and a man called 
Kriegstburm have used him very sadly; but he 
laiistbe tender with her. He was fond of me once ; 



and you must teU him, now that I am dead and 
gone, and will trouble him no more, that he most be 
tender with her. Out of my grave I shall insist on 
that My aunt b in many respects the best of us 
all. I insist that my aunt must be kindly used. 
Again I am sure that Miss Ea^lock knows now the 
whole of this miserable compLcation from one end 
to the other. If she does not, Kriegsthurm does. 
Give me my haversack : it is hanging on the foot of 
the bed." 

James did to. 

^ This Kriegsthurm is a very good fefiow, but a 
most consumed rascaL Here are papers which com- 
mit him to the Austrian Grovernment, for he has 
been Italianizing, the scoundrel, the moment he saw 
^ere was a chance of our being beaten. Put these 
papers in the hands of my father, and he will bring 
him to book with them. My father was at one time 
one of the first and shrewdest lawyers in England. 
He is a perfect match for Euriegsthurm. 

" You must also give my love to my father, and 
tell him that I am sorry to have been so bad a son to 
him. I would not add that I could not help it, or 
that he might have been a better father to me. I 
wish him to discover whether my wife is alive or 
not, — his sister has the particulars of the marriage, 
— and to pension her. I had no fiunily by her. 
You are hurting me.** 

" I am very sorry sir,** said James ; " I am but a 
clumsy nurse." 

** I had no family by her, at least as far as I know. 
I should wish him to find her out and pension her, 
if she is alive. I behaved very ill to her, I fear. 
Have you done ? ** 

" I have done now, sir," replied James. " You 
had better sleep." 

*■'' I have been sleeping ; I cannot sleep again. I 
shall sleep long and soundly in a few days. Sit 
beside me, and talk to me." 



CHAPTER LIII. 

THE ENEMT ADVA»CE8. 

A French officer, riding up to the first of the 
Silcote carriages, took off his hat and bowed low. 

" I really doubt if it is safe for Monsieur to ad- 
vance farther,*' he said. " Monsieur can of course 
please himself, but, until we have gained another 
victory, I would wish to point out to Monsieur that 
advance is, to say the least, dangerous. The enemy 
were here the day before yesterday. Some of them 
are here still." 

He pointed to a few stark heaps which were lying 
in the summer grass, in the field to the left of the 
ros^d. Silcote understood him at once. 

*'I thank you for your politeness, sir: we will go 
no farther. My dears," he continued, " dismount, 
and go into that house opposite : I will be with yott 
directly.*' 

Miss Lee and Mrs. Thomas Silcote did so at once. 
Mrs. Thomas knew from old experience that she was 
in the presence of death, altnough she had not 
actually made out the Austrian corpses. Miss Lee 
saw a look in her face which made her silent, and 
which caused her to follow. The two women silent^ 
ly left the carriage, politely handed out. by the 
French officer, and went towards the house. The 
French ofiicer remained. Silcote and Arthur 
leaned over the side of their carriage talking to him, 
while Boginsky came up from the second carriage, 
and stood bedd^ l\ivi ET^T^cib. officer's horse. 
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**Arthi!r/' said Silcote, "there is some Moselle 
somewhere^ and. I am thinty ; get some. Monsieur, 
we are much indebted to you. I perceive that we 
are passing into the real regions of war. Has there 
been, then,«n actual cataclysm ? ** 

Boginsky and Arthur laughed at his pedantry. 
Seeing that Silcote laughed himself,' the French 
officer, drinking his glass of Moselle, laughed 
also. 

" AVe heard that there had been an engagement," 
said Silcote, " but we were not aware how near our 
British audacity had brou^ut us to it. Are those 
blue and white heaps, Ivmg there on the grass, 
actually Austrian corpses ? ** 

" They are such, Monsieur, a small instalment," 

" What is the name of this place ? " asked Sil- 
cote ; *•'' and what are the details of the engage- 
ment ? '* . 

" This place b Genestrello. Beyond you see the 
heights and the village of Montebello. You have 
never heard of Montebello. No ; nor did any one 
until yesterday. Yet Montebello will live in history 
beside Lodi and Areola. We carried the heights 
of Montebello yiesterday. It was only the first of a 
great series of victories. We have already demor- 
alized the Austrians. The rest is quite easy.'' 

" Ho ! " said Silcote ; " then it is all over. Arthur, 
give this gentleman another glass of Moselle. Can 
you give me any details of tms action of yesterday, 
my dear sir ? *' 

" With the greatest pleasure," replied the French 
officer. "' Here at Grenestrello the Sardinian light- 
horse, in command of Colonel Count Frangipanni, 
met the Austrian cavali^yi under command of Col- 
onel Silcote, — a compatriot of yours, by the way. 
Each regiment was beaten in turn, and the Austrian 
Colonel Silcote was desperately wounded by the 
Sardinian Colonel Frangipanni; after which the 
Austrians retreated." 

" You hear all this, Arthur," said Silcote. " Can 
you tell me, sir, what became of Colonel Sil- 
cote ? " 

"He rode away after his regiment," said the 
French officer. " I know no more." 

** Have you any other details of the engagement 
which you can tell me, sir ? " asked Silcote. 

" Well, I doubt it," said the Frenchman. " There 
was the Princess Castelnuovo, who charged with the 
regiment ; and there were two young English artists, 
whom she took prisoners by threatening them with 
her revolver, beyond that I know nothing." 

"Altogether this looks pleasant, Arthur," said 
Silcote. " But we will go on, and see the end of it." 



CHAPTER LIV. 

THB PBIHCBSS'S TALISMAN. 

"Is he dead?" said the Princess scornfully to 
James, coming up to him while he was quietly smok- 
ing in the sun in front of the Colonel's quarters at 
Pozzo d'Orno. 

" Is who dead ? " asked James, in surprise. 

" Your new friend, Colonel Silcote ; the man for 
wkom I have sacrificed everything, and who has 
taken up with a boy like you ; excluding me, and 
refusing to see me. Is he dead? " 

" No, my lady. He is going on very well." 

" He and I were both better dead. Will he see 
jne?" 

" My lady, ke gaj^'he will see no one whatever .** 



"Except yott?" 

" Except me, my lady. He is a little off his head. 
He wants to fight again. I have told him that he 
is not fit for it ; but he insists." 

" And swears at you ? Good I " 

" He swears, certainly, but not at me." 

" Would he swear at me, do you think, if I saw 
him ? " said the Princess. 

" I doubt he would, my lady." 

" He has been doing it already, I suppose ? ** 

" No," said James, suddenly and promptly. " If 
he had done it once, I should not have allowed him 
to do it twice. But he has not done it once. My 
dear lady, he loves you as well as ever, but wants to 
fight again, and thinks that you would dissuade him 
from it. If you saw him, and did so, he would 
swear at you certainly. I will tell you the simple 
truth. He has forbidden me to let you see 
him." 

" This is the very basest ingratitude," said the 
Princess. 

" On the contrary," said James, " he merely fears 
that you will persuade him to fisht no more ; and 
that he will not have strength of purpose to resist 
you." 

" Have you been persuading him to %ht ? " asked 
the Princess. " No. I am a credulous and foolish 
woman ; but I cannot believe that you, with your 
gentle young face, could be such a wretch, such a 
villain, as that. Any money which vou may ^t by 
the murder of Colonel Silcote will be a lifelong 
misery to you." 

James thought she was mad. " You have puzzled 
me two or three times lately, my lady, and you are 
puzzling me more than ever now. I have tried to 
dissuade the Colonel &om %hting any more, and 
indeed have pointed out that he, as an Englishman, 
has no business to be fighting at all. But he is 
resolute. God knows I would stop him if I 
could." 

The Princess seemed satisfied. She eame and 
sat beside James on the bench. James put down 
his cigar. 

" You are a young smoker," she said, " and are 
extravagant. That cigar is one of Tom's own 
regalias, and cost sixpence. I paid for that cigar, 
and consequently I know its price." 

" I thought that the smoke would annoy your lady- 
ship ; that IS all," said James. 

" I see," said the Princess. " Your manners are 
very good. You are not one of those wretched 
young prigs of the present day who puff their 
tobacco-smoke into every lady's faee as a matter of 
course, without any apology. But I regret to say 
that Tom has spoilt me in this matter. I like the 
smell of tobacco." 

James of course took up his cigar. 

" Now we shaU be comfortable together," said the 
Princess. " You like cigars ? " 

" I like them very mucL" 

" What else do you like ? " 

Arthur had put this question to him before ; and 
he had answered " Several things " ; but it was a 
very difficult question. He gave a general an- 
swer. 

" I think that I liker most things, my lady." 

" Do you like jewels ? " 

" I dare say I should if I had ever seen any," said 
James. " But then you know I have not." 

" They are very nice, these ^e^^V^" ^aa^Sk. *^^ 
Princess. ^'' 'B^Yven^ «jsv ^JA ^ws^axv n^V^x^. ^Sor. ,^'^ 
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tiful yoang man is a glorious tkin^ a beautiful 
young woman is still more glorious. But the^r don't 
last. Your beautiful young man comes in time to 
look out of a bow-window in St. James's Street; 
and your beautiful young woman, — why as for her, 
she may become in personal appearance anything 
which yon like to put a name to. Do you under- 
stand me ? " 

^" I thank Grod I don't,** replied James. 

" But with regard to jewels. They never change. 
Ivook at this sapphire. This is one of the finest sap- 
phires in Europe. None but a Silcote would wear 
it on a battle-field. It is a frosted sapphire, the 
very rarest of jewels, scarcely ever seen. Ten 
thousand years ago the stone was exactly the same. 
Seven hundred years ago a magician in Thibet 
engraved these letters on it, which, as you see, let 
the eye through the frosted surface into the wine- 
dark depth of the jewel. Do you see V" 

" It is wonderfully beautiful, even to my eyes, 
madam." 

'* It is a talisman in fact. The magician sold it to 
Ghengis Khan ; it descended to Kublai Khan ; Ku- 
blai Khan gave it Maffeo Polo, who gave it to his 
nephew Marco; Marco, on his return to Venice 
from Genoa, gave it to the then Dandolo, from 
whom it descended to the Castelnuovos. The last 
Castelnuovo gave it to me, and I will give it to you 
— if you will let me see him.** 

" I doubt I should not know what to do with it, 
madam," replied James, extremely amused at finding 
himself named as last successor of a line which begun 
by an Asian magician, went through Grenghis Khan, 
Polo, Dandolo, and ended in himself. She had used 
the exact kind of humbug which a London-bred 
boy, like him, would be the first to detect and laugh 
at, and he did not care a bit for the jewel, though 
indeed it was perfectly unique. 

«* Will you take it ? ** said the Princess. 

" I think not, my lady." 

" I wUl see him " said the Princess. 

" Then why did you not go in at once, half an 
hour ago, before you tried to bribe me ? / have no 
authority to stop you ; ^ in now. I think that you 
ought to do so. I certainly cannot stop you." 

" I never thought of that," said the Princess. 
** How very curious. Well, here is the bracelet for 
you at all events. Tlie setting is common, but it is 
a valuable jewel." 

" I must decline it, my lady." 

" I am glad of that," said she. " I will give you 
something else. Do you like rabbits ? " 

"Why, my lady V" 

** Boys generally do, and I would have given you 
some. Or a toy terrier, or a set of cricketing 
things ; or a boat ; or a paur of carrier pigeons ; or 
a set of Waverley novels ; or anything wnich you 
boys like. But I am glad you did not take my 

i'ewel. I should have hated you if you had, I know. 
'. would sooner bind myself to pay your expenses at 
Cambridge than part with one of my jewels. Well, 
then, I will go in and see him, and get sworn at. Is 
he alone ? " 

** He is quite alone. I must warn you, my lady, 
that his temper is very awkward. But it is right 
that you should see him. He will be furious with 
me, but it is right that you should see him. Be 
gentle with him." 

" Gentle with him, boy V That / should be told 
to be gentle with him I Will he be gentle with me ; 
wrtA the woman he has ruined ? ** 
^ I fear not, my ladjr, " 



CHAPTER LV. 

THE COLONEL BCDBS AWAT. UITO THE DASKNESS. 

The room was darkened from the bl&zing Italian 
sun, and she could scarcely see him. He was stand- 
ing beside a window, the blinds of which were down, 
in fhll uniform, ready for the route, tightening some 
buckles of his swordbelt." 

" Is that you, Sugden ? " he said. 

" No, love, it is I." 

" Aunt ? Why, I forbade him to let you in.'* 

" But I came, nevertheless. Don*t sWear at me, 
Tom. I only wanted one little kiss before the next 
battle. It was not so much to ask. Don't swear at 
me." 

" Swear at you, Aunty ? " said Colonel Silcote. 
"Am I a dog?" 

" You do swear at me sometimes, now, you know. 
Let me have one more ten minutes of you. Let me 
love. you, and kiss your dear curls once more. I 
swear that I will urge nothing. I swear that I will 
not urge you not to fight. Go ; fight, my darling, 
if you will ; and, if you are killed, I will abide the 
bitter end. Remember, Tom,' that I am but a poor 
ruined old woman. They have all lefl me but you. 
Be kind to me for ten minutes. It is not much to 
ask. Only ten minutes." 

She took out her little heavily jewelled watch 
and laid it on the table. " Only ten minutes of 
you," she said. 

Colonel Silcote, with his sword clanking by his 
side, came to her and embraced her. " Aunty," he 
said, " I believe that you are the best woman m the 
whole world." 

" I am only the most foolish,'* she said. 

" I fear so also. Why could you not have given 
your money and your love to some one more wor- 
thy of them, instead of to such a worthless "dog as 
your nephew Tom ? ** 

" I don't know, I am sure. I suppose it was that 
I was fond of you." 

She sat down, and he, taking a footstool, sat at 
her knees, as he had been used to do in times gone 
by, long ago, when his curls were purple-black, and 
not grizzled as now. Then his head rested itself in 
its old place upon her knee, and her hand found its 
old accustomed place among his hair. 

" Like old times. Aunty," he said. 

"Like the very old times," she answered. "I 
was thinking, just at that moment, whether, if my 
brother could see us two, the foolish outcasts t>f the 
family, he would forgive us ? " 

Colonel Silcote was not sentimental, at least in 
words, unless in the fiurry and confusion succeeding 
a battle. He had been sentimental with James, 
certainly; but then James's wonderful likeness to 
his mother had something to do with that. Besides, 
he was suffering from the effects of a broken head. 

" Do you know. Aunty, that the governor is on 
the whole a great trump ? You may say what you 
like. I know how vou have always backed me up ; 
but, on the whole, it must be allowed that he has 
behaved much better to me than 1 have to him. I 
have done very badly. I don't t|hink anv one ever 
did much worse. I have done/everything that a 
fellow could probably do, I thuftk." 

" You never drank, my d&rling," said the Prin- 
cess, weeping. f^ 

" Bless me, no more I didr» said the Colonel. " I 
doubt there will hardly be tiu^e to develop my char- 
acter in t\iat ^vt^^\AoxL. 1 xi^P^ot ^ou^ht of that 
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before. I quite forgot that I have one virtue left, 
until you reminded me of it." 

*^ lou were always a faithful and dutiful nephew 
to me/* said the poor old woman. 

" And showed it by ruining you, and, by your 
own confession, bullying you and swearing at you. 
Aunty, my dear old Aunty, for your own sake do 
face facts." 

** I am always facing the most disagreeable facts," 
she replied. ** If Kriegsthurm is not a fact, I don't 
know what is." 

" Aunt," said Colonel Silcote, " do you want to 
get rid of that man ? " 

^^ No. I rather like him, to tell you the truth. 
But he is very expensive." 

" I cannot make anything of you," he said, 
testily. 

" No one ever could," she replied. 

He muttered to himself, " I won't swear the very 
last night, poor old girl," and then tried her on a 
new tack. 

'* Aunty, dear, don't you think there has been 
a deal of confusion, botheration, plotting, and hum- 
bug in our family for a whole generation ? " 

" A great deal too much. But it is I who have 
done it all.'* 

" With my assistance. But don't you think that 
it is time for all this to end ? " 

" Most certainly," said the Princess ; " but whQ is 
to unravel this fearful story ? " 

"I should say, No one. What the dickens do 
you want to unravel it for ? " 

" Will you, dear Tom, allow me to explain it to 
you in a few words ? " 

^' If you attempt to do anything of the kind I 
shall leave the room at once." 

'* But you believe that I am innocent as a babe 
unborn ? " 

^^ Certainly ; but then this is more to the purpose. 
If any wrong has been done at your hands to my 
father, you ought frankly to explain it You ought 
to clear up everything : never mind the conse- 
quences, Aunty. It is right and not wrong. My 
father has been abused among you. Is it not so ? 
Come ? " 

" It is true." 

" Throw yourself on his generosity. You told 
me just now you were innocent. I believe you, 
although I do not understand the business. Prove 
that innocence to him, and I will go bail he will 
forgive you everything. He forgave me often 
enough. Now do, like a dear old soul, throw your- 
self on your brother's generosity ; and let there be 
an end and finish of all these wreu^hed complica- 
tions, — complications so interwoven that I don't 
believe that any one but old Raylock thoroughly 
knows them from beginning to end. She does. 
Heaven save any friend of mine from hearing her 
tell them ! " 

" But your prospects, my darling ? " said the 
Princess. " I have loved you, and striven for you 
through it all. I would rather have kept my jewels, 
dear, if it were possible ; but I want my brother's 
forgiveness for you, dear, not for myself. And if 
^ we don't get his forgiveness for you, where are we ? 
* Never mmd ; it does not matter now that I have 
my fingers in your curls, and you are your old self 
towards me once more: what are a few bright 
stones ? They are all yours. I only thought of 
your prospects." 

" Bend down and kiss me," said Colonel Silcote, 
quietly. "Aunty, dear, expect the route every 



minute. One complication will soon be removed 
from among the Silcotes. My prospects lie in thd 
rice-fields towards Palestro." 

Suddenly she rose up, and he rose also. And 
he, in a solemn humor before, got more solemn 
as he watohed her. She began walking swiftly, 
up and down the room, with her arms neld up, 
clasping and unclasping her jewelled hands rap- 
idly, the dim rays of the sinking sun reflecting 
themselves on the agitated crystals, so precious, 
and yet so worthless, as though there were light- 
ning in the room. She made three turns, and tnen 
she spoke. 

" I loved them, but I love you better. You are 
the last left to me after a miserable, worthless life. 
There are sixty thousand pounds' worth of them, and 
I will give them all to you, here on the spot, if yon 
will let me have that little Czech doctor back, and 
let him invalid you." 

" Aunt, you must be quiet ; death comes to all men. 
Do you think that I could live in such miserable dis- 
honor as that ? Aunt, you must be quiet Time is 
very short, and I expect my route every minute. 
Sit down." 

She sat down, and b^an pulling off her lings. 
" The most of them are at Vienna," she said, " but 
they are all yours if you will be invalided. See 
here,'* she added, " here is the great Polo sapphire, 
with which I tried to bribe that boy to let me see 
you. It is in reality worth four thousand pounds. 
Take it, but be invalided," 

" Aunt, dear," said Colonel Silcote, with irrita- 
tion, " if you could contrive to leave off making 
yourself foolish, it would be so much better. Don't 
you see that, if I am killed, your jewels are no use 
to me ; and, if I am not, they are of great use to 
you. Besides, I have to say some important things. 
I must go ; my character would not be worth a 
rush, and you would alter your mind. The time is 
very short" 

** Take this one jewel, dear, at all events." 

" What, your sapphire ! Well, I will. I may be 
taken prisoner ; who knows," he said, more cheer- 
fiilly, " and then it would come in useful. So I 
will take it It is an absolute gift, then, Aunty ? " 

" It is." 

" Well, now, I have something more to say. 
Stay by me while I do a little job, and talk the 
while. There are scissors in my travelling-bag ; 
cut off a large lock of your hair : we will wrap this 
in it, and I will hang it round my neck, and will di- 
rect it to be taken to you. A Frenchman will most 
likely do it, either on sentimental grounds, or in the 
hope of a very large reward from a real princess, 
not knowing that the value of the jewel, even if he 
undoes the little parcel, exceeds any reward you 
can give him fifty-fold. You will see your jewel 
again, but it will not be yours. I destine it for 
some one else." 

" You will come back again, and we will give a 
ball with the money, my dear. But if the jewel 
comes back alone, it shsdl be done with as you de- 
sire." 

" Did you know that I was married ? " 

" Kriegsthurm told me you were ; bu^ I did tot 
care to ask too many questions." 

" I was ; and it was the worst thing I sver did. 
You do not seem surprised." 

She was not She would not have been surprised 
to hear that he had been married &?!«. ok -sk*. •4csas». 
over, aiiOL ^^a ^vc>j xi'fc^A'^ ^'a.^vB%^» xss^ ^so^.^^ 
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*^ I dnnk aasTiage is a good tiling in the main. 
I am not Burpriied st jour bmg narried." 

** I was married once, and onlj once ; to a wo- 
man I would mak« mj duckeas to^motrow, were I 
but a duke. I left her in porerty and in obscurity. 
6be may be dead. I have carefully banished her 
irom my thoughts for mvjijr yean, and she has as 
carefully refund to be banished ; and the eyes of 
this young artist who has been nursing me have, 
strangely enough, brought her before me again 
more prominently than ^ever. I have done many 
evil things, but what I did to her was the worst of 
them all. Now to business. If the jewel comes 
back without me, sell that jewel, find that woman, 
and provide for her with the money. Will you do 
this ? You will find the necessary papers in the de- 
spatch-box.*' 

" I will do it, dear, certainly. But supposing all 
this misery happens, and I cannot find her, what 
then?" 

" Give the money to this young artist I love 
that fellow who has nursed me. She was the only 
woman who ever had the least influence over me 
for good. I treated her worse than any woman 
ever was treated ; and yet, in gaming-hells and 
other places, that woman has often risen before me, 
and tried to scare me from evil." 

** Have I had no good influence ? " said the 
Princess. 

" Scarcely, Aunty, scarcely. And yet, — yes. 
At a time like this I will say yes. Come, decidedly, 
yes. You have loved me so truly, so persistently, 
so uninterestedly, that you have had a good influ- 
ence over me. Why you have loved me so foolishly 
and so well, I cannot dream. Yet now I, to whom 
the morrow is death, can see that your persistent 
and disinterested love for me has done much for me. 
It has shown me — at least now, when it is too late 
— that there is a life higher than my own miser- 
able, selfish form of life. Your standard, dear 
Aunty, has been a low and foolish one, I doubt ; 
but how immeasurably higher it has been than 
mine ! But men in their pleasures are so selfish ; 
women must share their pleasure, or they have none. 
See about this poor wife of mine, and tell her that 
I tried to forget her, but never could succeed ; and, 
above all things, attend to this artist lad, James 
Sugden. Idiot Kriegsthurm is of opinion that my 
father will leave him the Silcote property, but that 
is bosh. Make friends with my father, and tell him 
it is the best thing he could possibly do. I hear a 
sound at the door, which you do not. Old Algy is 
dead, and so I shall see him befbre you. T^U Ar- 
thur to cure his priggishness ; he did me no good 
by it. Marry Reginald and Anne on the first of 
April, — for where should we all be if the propaga- 
tion of fools had been stopped ? There is nearly a 
twelvemonth before them ; let them spend it in 
courting, and develop their folly." 

^^ She don't like him," said the Princess. 

" She has not seen his idiocy near enough, that is 
all. She thinks she can find a greater fool than 
herself. Put her fairly en visage with him, and she 
will give up the business as a bad job ; she is quite 
clever fool enough to see that she will never suit 
herself with so great an ass again. Time is short ; 
kiss me. mYovL are still too young and handsome to 
kiss me before strangers. Let us part without 
scandal." 

She kissed him, and said, ** I heard nothing. Do 
not Jet u8 part while you are in this wild sarcastic 



''It has come," he said, and kissed her again. 

" Now attention. Aunty ; you can hear^ow," 

The door was thrown open by James, wiio said, 
looking curiously at his father, — 

•* The adjutant, sir." 

The adjutant stalked in, in a long white cloak, 
like a ghost, clinking his spurs on the stones. '* We 
have got the route, my Colonel; towards Mizaglio. 
Are you reaiH to march ? " 

♦* I am ready. Von Gerolstein. Was I not alway* 
ready?" 

" Too ready, my Colonel. But jrou are wounded, 
and we had hoped that you were mvalided." 

" Do the men want another to take them into 
action, then ? " 

" (xod forbid. Colonel. They only hoped that, if 
things went wrong, they might creep back again to 
rally round the kindest, best, and gentlest Colonel they 
have ever had. Are you really coming with us ? " 

" I am coming with you," said Tom Silcote. 

" Then God deliver those who fall in our way,* 
said the adjutant *' I will then sound to mount." 

** Sound to mount," said Tom Silcote. " Good 
by. Aunty. James, follow as near us as you can, 
and take care of my aunt. Keep three or four 
trees in an irregular line between you and the ar- 
tillery, always. Keep your horses* heads towards 
the French artillery always, because there may be 
time to avoid a ricochet^ and the trajectory of these 
new cannon of theirs is very lo^ ; and don't ride 
over dead bodies, or apparently dead bodies. Our 
fellows tell me that it is in bad taste, and danger- 
ous. Give my love to my father. Aunty. I won't 
dis^ace the family." 

The night was dark and moonless ; only a few of 
the files nearest the inn, on which the light shone, 
could be seen with any distinctness ; tall, solemn, 
mounted figures, draped in white, getting dimmer 
and more ghostly as they stretched out along the 
road right and left. Kissing the Princess, and 
shaking hands with James, Silcote mounted his 
charger and sent the word of command ringing 
clear through the night. The whole regiment be* 
gan to wheel, to clash, and to swing into order ; 
then, at another word, he rode away with his escort 
of sheeted ghosts, and the darkness swallowed him. 



CHAPTER LVI. 

TH£ BATTLE OF FALESTBO. 

" My dearest Archy," said Miss Lee to Arthur, 
"how much farther are we to be dragged in the 
rear of the conquering army ? " 

"Farther than we want, I fear, my love. But 
don't object. Both the governor and my sister-in- 
law are bent on going on. Are you frightened V " 

"No. I am not frightened with you. Still, I 
did not expect to be brought into the presence of 
death when I came, as I have been the last two 
days." 

" I dare say not. Neither did I. It will do both 
of us good. We have looked on death too seldom. 
Mrs. Silcote does not mind it much." 

" How she goes up and down among the dying ! " 

"And among the dead. I dread that she will 
find something, — some day." 

" What do you mean ? " 

" Merely that those white and blue heaps which 
we saw at Genestrello were men of Tom's regi- 
ment." 
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** Arthnr, how horrible ! " 

^ It 18 their discovery of this fact which makes 
them push on so fast." 

** Good heavens I do they wish him dead ?" 

^ I think not I think they have some idea that 
they will find him wounded. I cannot say what 
they have in their heads. They are wonderfully 
subdued and quiet, and in continual confabulation 
with Boginsky. We had better walk faster, my 
own, and regain the carriages.** 

" Let us stand aside, and see this battery pass,** 
said Miss Lee to her lover. " How beautiful it is ! '* 

" You admire it more than anything in all this 
brilliant hurly-burly," remarked Arthur- 

"I do. There is something in the rattle and 
rumble of artillery which attracts me more than 
anything. Yet how beautiful these French have 
made their destructive apparatus.*' 

" Yet military beauty is but a barbarous and un- 
artistic style of beauty. No painter has ever suc- 
ceeded in making anything of it when close to the 
eye. The Chinese make their apparatus of war 
purposely hideous. I am not sure that their civili- 
zation is not in that respect higher than our own.** 
And he walked dogmatizing in the old style under 
the mulberry-trees, with the French artillery pass- 
ing them ; and she hung on the wonderful words of 
wisdom which fell from his mouth, and treasured 
them up. 

" Hark ! ** she cried, suddenly, burying her head 
in his bosom ; " there it is again ! That fearful 
shattering rattle of French musketry; and some 
beautiful human form ruined, maimed, or dead 
every three seconds. There is the artillery begin- 
ning. Arthur, take me away from all this. I can- 
not bear it.** 

** Other women do, and you must,** said Arthur, 
quietly. " It will do you good. It will make you 
see what life is made of. Come, my love, the car- 
riages are waiting for us.** 

" Mrs. Silcote, the Squire himself, and Boginsky 
were a mile ahead. Ihey had got the carriages 
drawn up on the side of the road, and were having 
breakfast in the first of them.** 

" Where are those two fools J ** said Silcote, while 
drinking his coffee. " Their coffee will be cold be- 
fore tiiey come.*' 

" They dropped behind for a lovers' walk,** said 
Mrs. Thomas. " They will be here directly.*' 

" That too — that cousin of yours. Miss Lee, 
will spoil Arthur again. She will make him as 
great a prig as ever.'* 

** I don't see that,*' said Mrs. Thomas. 

" / do," said the Squire. " There is not a word 
he says but what she believes in. And at times he 
talks outrageous rubbish." 

** For example — " said Mrs. Thomas. 

" Not for example at all,** said Silcote. " I am 
not going to give a specimen of my own son's im- 
becility to please you or any one. I only say that 
she believes in every word he says." 

** But sure it is right for a wife to believe in her 
husband's opinion to a great extent," urged Mrs. 
Silcote. 

^*- If he has been among men of mark ; if he has 
been in the world ; 'if he has heard questions ar- 
gued, — she should trust him while discussing with 
him. But Arthur has heard little else in his life 
but crass common-room talk ; and he generalizes on 
all things in heaven and earth on the shortest no- 
tice ; and this woman believes that he is a Solomon. 
He will be a greater prig than ever.*' 



" You used to hxre such a high optnicm ol his 
judgment," said Mrs. Silcote. 

" Argumentum ad hominem," growled the 
Squire; *Hhe real woman*8 ailment. When I 
was fool enough to lock myself up for twenty yean, 
I was also fool enough to believe that his foll;|r was 
somewhat less than my own. What on earth is the 
use of quoting my own folly against myself? The 
general woman*8 argument is this: You said so 
once, and now you say so no longer ; therefore you 
are inconsistent. Therefore it does not matter 
what you say, it is unworthy of attention. Will 
you women ever get it into your heads that what 
you call inconsistency is often the highest wisdom,— 
into your heads, the most inconsistent of created be- 
ings ? I say that this woman will make him, with 
his schoolmaster ideas, a greater prig than ever." 

" Yet a woman should surely believe in her hus- 
band,** said Mrs. Silcote. 

" Yes, if he really knows the world and its ways, 
and its ways of thought. But Archy don*t.'* 

" But they will hit it off." 

" O, they '11 hit it off fast enough. She is fool 
enough for anything. But she will spoil him : and 
he has been spoilt enough already." 

"You are very disagreeable this morning, my 
dear," said Mrs. Silcote. 

"It is quite possible," said Silcote, "because I 
don't altogether approve of this match." 

" She has four thousand a year ; she is beautiful ; 
and you know you love her." 

" That is perfectly true. And this is also true, 
that I am going to make Arthur richer than she is. 
If Arthur had ever done anything in the world, I 
could not so much care about his getting a wife who 
would simply flatter him^ But then Arthur has 
done nothing. No one ever heard of him. And 
this woman is going to flatter him into the belief 
that he is the finest fellow on the face of the globe." 

" What does it matter, so long as they are con^ 
fortable together ? " asked Mrs. Silcote. 

Boginsky the gentle interposed here, seeing that 
the argument was likely to get warm. 

" My grandmother, the old Countess Boginsky, 
sumamed the Terrible, was a very remarkable 
woman, of German extraction, with a great knowl- 
edge of the world, and a wonderfully sharp tongue. 
She shut herself up for very many years in her Castle 
of Rabenstein, in the Teufelswald, and, like Silcote 
here, got herself the name in those parts as be did 
in England for being preternaturally disagreeable 
without cause, and for power of the repartee. My 
English is bad. Do I give offence ? " 

" Not a bit," said the Squire ; who winced, how- 
ever. " Go on." 

" Madame, my grandmother," continued Boginsky 
in perfectly good faith, " was more affreusement dif- 
ficUe^ more transcendently disagreeable, than ever 
was my excellent friend Silcote. Yet she was won- 
derfully clever. My aunt had a difficulty with her 
husband ; indeed left him to go to my grandmother, 
and put her case before her. * My dear,' said my 
grandmother, * you should believe in your husband.' 
*But I cannot,* said my aunt; *he lies so.' *My 
dear,' said my grandmother, ' recast his own lies for 
him, and tell them to him again the next day ; he 
will then believe them to be originated by you, and 
you will get on charmingly.* ' But I cannot believe 
in them,' said my aunt. * Tell them a few times^ 
and you will get over that dv^'cvsSLVj ; 'wsx^^o;?^ s^-ncAs- 
mol\ieT." ,^^ 
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sensible sort of person, M. Bopcinsky/* said Sitote, 
quoting the words of Louis XVI. on a very sad oc- 
casion. 

" This conversation seems to me to be very silly, 
unprofitable, and immoral," said Mrs. Silcote. ** I 
wonder wliere those two geese are ! I would sooner 
listen to the deadly old music in staccato than such 
nonsense. Your grandmother ou^ht to have been 
ashamed of herself^ M. *Boginsky. 

** She was not one of those who fulfilled every en- 
gagement in life, as madame has done," said Bogin- 
sky ; ** and I very much fear that she never fulfilled 
the duty of being ashamed of herself. In fact, I 
know she did not." 

" If we sit here in this burning sun, waiting for 
these two geese, we shall quarrel," said Mrs. Thomas. 
" Hark, they are at it again : the French are en- 
gaged. By heaven, I should know that loose, wild 
rattle by now. Silcote, dear, we cannot get the 
carriages forward farther; come with me on foot. 
You are not angry with me ? " 

Silcote laughed good-humoredly, and they got 
out and started along the road at once. Boginsky 
looked after them tor a moment; looked at the 
square, stalwart figure of the Squire, and at the 
graceful, elastic figure of Mrs. Silcote, as they walked 
rapidly away ; and he remarked, — 

" You belong to a strange nation, and you are the 
strangest pair of that nation I have ever seen. 
What on earth do you propose to yourselves : are 
you mad V " 

He got a little canteen out of the carriage, which 
he slung round him. He told the courier that they 
were going to the extreme front on foot, and that 
he must do the best he could. The courier urged 
that the Austrians were massed on the left, and that 
the upshot of the day was extremely doubtful Could 
not Signor Boginsky persuade monsieur and madame 
to stay by their carnages ? In case of a failure in 
turning the Austrian right, monsieur and madame 
would find themselves in irremediable difficulties. 

Bog^insky perfectly agreed with him. 

*^ We shall make a ^lisco of a retreat if necessary. 
But they are resolute to go, and I must go with 
them. Tell Mr. Arthur Sdcote about our having 
gone forward. Don't move from here until he 
comes up, and take your orders from him." So he 
ran off after the Squire and his daughter-in-law, 
whom he quickly overtook. 

" Ha ! " said the Squire, " are you coming with 
us ? This is kind. We did not think of you." 

" I do not think that you considered anything, sir, 
when you made this determination of going to the 
front alone with madame. It is a very mad resolu- 
tion : cannot I persuade you from it ? " 

" Why is it mad ? We have before us there, the 
one a husband, the other a son. We have talked 
together about him so much, that we have deter- 
mined to find him, for we have both forgiven him. 
Is there anything mad in that ? " 

Boginsky thought it a rather Bedlamite whim; 
but he had long before been told that the Squire 
was mad, and that Mrs. Thomas was odd, and so he 
said nothing, but walked behind them, and found 
that he had to walk fast too. 

The Squire and his daughter-in-law were talking 
eagerly as they walked. There came a heavy 
shower, without thunder, which wetted them all, 
and yet they walked on still, talking eagerly. Mrs. 
Silcote walked on the path to the right of the road, 
and Silcote walked on her left in the road. There 
came some artillery passing them at a trot, taking 



the right side, as they do on the Continent. The 
trooper on the right of the gun nearly rode over 
Silcote ; Silcote merely put up his lefl shoulder and 
got out of the way, joining Mrs. Silcote again at 
once, and beginning the conversation as eagerly as 
ever. 

Boginsky wondeVed what they could be talking 
about. lie went up to caution the Squire, and 
overheard them. 

" I am <|uite prepared for what you propose, my 
dear," said the Squire, *^ as I have said a dozen times 
before this week. If he chooses to acknowledge you, 
without knowing of your great inheritance, let us 
give him another chance. If he is not man enough 
for that, you are a fool if you allow him to recognize 
you." 

" Might I ask, sir, once more," demanded Bogin- 
sky, " what is your particular object in this very in- 
sane expedition ? " 

" We are going after Colonel Silcote," replied the 
Squire. ** We have information that his regiment 
is in the extreme Austrian right We wish to go 
towards the Austrian right," 

It caused no particular astonishment to the Squire 
to see that Reginald was standing beside Boginsky ; 
there was too much noise to be surprised. He how* 
ever thought it worth while to ask Beginald whence 
he had come, and where was James ? 

" He is in the Austrian lines, with Uncle Tom 
and Aunt Mary. But I came away, and got here 
through the rice-fields. I did not care to stay with 
them, for they are sure to be beaten. Uncle Tom 
calls me a fool, and Aunt is mad." 

"Monsieur also is very mad," said Boginsky. 
" Will monsieur be so good as to cease talking in an 
excited way to madame on family matters, which 
surely may keep until this hell has burnt itself to 
cinders, to listen and to look ? That is the Austrian 
right : will you go there after him ? " 

To their left was a field of blossoming maize, more 
than breast high, in which grew poplars, planes, 
mulberries, all now in full leaf, — a very little field, 
which dipped, not a hundred yards away, into 
squashy, green rice-grounds, intersected by runnels 
of water, through which blue-coated soldiers were 
trotting and splashing. Behind, a hillock and a red- 
roofed building. Beyond, a vast cumulus of artil- 
lery smoke, driven away from them by the wind ; 
so great and so vast, that it competed with the real 
cumulus of the thunderstorm which was rapidly ap- 
proaching from the southeast. Beyond this ficti- 
tious gunpowder cumulus rose a distant squarely- 
shaped Alp. 

So much for what they saw^ what they heard 
was still more terrible. A chattering rattle of 
musketry close to them, getting more furious and 
more prolonged as it grew more distant ; beyond, 
the staccato of rapidly-worked artillery, striking the 
ear. Boginsky was alongside of them now, and said, 
*' That is the Austrian left : you will surely turn 
back." . 

But Mrs. Silcote said " No," adding, what seems 
to be improbable, that she had heard heavier firing 
from mere field-pieces before. *' Reginald," she sai(^ 
^' you can guide us over the ground you passed 
yesterday ? " 

Reginald demurred strongly. It was a bad road 
enough on horseback, — utterljr impassable on foot 
He had great difficulty in getting through yester- 
day. The way lay on causeways, through rice-fields, 
and the waters were let out for irrigation. Ho 
almost rei^used. 
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« Are you afraid ?" asked Mrs. Silcote. 
[• «• Yes," said Reginald, petulantly. 

' •* What are we to do now, then ? " asked Mrs. 

Thomas. ** Reginald, who could have guided us, 
^ Las turned coward." 

s " Why, we must go on alone, my dear," replied 
[ . Silcote, " and leave Reginald and Boginsky.** 
I " / am sbing with you, monsieur," said Boginsky. 
** I think tnat we are behaving like mad peo^e, but 
I I will go with you. Come, young gentleman, think 
r yet once again, and show us the way by which you 
[ came." 

" It is not safe," said Reginald. " We shall have 
to go under fire." 

"Don't force the boy," said Silcote, in perfect 
good-humor. " Let us pull through it together." 

** But he knows the way," said Boginsky ; and 
added some flowers of speech in his own language, 
the meaning of which could only be guessed by 
their emphasis. "If you toill go on this expedi- 
tion," he said aside to Silcote, *^ I think that your 
only chance lies with this young gentleman. And 
I fancy that he wants bribing." 

" The infernal young coward," said Silcote. " I 
would bribe him fast enough, but I don't know what 
he wants. I'll give him three or four thousand 
pounds, if that is any good." 

^ He would take a bribe if you knew what to 
give him," replied Boginsky. 

" Let me bribe him," said Mrs. Silcote. " I will 
soon manage the matter for you. I will not wait 
for your leave. Here goes." 

** Reginald," she said, " you will just be pleased 
to take us to your uncle's regiment at once, and as 
quickly as possible. Your grandfather emphatical- 
ly orders you to do so." 

And he said not another word, but went. He 
had been used all his life to being ordered, and had 
only just broken loose from James, the last person 
who had ordered him. He was not displeased to 
find himself ordered about again, even though the 
order was to go under fire. He was not physically 
qfrcdd of going with them; he hated more the 
bustle and the excitement of the thing than the 
danger. Yet, by his ten minutes' hesitation at 
Palestro, he cleverly and dexterdusly disposed of all 
his chances of heirship which seemed so fair while 
his grand&ther was in a sentimental mood about his 
wronged son Algernon. 

** What a pity it is that Betts is not here ; what 
he might do in shares, for instance, with the tele- 
graph ! A man with so much capital in hand as I 
have might have made a quarter of a million by the 
intelligence I have gained in the last ten minutes." 
"I do not understand you, dear father," said 
Mrs. Silcote, as she took his hand to help her over 
a runnel in the rice-fields. 

" I will explain," said Silcote. " That furious 
volcano, for which we have been pushing, has ceased 
its eruption, — there, you have slipped your foot in, 
and have wetted it, — you should jump farther; 
that furious volcano has ceased, and that means 
that the Austrian right is turned, and that they are 
in retreat. 

Reginald and Boginsky had been going swiftly 
before them until now. She said <juietly, " Call 
Reginald and Boginsky back." 
• Her voice reached them, and they turned to 
come. "Is the right really turned?" she asked 
Silcote. 

" There is no doubt of it. Why this comparative 
silence, otherwise ? " 
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" Then we shall see him. He is not one to be^ 
left behind. I shall see him, after twenty yearSy 
once more." 

Reginald and Boginsky were beside them now. 

" Is the Austrian right turned ? " she asked. Bo- 

finsky pointed to a mass of scarlet and red on a > 
. ill, backed by the smoke. of musketry fire, and 
said, " The luck of the Tedeschi has forsaken him. 
He would not be crowned, and so Hungary is 
avenged in bitter tears. The star of the Second 
of December is in the ascendant." 

" I do not happen to understand your allusions," 
said Mrs. Silcote. " All I ask is this : Are the Aus- 
trians beaten ? " 

" They are most certainly beaten." 

They passed on more swiftly now, for the way 
led out of the rice-fields, and passed round a low 
hill, whose few trees were ripped and broken by 
cannon-shot Reginald, getting excited, guided them 
well and swiftly. The firing was getting less furi- 
ous, and more distant. 

They were passing over the ground which had 
been crossed by the division of Cialdini only a few 
hours before : and were among the dead. At first 
the corpses lay few and far between, — no wounded 
here, all killed by artillery at a long ran^e : but as 
they went on they grew thicker and thicker. A 
few ambulances were standing or moving among 
them ; and sometimes, when they were walking be- 
side one, the shuddering defensive motion of an arm, 
or the ghastly stare of an agonized face, would tell 
them that some poor fellow had not passed the gate 
of death, but was too near it to care much whether 
he was succored or not. This was the fair work of 
musketry; and soon they came on the first white 
i^niform lying solitary among the blue around. Bo- 
ginsky took ofi* his hat respectfully. 

" The foremost man, sir," he said to Silcote. 
" The hero of the day. In '49 I prayed to be cold 
and stark Uke him in the post or honor. I can at 
the least take ofi* my hat to him now." 

Silcote only nodded at him, for a growing awe 
was upon him ; Reginald was going so straight and 
so swift. Towards, what ? 

' **We are close to Ponte Minbriole, now," said 
Reginald, turning suddenly. " That is it among 
the trees." 

" Why are we going there ? " asked Silcote un- 
der his breath. 

" They were there this morning," replied Regi- 
nald. " Aunt and James, and Uncle Tom. But 
they will not be there now. It is all silent." 

Very nearly. There were a few live figures 
moving about, but there were more dead than liv- 
ing. A little slug^h stream, crossed by a stone 
bridge, against which abutted, over the stream, a 
low white one-storied house with a red roof; close 
by, among fine trees, was a mansion with a cupola 
which rose above them; a little farther away an* 
other, very like it. In front, to the eastward, be* 
yond the woods, the war was feverishly growling 
itself into a temporary silence ; but here, by this 
little bridge, there was silence, almost peace. 

" There they are," whispered Reginald. 

" There are who ? " replied Silcote, also in a 
whisper. 

" Aunt and James," replied Reginald, aloud. 
" That is aunt sitting down under the wall, and 
James is standing by her. I don't see Uncle Tom." 

" Thank God," said Silcote, " R<5. ^5A\i^^ ^w^ 
ry are W «tNqa.y,\>7 xiCi^, 
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regiment wag ordered to ^Im rear, and lie saw that 
he was too weak to ride any flurtber, and volunteered 
to stay with the 11th Jiigars. Did not I tell yon 
that? No, by the way, I don't think I did." 

^Stay back, all of you," said Mrs. Silcote. 
"The wor^t has happened, £)r I see her sitting 
there and rocking herself to and fro. No one 
has so good a right there as myself, as she, and 
James. Keep them back, Silcote. After so many 
years! — " 

He had fallen quite dead, from a suddenly mor^ 
tal wound, headlong on his face, which was only 
saved from laceration on the ground by the sword- 
arm, held up in defiance, upon which his face had 
fiillen. He looked as though he was asleep when they 
i^und him, and then, when James raised his heavy 
head upon his knee, they thought he was alive ; for 
death had come so sudden and so swift that the last 
fierce challenge had been but half uttered, and had 
left its expression in his half-opened mouth ; and a 
dim ghost of the fury of battle was still looking at 
them out of his staring eyes. 

It is very difficult to know what to say, and what 
to leave unsaid. The reader must place himself in 
the situation. The Princess was more experienced 
in one little attention, we shall all want some day, 
than was James. When that was done, she sat 
down and began rocking herself to and fro, sing- 
ing. 

Singing in a very low voice, sometimes in Ger^ 
man, sometimes in Italian. Her ^ef was so deep 
that Providence in His mercy had dulled it There 
was a deep, bitter gnawing at her heart, which un- 
derlay everything else ; as the horror of his doom 
must make itself felt in the last quiet sleep of a 
criminal before his execution, let him sleep never so 
quietly. Yet her feeble intellect was for a time 
numbed, and, as James feared, mercifully crazed : 
it refused to acknowledge what had happened. 
These half-witted women can love wondrous well 

No help had come near them. James thought of 
his position. " The living,** he thought, " are more 
than the dead. If I can get her away I will." 

He made two or three efforts, but she only pointed 
to what lay beside them. The third time she 
answered him, ** We must wait till he wakes." And 
then, believing that she was crazed, he said no more, 
and so stood against the wall, while she sat on the 
ground, rocking herself to and fro, singing in a low 
voice. 

I suspect you will see sights like these, and far 
worse, if you follow the track of war. I have seen 
much worse in times of profound peace and unex- 
ampled commercial prosperity. 

It was no surprise to James to see his mother 
coming swifbly towards them through the dead. He 
was perfectly aware of the direction in which Regi- 
nald had gone, and was sure that his mother would 
follow him to the very verge of safety. She had had 
previous experience of battle-fields : he almost ex- 
pected her. But when, without noticing him, she 
knelt beside the dead man's side first, gazed in his 
face, which now, the conventionalities of death hav- 
ing been gone through, was dull, calm and expres- 
sionless, when she kissed him, and smoothed his 
curls — my hand is too rude to go on. When he 
saw all this he was both surprised and frightened. 

Still more ro when the poor Princess roused her- 
self to say, " I know you, my fine madam : you are 
M/v. Sugden. He belongs to me, I pjave up all for 
Iilin. " And bis mother replied, still looking on the 
deadmaa, ''You were a good friend to him, and 1 



thank you ; bnt I gave np man to him thaii yoa cM. 
I am his widow." 

Hie Princess could not nnderstaad iliis at fimt, 
bat began her loud mnging again. The next ihinf 
which James noticed was Silcote himseli^ with hit 
ereat square solemn face, kwkiig down upon his 
dead son. 

Mrs. Silcote looked np in his face. ^ I won't re- 
proach you more than I can help, my dear," the 
said ; ** bnt, if you had not made tnat coDcealment 
about my inheritance to me, this could never have 
happened. It would have been better that he had 
had it and spent it all a hundred times over, than 
that this should be.*' 

Silcote bowed his head and said nothing. The 
next voice which was heard was that of tbs good 
Count Boginsky. ^ My dear friends,** he said camily, 
" to whom am I to address myself concerning arrange- 
ments?" 

Silcote went away with him. ** What would yoa 
recommend ? " he asked. ** This is a terrible tmng 
for us, my dear Count That poor corpse which lies 
there was once my favorite son ; that lady kneeling 
by him is his wife. He had quarrelled with both of 
us, and we were pursuing him to force him into a 
reconciliation, and we Snd him dead and stark. 
Our only object was to renew our love to him, mr. 
He had been very extravagant, and had not treated 
her well, but we could have tamed him, and now he 
is dead. I cannot realize it I meant to have for- 
^ven him all for her sake, if he had only acknowt- 
edged her.'* 

"You have forgiven him, have you not? "said 
Bo^nsky, who since the defeat of the Austrians was 
taking a higher line altogether. 

" God knows I have,*' said Silcote. '* But details. 
I do not know how to arran|re matters. I never 
was at fault before, but I am infinitely shocked and 
distressed. It is inconceivable at present, but it 
will be terribly conceivable soon. Can yon ar- 
range?" 

** As a friend. You and yours have been good 
friends to me. I shall be in a different position 
soon. Will you give me the title of friend, as an 
equal, and let me manage matters for you in thai 
capacity ? May I order as I please ? ** 

" You may order as you please.** 

" Then go to that poor Princess, your own sister, 
and comfort her, and win her confidence. Gro and 
do that, Silcote. She has been a misguided woman, 
but a loving one. Go and save her heart from 
breaking. Now that he lies cold and dead, she has 
no one left but you.*' 



CHAPTER LVII. 

SUNT LACHRYMiB REBUM. 

And SO Boginsky went among the others while 
Silcote went alone to his sister. 

She still sat on the ground. The movement of 
the others around her, and her jealous wonder at 
Mrs. Silcote having taken her place solemnly and 
silently beside the corpse, had aroused her, and had 
enabled her to pass into the second stage of her 
grief, that of terror. She sang no more, but sat and 
looked around her fearfully. At this time Silcote 
came and bent over her. She spoke first, looking 
wildly up into his face. 

" Any time but now, brother," she said, hurriedly. 
"1 know t\iaX \ c2in.\io\. ^v^ iw yka.tw'^ ^eara. You 
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i^aR reproadi me for the rest of my weary lif^ for 
1^ my wickedness towards vou, if you will only 
0psre me now. Any time bat now. There is a 
leeltng of deep horror on me at this time, which is 
almost too much to bear. All this is my doing. I 
have no right to ask for mercy ; I have ruined your 
life and have killed him. I do not ask you to ispare 
me ; I only ask for a little time.** 

" Sister,** said Silcote, gently. 

** I do not ask to be spared, brother. I will bear 
any penance you may put upon me. I only ask yon 
not to begin it just yet. I cannot repair the wrong 
I have done, I cannot replace the papers I stole, I 
cannot bring the dead to life. But lean bear my 
penance. I only ask you to spare me just now. I 
^ow that you are just and hard, and that you will 
be hard and just with me ; which will be terrible. 
Only remember that I have not one human soul lefl 
to love me in the whole world : except .perhaps 
Kriegsthurm." 

" Mary, my dearest old girl," said the Squire. 

** I beg your pardon,** said the Princess. 

**My good old Mary: my dear old sister. I will 
love you.*' 

The poor woman drew herself away from him. 
" Don't speak like that,** she said. ** You had better 
begin on me at once than speak to me like that. 
Because,** she added, almost quaintly, " you don't 
know everything yet, and so, if you forgive me now, 
we shall have to go through the whole business 
again. I wish you would leave me alone. I can 
bear it all if I have time. But I am frightened.*' 

** My dearest Mary,*' said Silcote, bending over 
her and kissing her, "you are mazed witti this 
dreadful catastrophe. Can you listen to me? I 
will speak very slowly. I know everything, or 
believe I know everything, and will seek, if yoii wish 
it, to know nothing more. Everything is entirely 
forgiven, even if it were a hundred-fold as much.** 

" It was Kriegsthurm,** said the mazed Princess. 
** It was he who committed that unutterable wicked- 
ness. She was pure and good, and I was innocent 
of that.** 

" Of course you were. But listen carefully, my 
poor Mary. Suppose that hellish device had been 
yours, which I never believed, I have so entirely 
forgiven everything that I could take you to my 
bosom just the same as I do now.** 

She repulsed him. " Not yet,** she said. ** I will 
not kiss you till you know the whole truth. Old 
Raylock can tell it. I am perfectly certain that you 
do not know the whole truth." 

** If old Raylock does, most other folks do," re- 
marked Silcote. " Come, Mary, don't reject me 
and my love after so many years* estrangement. 
Let there be an end of all this shameful, miserable 
plotting and counterplotting. We have served one 
another ill. You served me ill once forty years ago, 
and I have served you ill ever since. Let there oe 
a finish and an end of it. By Jove, that is near ! ** 

The thunderstorm which followed Palestro was on 
them. The lightning had struck a tree within sight, 
and the rain began to come down furiously. "We 
must move, sister,'* he said, and she raised herself 
on his arm. He tc>ok her into a little door-way in 
the wall of the little white house, and they sat down 
together on the ground side by side, as they had 
done often as children. In a minute or so her head 
lay upon her brother's breast, and she turned her 
eyes up into his. 

" Is it really true that you are not going to be 
cruel to me, after all my folly ? ** she asked. 



And he kissed her tenderly. " We will give the 
rest of our lives to one another, and to others. AU 
hard words and hard thoughts must be buried in the 
grave which Boginsky is getting ready yonder. Let 
us sit here and watcn the storm." 

The war had roared itself into stillness, and tiie 
storm was past, leaving the Italian blue unstained 
overhead wnere they all stood, a silent party, round 
the grave which the hired peasants had just com- 
pleted. It is by the side of the canal among the 
trees, in a very quiet place, quite out of sight of the 
village, or indeed of any building except one tall 
campanile, which rises irom among the trees close 
to him, and seems to keep him company as he 
sleeps. 

"I little thought how well I loved him,** said 
Silcote. 

" Few could help it,** said James, quietly. " I did 
so, little dreaming that he was my father.** 

" I little thought that you two would meet, and 
meet so,** said Mrs. Silcote. " God has been very 
good to you and to him in that matter. Come, and 
let us leave him to his rest.** 

They were all dry-eyed, and only the Princess 
had not spoken. Seeing that she did not hear him, 
Silcote took her tenderly by the arm to lead h^ 
away. She did not speak even then, only set up a 
low childish wail so mournful, so desolate, so unut- 
terably sad, that the floodgates of their grief were 
loosened, and they walked away together with 
bowed heads. 



CHAPTER LVIII. 

SILCOTES. 

The oaks at Silcotes grew from gold to green, 
then grew golden once more, and then settled down 
into &e fuu green of summer ; yet stillness, or nearly 
stillness, reigned over hall and park, garden and 
forest. The perfectly-ordered machine, so long 
wound up, went on just the same, the least notice- 
able fact about it being the absence of its master. 

The neighbors got excited and curious about the 
house, the more so as week aft^r week went on. 
They met the horses exercising regularly, and the 
men looked much as usual. The deep wailing bay 
of the bloodhounds was still heard by the frightened 
children, whose mothers told them that the Dark 
Squire was away to the war, — a piece of informa- 
tion which made him seem in their eyes more weird 
and more dark than before. Everything, said the 
gossips, was going on just as usual at Silcotes, save 
that some most astounding family discoveries had 
been made, and, without doubt, Silcote was following 
the track of the Italian army. 

People who had not called for years came and 
called now, out of sheer honest curiosity, a curiosity 
which was doomed to continual disappointment. 
Everything was unchanged. The lodge gates were 
opened with the greatest alacrity ; lawn and drive 
were well kept; the flower-beds were blazing out as 
heretofore, and the gardeners were busy among the 
new French roses ; the door was opened to the vis- 
itor by the butler and two men in livery, but "Mri 
Silcote was in Italy, and was not expected home at 
present.** That was all that could be learnt. 

Lord Hainault of course heard of all these things, 
and, with his worthy wife, wondered very much at 
them. He had seen but little of &\k.cA& W\^^\>Jsfe^ 
and w1aa.t\\t\\<iV^\v«A ^^iet^VsiVaiSL tv^'^X^'^^^ ^^^ 
, seldom Wd ^11^^^^^^^ ^^'^^^^^^'^^^'t"^tt^^^ 
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should be enclosed : it was impossible that it could 
be done without stroking the Squire the right way, 
and so the Squire suddenly became a mqst impor- 
tant person. Lord Hainault began at breakfast-time 
by laying down the proposition that country gossip 
was just as bad as town gossip, and that he did not 
believe one half of what was said about any one. 

£e instanced Silcote, and so persistently argued 
3m that example, that he triumphantly proved to 
himself and his hearers, by lunch time, that 'Silcote 
ivas, in all human probability, rather a good fellow 
than otherwise. At all events he, with his wife's 
entire concurrence, ordered his horse and rode 
gently over through the wood to leave his card on 
Silcote, and to get his address. 

" It is an uncommon nice place, this,** he said to 
himself, as he came out of the forest into the glades 
of the park, and saw the way in which artificial 
order was growing out of nature. " A monstrous 
nice place ; one of the best places in the whole 
county. What a sad pity it is that a clftver man 
and a gentleman, as he if, should not be more civ- 
ilized. The best landlord and the best farmer for 
miles, too. 1 will see more of him when he comes 
back ; I feel certain that he is a good fellow.*' 

And then he uneasily remenabered the general 
and off-hand accounts of Silcote which he had been 
accustomed to give, and pricked his horse into a 
trot, and so came round the corner of the drive on 
an exceedingly fine groom, whose master was close 
before him. Lord Hainault passed the groom and 
rode up beside the master, a withered, handsome 
old gentleman, on a valuable cob. 

"My dear Sir Godfrey Mallory!** said Lord 
Hainault. " You are riding far from home.'* 

"I am only from Shiplake. I cannot ride far 
now. But I have a letter from Italy which tells me 
that Silcote is dead; and I, quite unconsciously, 
years ago did him a wrong, and I wish to find out 
T^hether there is time to explain my share in it in 
this world. I fear that Silcote has been sadly 
abused in his lifetime. He was not a bad fellow 
when I knew him, but jealous and ill-tempered. I 
wish I could have a talk with him. I have reason 
to believe that he has owed me a grudge about a 
very unhappy business in which I was innocent. I 
am not long for this world, and I cannot bear to 
leave a grudge behind.'' 

" It is like your good-heartedness. Sir Godfirey," 
said l^rd Hainault. 

" You mean my good nature,** said Sir Godfrey. 
" We selfish men of pleasure are generally good- 
natured. I should say that I have been the most 
good-natured and the most worthless man on the face 
of the earth. I 'can really /ee/ nothing — not even 
this." 

" Not even what ? ** 

" Do you not see that the house is shut up, and 
that I am too late with my explanations ? " 

The house was shut up in reality, and the two rode 
forward in silence. 

" Is your master dead ? " said Lord Hainault to 
the butler, taking the bull by the horns. 

" Master is alive, my lord," said the butler ; " but 
we are in sad trouble ; sad trouble indeed, my 
lord." 

Sir Goflfrey Mallory left his card and rode away, 
wavin<r his hand to Lord Hainault. 

" What has happened ? " asked Lord Hainault. 

" The joun^ master is dead, my lord." 

'' Which young master ?" 
''Mr, Thomas, my lord." 



<*I thought he had been dead long ago," said 
Lord Hainault *'I want Mr. Silcote's direction." 

" Master is expected home at once, my lord," said 
the butler ; and so Lord Hainault rode away ako^ 
saying to himself as he went, " Well, that scamp is 
well out of the way. Better the school-boy than 
him." An<l that was all which the county repre* 
sented by Lord Hainault had to say about Colonel 
Silcote. 

« One part of the great Silcote machine which was 
still in perfect order was the kitchen. Experts gen- 
erally nnd that they make their very best efforts 
after a rest. The Silcotes cook, not condescending 
to cook for servants, had had an idle time of it for 
two months, and had taken to fishing at Wargrave. 
But when Mr. Betts, the senior Mr. Sugden, Miss 
Dora Silcote, and the children, arrived suddenly at 
the hall, he put aside his fishing-rods, and did his 
best. Betts knew what good eating and drinking 
was, and was an old acquaintance of the cook's. 
Knowing that he had some one to appreciate him, 
he put his soul into the work, and Mr. Su£rden and 
Mr. Betts sat down to a very good dinner indeed. 

Not that Mr. Betts had the slightest business to 
take possession of Silcotes. Sugden was staying 
with him at St. Mary's when they got the news of. 
Tom Silcote's death. There was not the slightest 
reason for Betts moving; but he claimed great 
credit for taking active possession of Silcotes. As 
he put it to the Squire, " The moment I heard of it 
I came off*. I did not let the grass grow under my 
feet, sir ; I came off* at once." Silcote himself was 
half-persuaded that Betts had done him a personal 
service by " coming off*" so promptly, though he 
failed to perceive entirely why Betts should take 
that particular occasion to kill his bucks and tap 
his Madeira. But Betts did both these things, and 
perfectly persuaded himself the while that he was 
piling obligations on the Squire's head, which a life- 
time of devotion on the Squire's part could never 
repay. 

** So you did not see your way to the Italian 
campaign, Mr. Sugden ? " said Betts, after the 
soup. 

" Why, no," said Sugden. " I got so heavily used 
in the Crimea, that after a feeble attempt I gave it 
up." 

" A wise resolution, nephew." 

" Nephew ?" said Sug:(len, raising his great, pa- 
tient, handsome face to Mr. Betts. 

" Certainly," said Mr. Betts, promptly. " Your 
sister married the late lamented Mr. Thomas Silcote. 
My daughter married his half-brother, Mr. Algernon 
Silcote. Consequently I am your uncle. Don't 
you see ? " 

" I dare say I shall in time," said Sugden. " Am 
I to call you tjncle Betts, then V " 

" My dear sir, that is entirely a matter of detail ; 
a matter entirely between man and man. I would 
not for an instant urge a man in your position to 
give such a title to a man in my position. Still, 
there are rules about these things, I believe, and it 
would be flattering to me." 

" I will call you Uncle Betts with the greatest 
pleasure," said Sugden, " if you like it." 

" My dear sir, not for a moment. Between men 
of the world, like you and me, such distinctions are 
invidious. If you could possibly induce Mrs. Sil- 
cote, your sister, to greet me with the title of uncle, 
I should have nothing left to desire in this world." 

" O I 8\\e wovild wever do that," said Sugden. 
" She \8 very prouOL," 
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** You are qwte sore that she "would not ? " said 
Betts. *!^ Then let us say no more about it. She is 
the leading member of the family which I have 
entered, and her wishes must be studied. It would 
. have been gratifying to my feelings, but let it go. 
I and you have other claims on Silcote besides those 
of mere recognition. The instant that you and I 
heard of this lamentable misfortune we came off 
promptly and rallied round him. That is a service 
which he is not likely to forget. Silcote is not un- 
grateful.** 

*' I think myself," said Sugden, painfully and with 
difficulty, but with honesty also, just like the mere 
agricultural laborer which he was, ^* that we had 
better not have come at all. There is death in the 
house, — the death of my sister's husband, which 
is bad enough ; and also, from what I have gathered, 
disaster worse than death. It seems to me ill that 
we should be feasting here in the house of mourn- 
ing. I am sorry that I came." 

*^ There should always be a gentleman in the 
house at such times as these, my dear sir," said Betts. 

Sugden wondered which of the two was the 
gentleman, and concluded, in his agricultural mind, 
neither ; but he said, — 

' *' We will not discuss that matter. Tell me about 
Anne Silcote. Is the business so bad as I have 



^' It is as bad as bad can be, and there is the 
whole truth, Sugden," said Betts, thumping his fist 
on the table. ^* There are no servants in the hall, 
and Dora has not appeared ; so I can tell you the 
truth in a few minutes. I am a vulgar man, and a 
cunning man, and a man who will only cease to 
scheme for money when I am nailed in my coffin. 
But I am not an ungrateful man. I am not the 
mere snob which you would judge me to be from my 
manners. Algernon Silcote took me in when I was 
a bankrupt beggar, and showed me the beauty of a 
morality more noble than my own. The Squire 
heaped favors afler favors on my head, and put me 
in the way of having cash again in hand to turn 
over. I have turned that money over. If there is 
a man in England who understands the handling of 
money it is myself. I am rich again, richer than 
you dream of. I only stay at St. Mary's because I 
think my benefactor Silcote would like it. Yet I 
tell you, Sugden, that I would have gone into the 
.Bankruptcy Court again to-morrow, have given up 
every pound which I owned, if I could have pre- 
vented this last terrible scandal." 

" What is it, then ? " said Sugden. " Here are 
the servants. Will you put those dishes down, and 
go away, if you please. Mr. Betts and I are talking 
business." 

When they were gone Sugden resumed : " You 
seem to me to be two people, Betts," he said ; "just 
now you seemed to me to be scheming about an 
utterly ignoble matter ; and then immediately after 
you came out most nobly." 

" I am two people," said Betts. " I was bred a 
share and stockjobber, and shall die one, and at 
times I try to be a Christian and a gentleman, like 
Algy Silcote, my son-in-law. Think it out for 
yourselfl" 

" Well, I will. But about Anne. Is there any- 
thing like dishonor ? " 

" Utter dishonor, I fear, and utter ruin. She has 
gone off with a low Italian Austrian. A young 
Roman. Let us say no more about it." 

" How did you hear it ? " 

" From a Mend of mine, Kriegsthurm He is a 



great liar, but he dare not lie to mei. He hatmade 
the Continent too hot for him generally, by univer- 
sal political rascality, and must get Imck to Eng- 
land. He would not dare to lie to me. He has 
feathered his nest here pretty well, for I made fbui^ 
thousand i)ounds over his last tel^am from Veiv 
celli, in which he told me that the Austrian right 
was fairly turned, and that the Austrian anny would 
hot face the French rifled ordnance. I am afirai<l 
that the poor girl is lost." 

" I am deeply sorry for this," said Bugden. 

"So am I," said Betts. 

" You say he is a noble Roman ? " sud Sugden. 

" And a great scoundrel," said Betts. " Why he 
is an employe of Kriegsthurm's." 

" When Italy is free," said Sugden, " he might 
make a good match for her.*' 

"You have a good imagination," said Betts, "but 
he is a great scoundrel. Here is Dora." 

Here was Dora. " Well, you two people," she 
said, " what treason have you been tsdkmg that you 
should have banished the servants ? K you have 
done talking treason, I should suggest that they 
were recalled. If we are to take possession of 
grandpa's house without the slightest reason, I think 
we might make use of his servants." 



C^APTEB LIX. 

THE LAST RAMBLE. 

"Well," said Dora to Mr. Sugden, "and so 
they are actually due. It seems incredible." 

" The Squire has telegraphed from London, and 
will be here in half an hour. So we shall see them 
all soon now." 

" Not all,*' said Dora. 

" All, with the exception of Anne and Reginald," 
said Sugden. 

" And my father and Uncle Tom," added Dora. 

" They are at peace," said Mr. Sugden ; " they 
won't hurt. I wish that Anne was as well off as 
they." 

" Do you believe this about Anne ? " said Dora. 

"Of course I do." 

"/ don't," said Dora, emphatically; "not one 
single word of it." 

" You cannot quite help it, I fear," said he. 

" I can help it perfectly well," said Dora. " The 
whole story is a very clumsy falsehood. I tell you 
that it is the very last thing which Anne would do. 
And I know something which' I could tell you, if I 
chose ; but I don't choose — yes, I do — no, I don't. 
Look at me, and I shall make up my mind." 

Sugden turned his handsome brown face, as calm 
as a Memnon, as gentle and simple as a child, on 
hers. She looked at it for a moment, and made up 
her mind. 

" Yes, I do choose. I can tell you what I never 
could tell Grandpa Betts. You are a gentleman, 
and he, though the best of men, is not. See here : 
Anne has done something very foolish indeed, I do 
not doubt ; but it has been all done for spite, and 
nothing more." 

" Spite against whom ? " 

" Against James, and against me," she said. 
" You see," she added, blushing, laughing, and gently 
taking his arm, "I have monopolized James, and 
she wanted to monopolize him herself. . She has 
done something very NvcAftrcA. ^xA. Ha^x^ \s^ ^^k^ 
anger, fox s\ie\isva «u ^^"^ \fcm^^x>\xQX» ^sa^OoNsss^x^v'vioA' 
[ least degce^ -wroiMfer 
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wd the haye qwrrelled fiir 
aU,** nid Dora. ^'Tbey nc 



'the laat 
time, that m aU," nid I>ora. ""Tfaey nerer did 
an j^ng eke. Tbej serer would have got on 
together.'' 

** You give aie some hope and comfort, m^ loye," 
•aid Srogden. ^ I cannot help believing 70a whik 
I hear four Toioe ; bat mjr reason is against 

fOU." 

" O, indeed. Where did ire get this report ? " 

<* From Mr. Kriegsfhnrm." 

^' Mr, Kriegsthurm: a pretty authority 1 And 
one would be glad to hear Miss Heathton's aoooont 
of the matter. Has she run away too ? " 

" That is a shrewd remaric," said Sugden. 

*' Now I am going to ask you a favor. Let us 
eet the dogs, and go round the old place for the 
Suit time." 

« Why for the last time ? " said Sugden, when 
they had called the bloodhounds together, and 
started down the drive towards the forest 

" Ton only half quote what I said, and alter my 
emphasis. I $aid over the old place for the last 
time. The old place is no more. In less than an 
hoar there will be a new Sikotes." 

^^It is true, and a more happy one/' said Sug- 
den. 

" Well," said Dora, " I don't know ; I actually do 
not know. I remember once that Miss Lee read us 
that fairy story, I forget which (it is often enough 
quoted), which ends, * And so they all lived happy 
ever afterwards ' ; and Anne remarked emphatically, 
* Dear me, how exceedingly tiresome they must have 
found it, after such a delightful series of accidents 
and quarrels.' Do you know that I have been hap- 
pier m this old house than ever I expect to be 
again? There, what do you think of that, for 
instance ? *' 

" There is some reason in it, or you would not 
have said it, my dear," replied Sugden. " Why do 
jrou think so ? " 

" Well, Uncle Sugden (I am not quite sure yet 
whether you are my uncle or my aunt — n*importe ; 
Grandpa Silcote is fountain of honors, and must 
settle the titles of the new Court), I will tell you 
why. My dear, in old times this house was a very 
charming one. There was a perfectly delicious 
abandon about it, the like of which I have never 
seen, or even heard of elsewhere. Coming as I did 
from the squalor of my father's house, this was a 
fairy palace for me. True, there was an ogre ; my 
grandfather Silcote was the ogre ; but then I like 
ogres. There was a somewhat cracked princess — 
a real Italian princess — in velvet and jewels ; and 
I like people of that kind. Then there was a dark 
story, which we never could understand, which was 
to us infinitely charming ; there was almost barbar- 
ous profusion and ostentation, which everybody — I 
don't care — everybody loves in their heart of 
hearts; there were these bloodhounds, which I hated 
at first, as a cockney, but which I have got to love 
as the last remnants of the ancien regime ; there 
were horses, grooms, carriages, ponies, deer, as in- 
deed there are now, with all their charm gone ; and 
lastly, one could do exactly as one liked : one could 
revel in all this luxury and beauty, set here like a 
splendid jewel among the surrounding forest, with- 
out a soul to control one. And this was very 
charming, for / am a Radical." 

" J^ was an evil and perverse state of things, my 
/ore, "said Sugden, 
''J dare sajr " said Dora; " but then I am evil 



and perverse, and I lored it I wd lo protest 
against it ; that was my pradishiieflir. Bat now tiial 
it has all passed away, I know that I loved it." 

^ Ton are quite sure, then, that the old atste of 
things hoa passed away," taid Sosden. 

**My good — distant rehtioB (I inll noteommit 
myaelf), — do yoa know that yon are pei^fectly 
foolish at times f Is not my Uncle Arthnr going to 
many my old govemes^ Miss Lee ? Are uiej not 
going to take up their abode here at Sikotes? 
xou have heard of this Arrangement, because I 
have heard you speak of it" 

** Then you think, ray dear," stod Sngden, " that 
Mr. Arthur and his bride will be inclined to look 
round and put things square." 

Dora only looked at him at first Her opinion 
was so strong as to the way in which these two 
would " put things square," that she did not trust 
herself to speak of it at present She as good as 
passed the question for a time. 

"There is a chance that your sister, my aunt, 
Mrs. Thomas Silcote, or, to be more correct, Mm, 
Silcote, may be able to do battle with them single- 
handed. She is in high favor at headquarters now, 
and is likely to remain so. She is an energetic and 
courageous woman, and it seems has great influence 
over grandpa. But she is one, and they are two, 
and she will have her work cut out for her. She 
will fight like a dragon for James, Jbut James will 
be of no assistance to her at all. The Arthur Sil- 
cotes will beat her if she don't mind. However, we 
shall have a happy little household." 

"My dear Dora," said Sugden, "you are very 
worldly." 

" I am ; I have seen the consequences of not be- 
ing worldly, and. Uncle Sugden, I was trained in a 
hard school. I only know this, that I shall make 
James stick to his art, and be independent, fi>r with 
this wonderful new happy family arrangement, I 
see nothing to prevent his being cut out of his 
grandfather's will to-morrow." 

"He will have his mother's money, — four thou- 
sand a year." 

" I know that But it is an evil thing for a man 
to wait for his mother's money. He shall be inde- 
pendent of that before his mother dies, if I know 
my own will." 

" You are taking a black view of things." 

"I have been used to the darker side of things. 
I will be more cheerful directly. Let us see what 
has become of our old Silcotes, in this newer and 
happier regime. The delightful old abandon of the 
house is gone forever. Grandpa, our ogre, has for- 
gotten his ways. Altogether, the old house will 
never be what it was before. I know that the new 
order will be better than the old, but I am wicked 
and perverse, and I hate it" 

" You have talked yourself into hating it, 
Dora," said Sugden, "with what seems to me a 
great deal of common sense." 

"Well, I do hate it at all events," said Dora. 
" They will spoil James himself among them." 

They had come in their walk before the silent 
cottage, in which Sugden and his sister had lived 
for so many years. The fence was broken, and the 
bloodhounds which accompanied them had invaded 
the garden. The flowers, mostly spring flowers 
which Sugden had planted so many years ago, were 
all out of flower, and lying withered on the neglect- 
ed ground, with the exception of two groups of 
nobVe wYutfc \\\\ea, ^\\\c\i %\ftod oti each side of the 
door, and a tOBfe w\i\ci\i VJaa^ tvow Obnoe^ \ft ^"bJ^ \Xifc 
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<* John Hopper,*^ baiirliich cUt^Mhioned Iblks call 
OW Cabbage." 

"Get me a lily," said Dora. 

*^ I think that I mil get yon a roie instead," said 
Sngden. " Old maids wear lilies." 

DO they turned into the main avenne again, with 
the stupid bloodhounds round them, snuffing and 
seratehing among the rabbit burrows. 

*' Little woman,* said Sugden, " you have a mel- 
andioly sort of mind." 

' ^ It is likely enough," said Dora ; " I watched my 
ikther's life, and saw him die. It is likely enon^ 
that my mind is a melancholy one." 

** You have made me melancholy enough ; and I 
looked for such pleasure from to-day's meeting. 
When your aunt and I lived alone and unnoticed 
at that cottage we have just left, we were happy 
enough. We never had as much to eat as we comd 
have eaten, and we felt the want of firing also — 
bttteriy, I can tell vou. We had our great sorrow, 
*— the desertion of her unrecognized oy the poor 
fijlow who is jufA gone; we had to stand all 
weathers, and never had five shillings in the house ; 
yet we bore all cheerfully. Just now, when I be- 
lieved that all things were changed for the better, 
and we were going to begin a time of prosperity, you 
point out to me a hundred new miseries, fifty times 
worse than the old ones. I doubt you are a killjoy, 
Miss Dora." 

" WeU," said Dora, " it does not much matter. I 
shall die an old maid. I always intended to be so, 

and I mean to be so ; and I am a very deter 

Why, bless me, it is you." 

**That looks very like old maidenhood," said 
Suffden, as he saw her fairly in the arms of a tall 
and very handsome young man, with a dark downy 
mustache, and — I must write it down — getting 
kissed. **• That looks uncommonly like dying an 
old maid. Bah I you 're just like the rest of your 
precious family, — saying one thing and doing an- 
other. My boy James shall hear of this. I had 
better make myself scarce, for this is getting too 
tender for me, — this is. Why, that can't oe the boy 
himself? He never had mustaches. I am blessed 
if I don't believe it is, though. Here, you two peo- 
ple, manners ! manners ! " 

" Who cares about manners before you f " said 
James, and Sugden saw that it was James at 
once. 

" I thought old maids were particular in that re- 
spect," replied Sugden. ** However, have it your 
own way, and don't regard me." 

" If you don't hold your tongue, I '11 kiss you," 
said Dora. 

" Then here goes," said Sugden. " Arthur is go- 
ing — " but she executed her terrible threat, and 
silenced him. "For," as she said, "no one ever 
oared one halfpenny for you. You are of as much 
importance as an old milestone." 

When James had got hold of one of his armS, and 
Dora of another, — when they both clung round 
him and looked into his gentle, almost stupid face, 
Sugden thought that to be a milestone was not such 
a bad thing after all, if one had two such beautiful 
young climbers to twine around you. 

"They will be here directly," said James. "I 
came across the fields from Twyford and have 
beaten them, but they will be here directly." 

" S.hall we wait for them here, or go back to the 
hall V " said Dora. 

"Let us hurry back to the hall," said James. 
<< He would like it better," 



« Is he in one of hk tenpens ^Mn ? " ftibcd Dom. 
'* No, he has no tempen mow. But I think he 
wottkLiikait And Aunt Mary is mad." 
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Thbt hurried back, and got under the shelter ot 
the great porch, ready to receive the comers firom 
the war, and to see the end of the ancient and the 
beginning of the modem history of the Sikote 
famOy. 

" The ^rl is right," thought Sugden ; "the neW 
misery is greater than the old. Well, here they 
come.'* 

Two carriages came grinding through the gravel 
up to the porch, — the first closed, the second open. 
The closea carriage stopped first at their feet, and 
the butler opened the door of it Silcote himself 
got out a£ it first, looking very quiet and very sol- 
emn indeed, taking notice (u no one: and then 
turned round to hand out his companion, the poor 
Princess of Castelnuovo. 

She put her well-formed hand on his ann, and^ 
with her finely-formed little foot carefully pointed, 
alit gently and dexterously on the lowest step be- 
fore the porch. Then she turned to Silcote, smiled 
pleasantly and bowed. After this, she stood in the 
full Uaze of the sunshine, and looked around her. 
She was beautifully and carefully dressed, and al- 
most hung with jewels, all put on in the most per- 
fect taste. Her beauty, old as she was, was still 
splendid : and yet, when Dora had looked on her 
fbr less than half a minute, she slipped quietly away 
and hid herself in one of the window-seats, saying 
to herself — " She had better have died. It would 
be better for her if she was dead." 

For that had happened to this poor Princess 
which is more inexplicable, and infinitely more aw« 
ful, than death itself. She was mad. She had 
overstepped Kriegsthurm's line at last. Mystery 
greater than death ! Hie old familiar world, the 
old familiar house, the people with whom she had 
lived for so many years, were all around her, and 
yet she was utterly unable to recognize them. She 
saw them as she had seen them a hundred times be- 
fore ; yet they were other places and other people 
to her. It is beyond all thought and aU knowledge. 
3etter perhaps not to think of this awful death in 
life, or double life, but go with the doctors, who 
name it as " tubercular disease of the brain," and 
then put it on one side ; which is possibly the beet 
thing to do. 

In the sun, before the door, stood a handsome, 
well-dressed woman, before the eyes of men calm, 
polite, bien mise^ everything which was to be desired. 
And yet there was no woman thei*e at all, for the 
soul had gone out of her, and she saw things which 
were not Her intelligence lied to her eyes, and 
her eyes to her intelligence. This mystery of mad- 
ness IS surely the greatest mystery of all. See it in 
one you have loved, and then contradict me. 

She did not know her own brother, and she did 
not know the old house : still, she knew that she was 
mad. She believed that her brother was the doc- 
tor, and that this was the asylum. Yet, by some in- 
finitely deep crossed-purpose in her soul, she strug- 
gled towards the surface of reason for an instant 
She turned to the butler and ^ajA^***^ C^<ss\<^'^^<y5{vfe 
. baa m\asfc^ ^«fe \x^vt\^ ^\A^*^ \\a\» ^^ ^^ "^^"^ '^ 
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wing.*^ And iHen die paneil uncler the sbadow of 
the porch and into the old hafl, where the blood- 
hounds lay about; and Dora, looking from her 
dim window-seat saw her stalk along, imperial, ma- 
jestic, with her face set, with uneasy lips, with ej-e- 
Drows drawn together, and with staring eyes, which 
saw what was not there. 

^ But by this time the second carriage had un- 
loaded itself. 

The meeting between Miss Lee and Dora had 
something of humor in it. Dora had never thor- 
oughly lUced Miss Lee, and had seen and remem- 
bered a very great many indiscretions which Miss 
Lee, under present circumstances, would have liked 
her to foi^et Yet Dora had not forgotten them, 
and Miss Lee knew it. They were, therefore, both 
on their dignity. When the poor Princess and her 
brother had passed her in the hall, she came out 
into the porch, and met her old friend-enemy, Miss 
Lee, face to face. 

Miss Lee was dressed up to the point which is 
expected of every lady with four thousand a year, 
and Dora, having been dependent on Mr. Betts, 
by no means a liberal outgiver, was somewhat dow- 
dy and shabby. Yet Dora held the key of the po- 
sition in her pocket, and knew it, as did likewise 
Miss Lee herself. 

" How do you do, my dear Dora ? " said Miss 
Lee. 

" How do you do, Miss Lee ? " said Dora, look- 
ing very calmly at her. 

"I am very well, indeed, my dear Dora," said 
Miss Lee. 

" I am exceedingly glad to hear it," said Dora. 
"I am afraid that your nerves must have been 
shaken by the war." 

"Not at all," said Miss Lee. And then there 
was a pause. Dora would have died sooner than 
have spoken next, and, to tell the truth, not only 
Miss Kaylock, but Arthur himself, remained per- 
fectly silent ; " for," as Mss Raylock expressed it, 
" Miss Lee had been giving herself airs." 

Miss Lee had to speak first, accordingly. " My 
dear," she said, " will you give me a kiss ? " 

" With the greatest pleasure," replied Dora. 

" I hope we shall be very ^eat iriends, Dora." 

" I am sure I hope we shall," was the reply. 



CONCLUSION. 

So comes one more long storjr to an end. Noth- 
ing remains but to give the vanous characters their 
departure, and to finish one of the most difiicult ef- 
forts of story-telling ever attempted. 

I hear people asking about such and such a story, 
" Does it end well ? " as if that mattered. How can 
a story of deceit, folly, and selfishness like this end 
entirely well ? It ends as well as it can. As people 
make their beds, so they must liie on them. 

Silcote by degrees became possessed of all the 
circumstances with which our reader is already ac- 
quainted, with regard to his relations with his wife, 
which were chiefly brought about through the fool- 
ishness of his poor sister. Kriegsthurm, having 
been forced back to England, in consequence of the 
danger incurred from the continental democrats, 
took a house in Camden Town, and, being rather 
short of cash, wrote to Silcote, offering to tell him 
^Ae whole truth, from beginning to end. Silcote 
went to him at once, and learnt &om him and his 



liead-agent in the rillany, all the details. He ppd 
him his money, asking him if he did not think him* 
self the greatest scoundrel in Europe ? To which 
Kriegsthurm answered, ^No, not by many de- 
grees " ; and laughed. 

Silcote was now aware that he had by his insane 
jealousy and reticence caused the death of a good 
and gentle woman, and of an innocent and tender 
wife. He spoke to Mrs. Tom Silcote in strong lan- 
guage of the never-dying remorse which such a dis- 
covery would entail ; yet that remorse was^ very 
little visible after all, from a variety of reasons. 

If he had been still alone, still isolated from hu- 
man sympathies, no doubt that remorse would have 
been very great, — nay, it was relatively very great. 
He would probably have maddened himself into 
some new phase of folly with it. But many circum- 
stances prevented his doing this, which it would be 
well to consider. 

The business was so very, very old. Above forty 
years old. Very few men are capable of feeling 
acute remorse foi* actions done so long ago, although 
they may use excited language about them, as did 
Silcote. To feel remorse acutely, the image of the 
victim or the sin must be close to the mind's ^e ; 
at least, closer than a space of from forty to nfby 
years. He still had a great tenderness for hb poor 
wife, but he was getting old : it was very long ago ; 
and his love for her had been turned into furious 
and as he thought, righteous indignation against her 
for so many years, that he was unable to obliterate 
the half century during which he had regarded her 
as a monster of wickedness, and take up his love 
for her again as fresh as ever. He was unable to 
carry out the ideal programme which he had an- 
nounced to Mrs. Thomas. He was regretful and re- 
pentant. But of practical acute remorse^ with its 
usual symptoms, there was none. . 

There were other reasons against this phase of 
mind : almost innumerable. The break in his 
habits, when he had left his unnatural solitude to 
go into the very thickest of the first of these newly- 
mvented, sudden, bloody, and decisive wars, had 
somewhat dazed him, and put old matters very far 
away indeed. He had, again, been very fond of 
his son Thomas, and had always, in his heart of 
hearts, thought of a reconciliation between them as 
a matter of course. He had pursued him under 
fire with the intention of being reconciled. to him, 
and had found him lying stark, stiff, and stone-dead 
under the poplars by the mill wall at Montriolo, 
watched by his half-crazed aunt and his unacknowl- 
edged son. This alone was enough to put old dis- 
asters out of his mind. 

Then, again, Anne. He had been very fond of 
Anne; and had, in his newly-awakened reckless- 
ness, sent her abroad with a somewhat foolish gov- 
erness. In spite of Dora's purely imaginary de- 
fence of her (which did Dora great credit), Anne 
had made an awful fiasco. She had turned Roman 
Catholic in order to be married to the young Ro- 
man gentleman whom Kriegsthurm, in one of his 
puzzled fits, had set on to watch James, and was 
figuring away at Naples with him, with the moneys 
which had been intrusted to Miss Heathton, her 
governess, for their mutual subsistence. Reginald 
and she had had an interview, previous to her es- 
capade, in which she told Regmald that she had 
never cared for him in the least, but was in love 
with James, and always had been. After which 
she went to Naples, as we have seen ; and Regi- 
nald, having no on^ Uj ^is^\. "Vassi^ -v^oX. 1q Inns- 
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pmck, — why ot wfaercfore we aball never know, 
—-and wrote to his grandfather from that place, 
telling htm that he hi^ carefully examined the ya- 
rious relations in which he stood to his fellow-men, 
that he had an'anged to commit suicide, and that 
by the time these Imes reached him (the distracted 
&]iure), he, Reginald, should be no more. 

He did not do anything of the kind, but ezhiMt- 
ed a fieeble, pretty picture at the Dudley last year. 
Still Silcote, having believed in his own nonsense 
for so manpr years, was able to believe in Regi- 
nald's. This, however, was one o( the smallest of 
his troubles. I^j one, no matter how sensitive, 
would have foi^tten an old trouble, on the basis of 
which this story has been written, in the face of the 
new troubles which arose and confronted him on 
every side. 

It is extremely disagreeable to me to allude to 
guch a half-reputable Jiasco as that of Anne. I do 
not deal in such wares ; you must go elsewhere for 
them ; but it is still more disagreeable for me, a 
man whose principal desire is to please, to allude to 
the relations between Mrs. Thomas Silcote (Mrs. 
Bugden) and Mrs. Arthur Silcote (Miss Lee). 

As long as they were mere cousins and co-heir^ 
esses they got on capitally together. They were 
both extremely High Church, took in the same 
paper, and understood one another perfectly. 
Nothing could be more perfect than their accord. 

Then came in Arthur: of the liberal Oxford 
minority, who had, to tell the plain truth, pitched 
Miss Lee overboard, until she got her fortune. Miss 
Lee was very rapidly converted to his views, as 
Dora had often prophesied. But, then, Mrs. Tom 
Silcote stuck to her I£gh Churchism in the most 
strenuous manner. There never was such a differ- 
ence in this world. It was two to one against Mrs. 
Thomas, for Miss Lee had gone over to the enemy. 
Everything which Arthur said she swore to. It 
was no use for Mrs. Thomas to "taunt" her with 
{>reviou8ly-expre8sed opinions. Mrs. Arthur replied 
merely that she knew better now. 

And, again, there was something between these 
ladies which was possibly more important than 
any merely religious difference. It was the ques- 
tion of the succession to Silcote's enormous wealth. 
Arthur, as an independent bachelor, was one per- 
son : .Arthur married, with his announcement out 
to the whole county of a probable heir, was quite 
another person. While a bachelor, in precarious 
health, he could well afford to pooh-pooh his fath- 
er's intention of making him heir: ne spoke sin- 
cerely when he rudely declined the honor. But 
now, with a showy and beautiful wife, of whom he 
was proud, and who took him into society, things 
were very different He began to feel the value of 
the prestige which a beautiful and rich wife ^ves a 
man, and to be less and less patient of the idea of 
living principally on her money. And Silcotes 
was one of the finest places in the country, and she 
was naturally mistress of it, — would certainly be, 
according to his father^s present will, could he only 
undermine Mrs. Thomas's enormous influence witn 
his father, which was now greater than his own. 

As for Mrs. Thomas, she was perfectly determined 
that James should marry Dora, and that the Thomas 
Silcote and the Algernon Silcote interests should 
coincide, and bring James in triumphantly as master 
of Silcotes. To further this object she persistently 
kept the Squire's old grievances before him. She 
continually, though with the finest tact, urged the 
claims of Dora, &e child of Ms iU-wed ton idger^ \ 



non, upon him, and gently and calmly laid the 
death of Thomas Silcote at his door-step, as she had 
done in sober earnest at the battie of PsJestro. 
Her case was a very strong one, and she was quite 
ajnatch.for Arthur. 

Now, seeing that these people all lived in the 
same house together for over a year at the Squire's 
expense, that they were all of them very resolute 
people, and that they were alwavs, night or day, 
ready for one another, it is no wonder that at the end 
of a twelvemonth the Squire had so far forgotten 
his old life in this new one as to consult Betts about 
the best route to Australia, affirming positively 
that he could stand it no longer, and should emi- 
grate. 

** What part of Australia do you want to go to ? " 
asked Betts. 

"Don't know," said Silcote. "I only want to 
get out of this.*' 

" If you can't tell me where you want to go, 1 
can't give you the route," said Betts. "But drop 
allegory; you want to get out of all this, and I 
douT wonder. Which party do you wish hoisted 
out? There!" 

Silcote could be downright as well as Betts. 
** Arthur and his wife," he replied. 

Betts whistled. " You are a bold man, Squire. 
There is life in the old hound yet. Whv ? " 

" Because I cannot do without Mrs. Tom. I want 
to end my life with her. And I don't like Arthur 
and his wife ; they are far too fine for me. They 
are beginning to give dinner-parties here now, and 
show me off like a bear which they have tamed, and 
I am etcetera'd if I stand it, Tom's wife is worth 
fifly of them." 

" Who is to have Silcotes ? " asked Betts. 

Silcote replied, " That is a home question." 

" So it is," said Betts. " I can't help you until it 
is answered, though." 

" Well, then, James and Dora," said Silcote ; 
" and that is what makes the business so intolerable. 
I will provide for Arthur splendidly, — at once if 
he wishes it ; but Tom's son and Algernon's daugh- 
ter shall have Silcotes. You may call me a fool if 
you like, but so it will be." 

«I don't call you a fool," said Betts; "I think 
you are doing wisely and well." 
• **-But how am I to get rid of Arthur ? " 

" Why, — let me see ; he is out shooting now ; 
wait tUl he comes home, and tell him of the deter- 
mination you have come to." 

" I dare not," said the Squire. 

" You must,** said Betts. " You shall. If you 
don't, / will ; and so I do not deceive you." 

" But how ? " said Silcote. 

"Announce to him the immediate marriage of 
James and Dora," replied iroXvft^tr Betts ; " then 
explain this matter to him, and immediately after- 
wards have those two nuuried, just to show you are 
in earnest" 

" They are fhll young," said the Squire. 

"None too young, and they have plenty of 
money. Lor* bless you ! carpenters and black- 
smiths, and such people, habitually marry at that 
age, without a week's wages to the good. You can 
knock 'em up a couple of thousand a year amongst 
you. Let 'em marry at once. Put your hand to 
the prettiest thing ever done. Let us see one more 
beautiful thing before we die, Silcote. We have 
seen but few pretty thin^ vw. ova >SSftjQ5svfc\ X*^ xi^ 
see on^ mow \sigSat^ -^^ x.'aka \ft ^<is. OKOTw^^^^-^'csr^Kt 
cm oar way ta ia» ^iVxttOKj^sftu ^:.«tt&^ ^^i ^e*^ 
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old friend,^ pot a rose in jour button-hole, and let 
us have this wedding. Youth is past forever with 
both of us, but let us feel young once more, yicari- 
ously. Let this thing be." 

"But Arthur?" 

" Hang Arthur. Why, you are worth tax of Ar- 
thur any day of the week. You have sufficient 
manhood to make a fool of yourself, and 1 11 be 
hanged if he has. A}gy was worth a dozen of him, 
and so was Tom. l^ere he is, coming in from 
shooting. Go down to him. Tell him of your in- 
tentions, and announce the marriage." 

" But we have not consulted James and Dora," 
•aid the Squire. 

« Pish ! " said Betts, « go. Don't be a coward." 

Arthm*, on being informed that his father had 
been long thinking of his domestic arrangements, 
and after that long thinking had come to the con- 
clusion that the best thin^ he could do was to make 
over to Arthur 118,000/. m the funds, and leave the 
reversion of Silcotes to his grandson James, was 
fiuiously though silently indignant. No one could 
possibly have behaved more perfectly than Arthur 
under this heavy dispensation of rrovidence of 
nearly 4,0002. a year down <m the nail. The atti- 
tude of himself and his wife at dinner that day was 



that of politeness under an injury, — an injury too 
great to be mentioned. This announcement meant 
a notice to quit, and they understood it as such. 
They discovered that they had an^ engagement to 
go to Lord Hainault the next morning, had stopped 
all conversation by persistent nlence. The way In 
which they shook the dust off their feet, in stepping 
into their carriage next morning, and leaving thu 
perfidious mansion, was, to say the least of it, 
^genteel." Yet they went, and there was peace; 
Bucote said, ** triumph." 

The Princess lived the rest oj^^her life inth her 
brother in peace. She was ver^^gentle, quiet, and 
obliffine, and it was only known to very few even 
in the household that anything was wrong. It only 
showed itself in one way. I^e kept wiui her own 
hands a room ready for the arrival of poor Colonel 
SUcote. It was the old room he had had when a 
boy, and was hung round with his guns, swords, 
and cricket-bats. Here she waited for his anrival, 
coming into his room several times a day to see if 
everywing was ready, and always looking in, the 
first thing in the morning, to see if he hacT come in 
the night and was in bed. With this not unhappr 
delusion the time wore on with her peacefully, al- 
though he never came. 
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